

[image: ]


Lazy Dragon Queen

Gaming in an Illogical World

Volume 1

Ace Arriande

Disclaimer

Copyright © 2021 by Ace Arriande

All rights reserved. No content here may be reproduced without consent from the author. Please contact the author at ace@arriande.com for any inquiries.

Covert art done by ErosPanda:

https://www.instagram.com/erospanda

https://twitter.com/ErosPandaa

Author Links:

Mailing List: https://acearriande.ck.page

Official Website: https://acearriande.com/


Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Afterword


Chapter One

I had no idea what to expect when they demanded the town’s greatest virgin. I really didn’t know how to feel about the fact that, apparently, I was the town’s greatest virgin.

Weren’t young women supposed to be the greatest virgins who would get sacrificed to volcanos and monsters in the forests? They weren’t wrong about me being a virgin, sure, but it was still insulting to know that everybody believed I was the town’s greatest virgin.

But I shouldn’t complain too much about that. After all, being the town’s greatest virgin led me to meeting her and living the life that I had always wanted to live but never thought I could.

It’s embarrassing to remember how I acted at the time.

First, it insulted me. Then, I realized they weren’t wrong and that it was perfectly logical to assume that I was the town’s biggest virgin. Finally, they had to use bolt cutters to cut off the chains I had tied and locked connecting me to my greenhouse’s door.

Regardless of whether or not I consented, they took me to that dreaded mountain that loomed over the town.

Dragon’s Spine Mountains.

As if the world itself grew a spine that ran from one end of the horizon to the other, it’s no surprise that the mountain range was given so many names with “spine” included in them.

The World’s Spine Mountains.

Life’s Spine Mountains.

Or, as the locals always liked to call it, just “Spine.”

As for the “dragon” in Dragon’s Spine Mountains… well, that’s because of the dragon who lived within its center.

In a modern world of science, medicine, and hydroponics, there was no room for magic and mythical beings such as dragons. Tales existed of them, sure, but that’s all they were supposed to be.

Tales.

Nothing more, nothing less.

Yet, in the center of Dragon’s Spines Mountains slept a dragon. That was an irrefutable fact. Everybody knew of it, but nobody ever talked about it. Governments ignored it, scientists acted as if it didn’t exist, and nobody wanted to believe that a being powerful enough to destroy civilization could truly exist in the modern world.

Thankfully, the dragon slept. A lot. That’s what we thought, anyway. It only made demands of humanity—of my hometown, every few decades. Some decades, the demand could be as simple as a cow. Other decades, I heard of the greatest entertainers being called for and then returning with no memories of what happened within the mountain.

The cow never returned, by the way.

Back to the dragon.

I suppose it wouldn’t be fair to say that everybody knew of the dragon. Everybody in my hometown knew since the dragon was such an important part of our history, some people who would chase UFOs and Bigfoot sightings would try to investigate the mountains, and all the world’s government leaders probably knew, but very few… normal people knew about the dragon. They chalked it up to being a gimmicky tourist attraction at most.

The dragon’s existence was undeniable to those in my hometown, myself included.

School taught us of brave heroes who fought to keep the dragon at bay using mystical powers, wizards who came from all over the world to put up barriers to trap the dragon within the mountains, scientists who developed weapons to slay it, and so on.

There was even a museum near the base of the mountains that showed off supposed relics such as dragon scales, holy swords, and preserved eggs from the dragon itself.

Despite that—despite the town’s history being obsessed with the dragon, despite having museums dedicated to it, and despite having a couple of movies that flopped in the box office, there was not a single depiction of the dragon that everybody could agree on.

Some depictions showed the dragon as this mountain-sized, black-scaled, fire-breathing behemoth capable of covering entire continents in its blazing flames. Others depicted the dragon as a sort of legless, winged serpent with golden scales and the ability to summon devastating storms. One country even depicted the dragon as a mutated lizard that somehow got affected by nuclear weapons despite the fact that nuclear weapons didn’t exist when the dragon’s legend began.

Well, who knows? Maybe there used to be human civilization before the modern one that had nuclear weapons and accidentally created the dragon.

There was only a single, absolute fact that was known about the dragon other than, “yeah, it exists,” and that fact was that it lived within the caves in the center of Dragon’s Spine Mountains.

And that cave was where the police took me.

“As you can see,” the local news reporter said in front of the camera pointed my way, “the town’s greatest virgin, Drake Hunter—wait, really? His name is Drake Hunter? That’s—oh! The police are now dropping him off at the entrance to the cave! After all that drama of him shouting that he didn’t want to leave his plants and chaining himself to his greenhouse, we’ll hopefully get to see the dragon come for the sacrifice!”

“Is this really something you should televise?!” I shouted back at her.

They ignored me.

So, what do you do when you don’t want to be on some sort of messed up, public broadcast?

You shout profanities.

“Fuck! Shit! Ass! Fuckidy fuck, fuck, fuck! Fucking fucks!” I shouted at the top of my lungs while staring straight at the camera.

I was pissed off, alright?

Both the cameraman’s and the reporter’s eyes went wide as they tried shushing me so that the news station wouldn’t face fines.

If they were going to sacrifice me to a dragon because I was too busy with my garden to have sex, then the local news channel could handle some fines.

Though, the camera panned back to the entrance of the cave as soon as a loud roar came from within.

The roar was enough to knock any lightweights onto the ground, including the reporter, and the windows on the news van shattered. The dragon was awake and coming.

For me.

Was I going to die? Maybe I was going to be treated as some toy and then killed whenever the dragon got bored? What if I was going to be turned into a toasted snack? Was I going to be forced to recite poetry and stand-up comedy to entertain the dragon?

Then I remembered they brought me to the cave because of one thing: my virginity.

Was the dragon actually some sort of pervert who was going to violate my virgin status? How would that even work? Was that even legal? Though, a dragon probably wouldn’t care about laws, and I doubted the government would care either if it meant sating a dragon’s desires to prevent the destruction of all humanity.

Another roar bellowed out from the cave, fluctuating in volume and intensity. If I had to describe how it sounded, I would say it sounded like that weird throat noise crocodiles make but like a yawn and about a hundred times louder.

Honestly, it took everything in me to not piss myself. Who wouldn’t almost wet themselves when they knew they were being sacrificed to a powerful, ancient dragon with no knowing of what their fate would be? Sure, those entertainers that returned before could leave, but there was no knowing what happened to them while they were gone! What if they could only leave because they sufficiently entertained the dragon? I wasn’t a funny person. I wasn’t creative, I was told that I have the sense of humor of a dried starfish, and—wait, I never found out what “the sense of humor of a dried starfish” meant.

“Can anybody see it? Is it coming?!” the reporter shouted.

I was too busy staring at the ground and holding back my bladder to look up. Everybody already knew as the town’s greatest virgin and that guy who wouldn’t stop shouting about flowers while chained to my greenhouse’s door. I didn’t need to add “that guy who pissed himself on live television” to my reputation.

At that point, I realized it might be a good thing if I never came back from the dragon’s cave. I wouldn’t have to deal with whatever reputation I’d have afterward if I never returned.

“We brought our town’s greatest virgin and the belongings that you requested!” the mayor shouted, standing in front of me. He was the closest one to the cave’s interior, and he was the first one to go running—almost losing his toupee in the process—once the dragon released another roar.

When I looked at my sides, I noticed that my computer, cellphone, and… a bag full of my clothes were with me.

Things were only getting more and more confusing. What would a dragon have to do with not only me, but my computer, cellphone, and clothes?

Before I could think about it too much, an invisible force lifted out of the police officers’ hands, up into the air, and into the cave. The force wrapped around my entire body, but it held me in an almost gentle way.

It gave my belongings the same treatment.

“There he goes! Good luck, Drake Hunter! Thank you for being the town’s greatest virgin! Nobody will ever forget your sacrifice!” the reporter shouted with some extra sass in her voice to make up for the fines.

Yeah, it was a good thing that I was probably going to die. I wasn’t dying yet, though. I was just being dragged through twisting, dark tunnels with no idea of what I was about to face.

The tunnels gradually grew wider and taller the deeper in the force pulled me. Not only that, but the once-dark tunnels became illuminated by glowing crystals embedded within the walls.

I never saw crystals so beautiful before.

Not that I could care too much. I was still probably going to die by a dragon.

One last roar filled the tunnels only to get interrupted by… a cough? A gag? It sounded like the dragon had some throat problems which really sort of killed the threatening vibe going on.

As if to punish me for my thoughts on how non-threatening the gag of an interruption was, I was dropped to the ground with no warning.

It hurt my knees. Being dropped on my knees onto a hard, rocky floor wasn’t exactly a pleasant thing.

I figured I could complain about such minor pain right before my death without anybody complaining. If there was ever a time to be whiny, it was then.

But I was too paralyzed to whine. Not literally paralyzed, but paralyzed by fear.

I was in a massive chamber that seemed to extend forever in every direction that I looked in. Yet, no matter where I looked, I saw no dragon. All I could see was… a small shack? From the outside, it looked like somebody tried converting a storage container into a house but had no idea of what design meant. The “windows” were jagged holes cut into the walls, there were uneven and unmatched layers of paint coloring it, and then—and then the dragon spoke to me.

“Do you wanna play a game?” the dragon asked.

It was even worse than I thought it was going to be.

I was not only sacrificed to a dragon, but they sacrificed me to a sadistic dragon who was going to put me through all manners of torturous “games” to see how desperate I was to survive!

I knew I was going to die, and that it was likely going to be a horrible, slow death all for the dragon’s entertainment.

“Hey, come on, let’s play some vidya,” the dragon said.

The hamsters that were furiously spinning the wheel within my mind came to a halting stop, throwing them out of the wheel and around in random places to wonder what the heck was happening.

What did this dragon say? It was asking if I wanted to play… “vidya?”

How did this dragon even know what that meant? I only knew what that word meant because I saw it pop up on forums sometimes whenever looking up guides for video games. So, how did this dragon know what internet slang for video games was? And was this dragon asking me to play video games?

Was that my trial? Did I have to beat it in video games in order to survive? In that case, if it was something like Gardening Simulator 2022, I could easily win my survival! But, if the dragon wanted to compete in a first-person shooter or racing game, then I was screwed.

I didn’t even know what my soon-to-be-killer looked like yet, so I forced myself to lift my head to get a look at… her.

She looked nothing like how I expected her to look.

There was no black, scaly hide as tough as metal covering her. She wasn’t as large as a mountain, either. Instead, she had pale skin, was maybe five feet at most, and she had a messy head of hair that was almost distracting enough to make me skip the fact that she had horns sticking out from her head. Besides that, a pair of wings stuck out from behind her waist and a serpentine tail hung off of her that slowly slid from side to side against the cave’s floor.

Perhaps the worst thing about this dragon’s appearance—and I mean worse as in completely expectation-defying, was that she had bags under her eyes. She looked like some young girl who had just spent all last night playing video games and was now struggling to stay awake to ask if I wanted to play more video games!

“You’re the virgin, right?” she asked, her voice as young and feminine sounding as she looked.

“Y-yeah,” I mumbled out. “If… if you want to play video games, why did you ask for a virgin? There’s that one popular streamer in town who lives next door to me. Are you sure you don’t want to just… let me go and play games with him instead?”

“Ehhhh? Aren’t virgins supposed to be the best at games?”

“I think you just offended a large percentage of humanity.”

“Ehh… come on, let’s play already.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, and I really couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Why? Because not only was she—well, a girl, but she was naked. Her wings conveniently covering the front of her hips and her hair hanging down over her breasts were the only things keeping her from flashing me!

“Shouldn’t you—shouldn’t you at least put some clothes on before inviting random virgins to play games with you?!”

“Oh, yeah. Gimme,” she said, making grabby hands toward the bag next to me.

“Give you… my clothes?”

“Yeah.” She yawned and rubbed her eyes.

Did those roars from earlier come from this girl? Seriously? There’s no way, right?

I stood up to take the bag of clothes to her. That earned me the usual response I heard from people when they realized how tall I am.

“Woah! You’re like, huge!” she said, seemingly more energized than she just was moments ago. “Oh! That’s what she said!”

Did… she just “that’s what she said” herself? Do people actually do that?

“Hey, how tall are you?”

“Six foot three,” I answered.

“You’re like a giant! I feel so short next to you.” She laughed before using her wings to float closer to me.

That meant I had to look away from her. Without one of her wings covering her front, looking in her direction was dangerous.

“See?” she asked.

I looked down and saw her standing right in front of me.

Yeah, she was short alright. The tips of her horns barely reached my shoulders.

More importantly, with the fact that she was naked and now standing in front of me—that close to me, too… I had to stop looking before I got any thoughts. If anything were to happen, given our height differences, it would have been way too obvious.

“Oh, yeah, clothes,” she said and then proceeded to take the bag from my hands. She dug through it and then made an “aha!” sound before taking one of my shirts out from the bag.

It was a plain, white, oversized t-shirt. It was too big even for me, but I figured I would keep it just to sleep in and laze around in.

“Comfy,” she said, spinning around in the shirt before nodding twice. She seemed awfully proud of herself.

It’s way too big for her. That’s what she said. Shit, I just “that’s what she said” myself. Is this the power of a dragon? Has she already corrupted me?!

But seriously, the shirt looked ready to slide off her at any moment. It was only being held up by a single shoulder as the other end of it almost slid down her arm to her elbow. Plus, it was long enough to act like a dress, and it was since she lowered her wings enough to stick out through the bottom without pulling it up.

“I triggered a flag, right?” she asked.

“What are you talking about?” I asked back.

“You know, a flag. I chose the option to be cute and wear your shirt. That means I should have triggered a flag for your route.”

“Sure,” I answered, having no idea what sort of flag she was talking about.

“That’s right,” she proudly said, nodding her head some more with her arms crossed over chest. “I am the queen of games. There is no flag that I can’t trigger and no route that I can’t clear.”

She yawned again.

That made me yawn.

Then she yawned because I yawned.

Then I almost yawned again, but I resisted which made her… smile?

I didn’t know what was with this girl—this dragon. I still had no idea whether or not she planned on killing me, but she acted nothing but friendly toward me. She treated me like some sort of friend rather than a snack, toy, or pet.

“So, what’s this uh, game you want to play?” I asked her.

“It’s one I made! Kind of,” she answered.

“You made it?”

“Yeah. I got bored with this world so I made one that’s like a game and stuff. Want to go live—play there with me? We can go on adventures, hunt monsters, defeat evil demon kings, and all sorts of other things! I can add anything to the world—game that I want to.”

“Wait. You said you made a world? That’s like a game?”

“Yeah. Is that weird?”

“A world. Like, a planet with trees, oceans, life, plants, animals, all of that?”

“Yeah. Isn’t that what worlds are supposed to be like?”

“And you made it like a game?”

“Yeah. Like, imagine if you’re cooking or something, and then a status window like in RPGs pops up and says you increased your cooking skill. Sounds awesome, right?”

“That sounds like it makes no sense and would never work in any realistic world.”

“It’s not supposed to be a realistic world. It’s supposed to be a fun world.”

“A fun world, that’s like a real world, but with RPG stats like a video game, that you made?”

“Yeah. Oh, and it doesn’t have any people or demon kings or anything yet. I just added all the basic stuff and some animals. Oh, and bugs, but only the cute or cool ones. I can add those if I want to, though.”

“You’re making yourself sound like some sort of god.”

“Pfffssshhhh, naaaaaahhh.” She dismissively waved one of her hands at me. “It’s nothing that impressive.”

“You literally created a world, unless I’m being stupid and you actually mean you just programmed one.”

“Well, it’s only in a uhhhhh—I guess humans would call it a pocket dimension?”

“You literally created a world inside of a pocket dimension.”

“Yeah. So?”

I was either being screwed with or facing an actual god. I didn’t know whether to call her ridiculous or to get on my knees and beg for forgiveness for all my past sins.

“Come on, want to check it out? I haven’t even visited it myself yet, so let’s go check it out together,” she said, reaching a hand up to me.

I lifted one of my hands to hold her own but stopped when I saw her eyes narrow.

Then her eyes went wide.

“Did… did I mess up a flag? You were supposed to hold my hand and then I’d increase your love points,” she explained, sounding genuinely shocked and defeated.

“Life isn’t some sort of video game, you know,” I told her.

“That’s why this world is boring and why I made my own.”

“I can’t believe any of this.”

“Hi, I can’t believe any of this, I’m Vryala.”

“Did you just dad joke me?”

She looked up at me with a smug smile.

“By the way, you can just call me Vala,” the supposed-to-be-a-ferocious-dragon said. “What’s your name?”

“Drake Hunter.”

She snerked and asked, “Really?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, sorry.”

“Thanks.”

“So, want to play some vidya now?”

“If by vidya you mean apparently go into a new world in a pocket dimension that you somehow created and made like a video game… sure.”

“Sweet,” she said and grabbed my hand, tugging me along with her into her shack of a home.

That was when I learned dragons could be slobs.

Also, that she could apparently order pizza from in there.

“Don’t you ever clean this place?” I asked.

“Ehh? Cleaning is no fun,” she answered.

Her bedsheets were on the floor, there were wires and game system controllers all over the place, a computer with a screensaver on featuring girls with fox ears, cat ears, and dog ears, and she had a small fridge left open with nothing but sweet drinks and junk food inside of it.

“Oh yeah, go bring your computer and stuff in here,” she said.

At that point, I was just going along with whatever she said and did exactly as she wanted.

I started believing that I was actually locked up in some sort of mental asylum.

“Oh, right, I have to ask you since I don’t know. There are definitely going to be survival elements in the game, but what else do you want? Like, do you want to play like a strategy game? A horror one? A puzzle game?”

“I’ve always preferred creative games,” I answered honestly. I might not have been a creative person, but I still liked when games gave me the option to pretend I was.

“Like that mining and crafting one?”

“Yeah.”

“I see. Anything you don’t like? I want this to be the perfect game for both of us.”

“Uh… I don’t really like fighting or horror, and I’m terrible at racing and puzzles.”

“That’s okay, I got bored with fighting and horror and never liked the others much anyway.”

“Is… all you do in here sit around and play games?”

“Well, yeah.”

“Do you even have internet connection in here?”

“Of course! How could I live without internet?”

“How did you live before it?”

“I don’t remember.”

“Oh.”

“So, survival, crafting, and what else? Let’s pick one more genre.”

“I like strategy and tower defense games, I guess.”

“That sounds like fun, let’s do it.”

“So… a real, living world with RPG stats that also happens to be like a survival, crafting, strategy and tower defense game?”

“Sounds fun, right?” she asked, tugging on my shirt.

“Sure.”

“You look pretty tired. Were you up playing games all night, too? As expected of the town’s greatest virgin!” she declared, sounding proud of me as she nodded her head.

She couldn’t tell the difference between stress and being tired from being a no-life gamer like herself.

“Okay, you ready?” She held one hand out to me while her other hand reached into some sort of magical, floating orb.

I didn’t think it was possible to be ready for whatever was about to happen, but I nodded and grabbed her hand.

“Flag triggered,” she whispered to herself. “Oh, what should we name our world?”

“I don’t know.”

“Okay.”

She did something with that orb and everything went black. Then a single status window like one from an RPG game popped up in front of me that read:

	Welcome to I Don’t Know!



Chapter Two

The only thing I knew for certain at the time was that I was confused. I went from standing inside of that dragon’s shack to falling through some sort of black void, and the only thing that I could make out was a floating window in front of me that read, “Welcome to I Don’t Know!”

It looked like one of those status windows that you would find inside of a game—a tooltip popping up to explain something to you. Only, it was a legitimate window floating in front of me. I could even poke it, grab it, and move it around.

	Please don’t shake me so much! What if I break?! >_<


It was at that point that things made even less sense. The text on the window changed before my eyes as if it was some sort of living, breathing thing. It even got offended at me for thinking of it as a “thing.”

	I’m not a thing! I’m a living, breathing window! Windows have feelings, too! He-hey, don’t stare at me like that!


“How does a window even breathe?” I asked, because that was obviously the most important question.

	Through my gills!


“You have gills?!”

	Nope, lol.


“Right. That makes sense—wait, none of this makes any sense!”

	Don’t worry about it.


“How am I supposed to not worry about it? I’m falling through some infinite void and there’s a window floating in front of me that’s texting me! Just because I never had sex before doesn’t mean I deserve this!”

	It’s fine, it’s fine! Being transported between dimensions takes time.


“Am I seriously being brought into some sort of other dimension?”

	Yep!


“And how long is this going to take?”

	I don’t know. It’s the first time we’ve actually tried this.


“We?”

	Yeah, me and the queen!


“What’s your relation to her?”

	What are you, her dad?


“No, I’m a man who misses his garden and wants to know what’s going on.”

	You know you could have like a super huge garden full of whatever you want where you’re going, right?


That was when things started looking up. “Seriously?”

	Would an informational status window ever lie?


“I’m not sure, but now that I’m thinking about it, a game where the status windows lie to you would be pretty meta and interesting.”

	You’re right! I should start lying!


“Feel free to not start that. I’m already confused enough.”

	Fiiiiinnnneeeeee.


“So… what are you? Seriously.”

	I told you, an informational status window! The queen made me to help her out with this place.


“So, you’re like some sort of computer program or something?”

	That’s windowist. Just because I’m a status window doesn’t mean I’m a bunch of lines of code! I told you I’m a living, breathing thing!


“A living, breathing thing that doesn’t breathe and shows no signs of life other than being able to text.”

I immediately regretted saying that as soon as the window grew a pair of lips and took some dramatic breaths using them.

	Happy now? Was seeing a window with lips breathing good enough for you?


“I… sure. I’m just going to stop trying to make sense of anything at this point.”

	That’s for the best.


“So… do you have a name or something?”

	Window! Window, the informational status window!


“Alright, Window. Do you… do anything other than this?”

To answer my question, Window grew several times in size and displayed more text than a license agreement that seemed to scroll forever. I wasn’t even going to bother trying to read any of that. Though, just from skimming it as it scrolled by, it looked like there were all sorts of things related to the world, everything on it, the universe, and… yeah. I already gave up trying to make sense of anything, and I wouldn’t try to again.

	So, do you accept?


“Accept what?”

	The agreement! Did you read everything I just showed you?


“Hell no!”

	Lol jk. You don’t have to agree to anything. I just put a bunch of random words in there basically, so I hope you weren’t trying to read it.


“I’m going to go gray between that dragon and you.”

	That’s okay. Men with gray hair are kind of attractive.


“So, you’re one of those windows that chase after older human men?”

	That’s a stereotype for us windows?!


“Of course not.”

	Right. That makes sense.


At least something made sense.

	Wow, this really takes a while, doesn’t it?


“Yeah, aren’t pocket dimensions supposed to be small and instant usually? Or something?”

	I guess, but the queen wanted it to be a real dimension! You know, with galaxies and all that stuff.


“What exactly about this is ‘pocket’ if it’s got an entire universe inside of it?!”

	It’s a pocket-sized universe!


“Then what’s happening to me? Am I just being shrunken down to some impossibly tiny size so that the rest of the universe looks normal?”

	I thought you said you were done trying to make sense of things?


“You’re right. So—wait, what’s that?”

	That’s I Don’t Know!


Rather than falling infinitely through darkness, I could see what appeared to be billions of bright stars all around me and a planet that was steadily growing larger the closer I got to it.

“Why’d you say welcome before if I’m only just now reaching it?”

	I don’t know. Icebreaker? W-ah! Hey! Stop shaking me!


“Windows like you deserve to be shaken!”

	I’m telling the queen that you were bullying me! You’re making me dizzy!


I wanted to ask, “how does a window get dizzy?” but I remembered that the answer—or lack of an answer—would just make me confused again. Instead, I shook the window with both hands as I realized I was probably about to burn up in the planet’s atmosphere I was falling toward.

Only, as soon as I actually reached the planet’s atmosphere, I was teleported only to find myself standing on the world’s surface. At least, I assumed it was the world’s surface.

	See you later, virgin!


I wanted to shake the window some more, but it turned into a puff of smoke before I could do anything else to it. Never had I thought that I’d want to torment an informational status window. The closest I’ve ever been to that was seeing the sight of, “You Died,” in some video games.

Hopefully, this world wouldn’t be as difficult as those games were seeing as how the dragon kept on calling this entire universe a game earlier.

Seriously, who creates a universe for fun? How could a dragon even have that much power?

“That took longer than I thought it would,” Vala said, standing behind me. She was stretching and yawning by the time I turned around to look at her. “It made me sleepy.”

“How does falling through nothingness make you sleepy?”

“It was like listening to rain, you know?”

“You know, there was no noise to listen to.”

“It was like watching grass grow, you know?”

“You know, there was nothing to watch.”

“It was just relaxing, you know?”

“You—wait, this is really realistic.”

I stopped the back-and-forth to look around. Maybe it was because she kept on referring to the world as a game, but I didn’t know what to expect when it actually came to the world. I guess you could say I didn’t know what sort of “graphics” to expect. As it turned out, the graphics were even better than my home dimension’s.

The green blades of grass felt almost unbelievably soft. The breeze that blew through the grass was cooling and carried the scent of flowers. The sun above was—blue?!

“Why is the sun blue?!” I asked, staring up at it with a wide mouth.

“Because I thought it’d be cool if it was blue,” Vala answered.

“How—how is it blue but not making everything look blue? Isn’t that how it works?”

“I dunno. I just thought it’d be cool to have a blue sun, so I made it blue.”

“So… you can just change what color things are like that?”

“Yeah.”

“Make the sky pink.”

The sky turned pink with no visible effort from her.

“Make the sun rainbow colored.”

The sun shifted from being blue to featuring all the colors of the rainbow.

“Make that cloud look like an octopus!” I shouted, dramatically pointing up at the cloud as if I had just thought of something that I knew she wouldn’t be able to do.

Of course, the cloud turned into an octopus and even waved some tentacles at me.

I dropped to my knees and remembered what I kept on trying to tell myself about not making sense of things. “Just… just put them back how they were.”

“Oh! Is this what they call ‘roleplaying?’”

“What?”

“How dramatic you’re being, you know?”

“You know, I’m not faking this.”

“Oh, so you’re always this dramatic?”

“I’m only this dramatic when my entire hometown sacrifices me to some video-game-addicted dragon because I was too busy gardening to care about dating, after falling through a black void where a window was texting to me and whining about me bullying it, and—”

“Window is a girl.”

“That… window was a girl?”

“Yeah. Wasn’t it obvious?”

“Sure. Alright, the window was a girl. Why did you even make the window, and why did you make her a girl?”

“Because I wanted to.”

I looked back up at the blue sun. Despite staring straight at it, my eyes didn’t burn at all. It was kind of nice. I always thought that the sun was beautiful and always respected it for its importance to feeding my plants, but I only ever got to look at it through pictures. Inside of this pocket dimension, I could look at it directly with my own eyes with no pain.

“Can I look at the sun without it hurting because you wanted to be able to?”

“Yeah,” she answered. “It won’t even give you cancer anymore. Way better than the original, right? Maybe I won’t be so pale anymore!” She did a twirl in the sunlight, almost hitting me with that tail of hers as my oversized shirt came dangerously close to completely sliding off her.

“Don’t tell me you’re so pale and never left your mountain because you were afraid of getting cancer from the sun.”

“Cancer is serious, you know?”

“Dragons have to worry about cancer?”

“Not anymore,” she answered with her arms crossed over her chest and a proud smile on her face.

“You’re not just using cancer from the sun as an excuse for why you were a hermit with no job and no school, right?”

“I’ll have you know I went to school!”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah. Is that surprising?” she asked with a tilted head.

“What did you go to school for? Where?”

“An online school for video game design, but it was boring and they were too focused on balance and catering to the players, and it was really boring, so I quit. Things are more fun when they’re unbalanced and not catering to anybody, don’t you think?”

“Don’t you think you were just too lazy to put the work in to properly balance things?”

“Making a game that the creator wants to make is more important than making a game that the players will enjoy, don’t you think?”

“Don’t you think that making sure players enjoy it is kind of important for companies to make money so that they can continue to make games?”

“Who needs money?”

“Normal, non-dragons who aren’t born into millions of dollars.”

“That sounds like a personal problem.”

I dropped that topic. Instead, I asked, “So, you have full control over everything in this… universe? Dimension?”

“Yeah.”

“So, you’re basically this dimension’s god?”

“Nope, just its dragon.”

“What’s the difference between a dragon and a god?”

“Dragons exist,” she said while pointing a pair of finger guns at me. “Pew pew. Just kidding. Uhh, I guess the difference is that—”

“Wait, you mean you were just kidding about the existing part? So, gods do exist?”

“I mean, I guess it depends on how you define a god, but that’s boring to talk about.”

I flopped backward onto the grass. There was still about one percent of my desire to hold on to logic before the whole dragons and gods things but, after that, I gave up. I officially surrendered to the dragon’s lack of logic. All that mattered from that point onward was that I was living in an illogical universe a dragon could manipulate at any second with no effort.

And then she said, “Oh, right. Window, you can block my powers now.”

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Blocking my powers. I have a really bad habit of cheating in games if I can. Like, if I don’t block my powers then I’ll probably poof some tanks and nukes into existence or something. Our game won’t be any fun if we’re overpowered.”

“But if you created… Window, and have full control over everything, then couldn’t you just force Window to obey you if you really wanted to?”

“Nope. I gave her enough of my powers so that Window is actually stronger than me now.”

	Mwahahaha! You thought it was my queen, but it was me, Window! I am the ultimate being of this universe now!


I grabbed the window and shook her. She might have been the ultimate being of the universe or whatever, but that didn’t stop me from shaking her.

“I didn’t make Window a masochist, so I don’t know if she enjoys that,” the dragon said.

	I don’t! Please stop! Q_Q


I gave the window a few more shakes before sighing and letting go, allowing the window to poof out of apparent existence again. “Even if you can’t cheat now, isn’t it going to be boring if you know how everything works—or… you created this world, so you know where all the secrets are and—”

“Oh, I don’t know any of that.”

“You don’t?”

“Nah. I only helped with a bit of this universe and then had Window do the rest for me. Making an entire universe on my own would have been boring.”

“Why’d you have to make an entire universe anyway?”

“What if we build spaceships and want to go to other planets? We can’t go to other planets if there aren’t any.”

“I don’t think we’re going to be building spaceships anytime soon.”

“But we might be. You never know what’s going to happen in games which is why they’re so great, and this one is even better since it doesn’t care about catering to normie players.”

“What do you mean by catering to normie players?”

“You know. Like, if you build this huge epic fantasy game then people are going to be expecting orcs and dwarves and monsters and—”

“Dragons?”

“Yeah, basically.”

“I guess so. That’s all normal fantasy stuff alongside swords, magic, castles, and so on.”

“See, you get it. Now, imagine if halfway through some giant epic battle against the evil demon lord to save the world, aliens invaded with no warning and no hints that they ever existed and then blew everybody up and took over the world on their own.”

“That sounds like a horrible story for any medium. Of course the players would be upset from having their expectations betrayed and the climax that they were working toward completely thrown out.”

“What if the aliens brought new species of flowers with them?”

I couldn’t resist sitting up and getting excited over the idea. “That justifies it.”

“Sweet, I chose the right dialogue option again.”

“There you go again with that. Anyway, so you’re saying that there’s nothing wrong with betraying the expectations of everybody playing a game just so long as you think it’d be fun to do something crazy?”

“Yeah. People are too boring and used to the same old formulas which is why they get upset. If betraying expectations was the norm, then people wouldn’t get so salty over it. Not betraying expectations would upset people instead.”

“I’m not sure that’s how it works.”

“Eh, it doesn’t matter anymore anyway. All that matters is what we want now! Anybody else who exists in this game is going to think that our way is the best way.”

“That’s kind of messed up. So, if anybody else exists, they’re all going to have the same opinions as you?”

“Nah, I don’t mean it like that. I just mean… I’m… gah! This is hard to explain and thinking about how to explain it is making me sleepy.”

Despite how frustrating and confusing she was, seeing her be the frustrated and confused one was kind of cute. Her expressions were extremely easy to read and rather diverse despite the eternally sleepy look that she had by default.

“Okay, let’s look at it this way: everybody has free will and nobody is getting their thoughts forcibly changed or anything like that, but—okay, I give up. All you need to know is that everybody will get along and be happy and that there won’t be any violence or sadness or stupid stuff because that all sucks and I want a happy game!” She took a deep breath before falling onto her back. “I’m sleepy. Night.”

“Nigh—wait, you’re going to sleep? It’s the middle of the day!”

“Shhhhh. I’m trying to sleep.”

“You’re just—”

She was already asleep.

At least she wasn’t planning on killing me. I mean, I knew it was still possible she might get bored with me and kill me, but… from the way she talked about how she just wanted the world to be full of happy friends, I doubted she was the type to switch and decide to kill somebody just because she’d gotten bored with them.

Though, there was something I was curious about.

How come she never tried this sooner? If she tried this sooner, what happened to any previous worlds—games of hers? I had no idea what the lazy dragon was really thinking inside of her head other than that she wanted to have some fun.

At least the world being so safe and fun and friendly meant that I’d be able to leave her alone to go explore by myself.

Yet, as soon as I turned around to check out those nearby woods, she leaned up to say, “By the way, the bad guys will attack at night, so we need to set up a base. Don’t worry, the first night’s wave should be easy unless Window upped the difficulty.”

Before I could turn around to ask her what she was talking about, she was already lying back down and snoring while scratching her stomach underneath my shirt.

I considered just lying down and going to sleep myself.


Chapter Three

As much as I wanted to lie down and sleep and not have to do anything like some irresponsible child–like a certain dragon, I really didn’t want to be at the mercy of whatever was going to happen at nighttime. Without more information, I needed to prepare.

Tools. Shelter. Weapons. Those were what I needed. Even knowing what I needed, I still depended on just how realistic the world was going to end up being. For example, in some games, you could just take a few blocks of dirt and build a cage around yourself. No monsters could get to you if you did that. Heck, you could have even just dug downward until the surface was above your head and then place a block directly above you to seal off your hiding hole for the night.

In other games, you would have to gather a certain number of materials such as three leaves and five logs, place them all together, and then build shelter using a blueprint. Then it was either as simple as smacking a hammer against the build site until it was done or clicking “build” and letting it do it all on its own.

So, I figured that the first thing I needed to do was figure out what sort of system I was working with.

The first thing that I did was pick up a rock. The second thing I did was get disappointed in myself for being disappointed that nothing popped up. Normally in games, acquiring an item for the first time would cause some sort of notification window. Instead, I got… nothing. All that happened was that I picked up a rock. It was a gray, bumpy rock with nothing remarkable about it.

“Alright,” I said to the rock. “Is there anything you can do? How about uh… ‘crafting recipes?’ ‘Open crafting menu?’ ‘What can I do with this?’”

Thankfully, that last question got me an answer.

Not-so-thankfully, it wasn’t the answer I was hoping for.

	You could probably hit stuff with it, I guess. It is just a rock, so I don’t know what else you’re expecting… wa-ah! Hey! Why’d you hit me with it?!


“I was testing it out. It is just a rock that I could probably hit stuff with, so I don’t know what else you were expecting.”

	What if I died?! H-hey! That doesn’t mean to hit me again! Are you trying to kill me?!?!?!?!?!?!


“Dang.”

	W-why do you sound so disappointed? Are you disappointed that you failed at killing me, you virgin?!


“An annoying window has no right to call me a virgin. You’re probably even more of a virgin than I am, and at least I actually have a chance at losing my virginity.”

	Pffftttshshhhh.


Needless to say, I hit Window with the rock again.

Then it vanished from my hand.

“What just happened?”

	I deleted it from existence because you were misusing it! Rocks are for being rocks, not for hitting helpful windows!


“What part of you is helpful?!”

	The world may never find out! o_o


“Wait. If I want to figure out how to make you useful… and that rock doesn’t seem to have hurt you at all, then how about this?” I asked, grabbing Window by one edge of her… body? Regardless, I walked over to a tree and held her like a bat.

	Wai-wait! What do you think you’re about to do?! I do not approve! Do! Not! Approve! This is an illegal action! I’ll ban you!


I swung Window as hard as I could into the tree just like a lumberjack would have with an axe. To my surprise, she actually cut pretty deep into the tree.

	@_@


I swung again.

	*_*


And one more time.

	x_x


We cut the tree clean through, causing it to fall onto its side. Unfortunately, just like in a normal world, it was nothing more than a fallen tree on its side. It didn’t magically burst into a bunch of smaller, more-manageable chunks or anything.

“So much for this world being a game, unless this is supposed to be an extreme difficulty mode.”

	Rest in Peace
Window
XXXX - XXXX
Window was a friend, lover, and informational status window to many. She will be missed and fondly remembered.



“Well, rest in peace, Window. I guess there’s only one thing for me to do now.”

And so, I dug her a grave—using herself as a shovel—and then laid her down in it.

	ARE YOU SERIOUS? YOU JUST KILLED ME BY USING ME AS AN AXE TO CHOP DOWN A TREE AND THEN BURIED ME USING MY OWN FLESH AND BLOOD, DROPPED ME OFF IN A SHALLOW HOLE THAT YOU WERE TOO LAZY TO MAKE DEEP ENOUGH, AND THEN YOU ONLY KICKED ONE LUMP OF DIRT BACK ONTO ME INSTEAD OF PROPERLY COVERING ME!


“I thought you were dead?”

	IS THAT ALL YOU HAVE TO SAY FOR YOURSELF? AND I’M A ZOMBIE NOW! AN INFORMATIONAL STATUS ZOMBIE WINDOW WHO’S GOING TO EAT YOUR BRAINS, YOU VIRGIN!


“If it makes you feel any better, I regret not burying you deep enough to drown out your voice.”

	I DON’T EVEN HAVE A VOICE! YOU’RE THE ONE JUST STANDING THERE READING ALL OF THIS AS IT UPDATES ON MY BODY!


“Yeah, it kind of reminds me those videos back in the day on how to hack things, and since people didn’t have microphones, they’d just open up a text file on their computer to record them typing the instructions into the file. Then there’d generic music on in the background, and the corner of the screen always said something like ‘Unregistered ExcitedCam 2.’”

	You know that was way too specific, right?
Unregistered ExcitedCam 2



She actually got a laugh out of me with that last one, but I looked away before she had a chance to say anything about making me laugh. Of course, after I blinked, I opened my eyes to see her floating in front of me.

	You totally laughed, didn’t you? >3>


“Do you want to be used to chop down another tree?”

	N-no…


“Then give me an axe or a shovel or something. Or one of those fancy matter manipulators or something that can do everything in one.”

	But that would make it too easy for you! A-ah! Wait! Okay! Stop! Don’t swing me again! Just let me go!


I sighed and let her go. Then, three items popped out of thin air in front of me. They floated in the air between us just like how she could magically float without any issues.

The first of these three items looked to be a combination of an axe and a pickaxe. It had a wooden handle, a metal head with one end that served as an axe while the other worked as a pick, and at the very bottom of the handle was a small hole going through it with a chain looped through it. Hanging from the chain was… a cartoon dragon that looked just like the one on the shirt that the dragon took from me.

The second item was another combination between two—a hybrid between a shovel and a hoe. No more remarkable than the axe-pickaxe, at least this one didn’t have some little cartoon dragon hanging from it.

Only one item was left, and it was… a pair of leather gloves. Yeah, that was all they looked like. Fortunately, they also looked to be the right size for me to wear.

“I’m guessing that this is my starter kit?” I asked.

	Basically! Try looking at the items and saying, ‘Description!’


“Why?”

	Just do it!


“But why?”

	Pleeeeaaaaasssssseeeee?


I gave up, looked at the items, and said, “Description,” in a very half-hearted voice.

	PickAxe
Durability: 100%
Efficiency: 100%
3 Damage
A tool useful for mining and chopping!
HoeSho
Durability: 100%
Efficiency: 100%
2 Damage
A tool useful for farming and shoveling!
Leather Gaming Gloves
Durability: ∞
1 Defense
Gloves that let you play the game when worn!
See? That’s all totally useful information! I bet you’re happy you did what I said now, aren’t you?



“What does it mean by letting me ‘play the game when worn?’ And seriously, you named it a ‘HoeSho?’ Is it a tool for farming or rapping?”

	Fo sho, playa! Also, I don’t come up with the names around here.


“Then who does?”

	Me, but don’t worry about it.


“Just tell me what the gloves do.”

	You’re no fun! Virgin gamers are supposed to be excited to try out new things and discover how everything works! Don’t you want to, oh, I don’t know, maybe put the gloves on and then swing the PickAxe into a tree to experiment and see what happens? Maybe something will—wait! Don’t aim the PickAxe at me!


With the gloves on and PickAxe held between my hands, I walked up to the nearest tree and swung into it. The cracking sound it made was way more dramatic than when I swung Window into the tree. It was the most stereotypical, game-y sound effect for chopping a tree that I had ever heard before.

Four more swings of the PickAxe later and I got to discover the true power of the gloves.

When I chopped down that first tree without any special gloves and with Window as my axe, it fell over just like any tree normally would. This tree, however, broke into a few dozen logs short and thin enough for me to easily pick up and move around.

“Seriously?” I asked.

	Useful, isn’t it? See, this is why you chop trees down with the right tools instead of informational status windows!


“What if I chop a tree down with you while I’m wearing the gloves?”

	D-don’t worry about that, and please stop looking at me that way.


More interested in the mechanics of this world than Window, for the time being, I looked down at one log and said, “Description.”

	Oak Log
Material
Did you really need to use that on a log of wood?



“How was I supposed to know if there’d be any useful information there or not? Wait… what if I—Description,” I said while looking at her.

	Window
Durability: Immortal!
9999999999999999999999 Damage
The best informational status window that anybody could ever ask for! Unfortunately, she has been stuck with a virgin who abuses her, kills her, doesn’t even give her a proper burial, and uses her to ask really stupid questions about wood. Maybe that’s why he’s such a virgin? Because he doesn’t know anything about wood?



As much as I didn’t want to admit it, she really was funny. Well, maybe not that funny. I’ve just always had a stupid sense of humor, and she was good at tapping into what I considered funny even if she was insulting me at the same time. Though, I could have done with less virgin references. They still stung even though I knew there was definitely nothing wrong with being one.

	By the way, since I’m supposed to make sure the game is fun and everything, don’t be surprised if the information in the windows change sometime. Like, I have no idea what might happen in the future, so something might not scale right or be way too broken so I might have to change things up on the go!


“So I shouldn’t expect anything to be consistent because it all depends on your mood and if you made any mistakes before that you’ve got to fix?”

	Basically.


“Can’t you just be less lazy and future-proof things so that you don’t have to make any changes later?”

	Says the guy who couldn’t even get laid.


“What does that have to do with anything?!”

	The opinions of virgins mean less!


“You and that dragon need to stop offending large portions of humanity.”

	What’s it matter? You’re the only human here, so you are humanity! That means you’re the only one who could get offended by being told that your virgin opinion means less. Virgin.


“You’re really beating a dead horse now with the virgin thing.”

	Are you at least going to give the horse a proper burial, or are you going to leave it sticking out of the ground, too?


“I wonder what would happen if I used this on you,” I threatened her, acting like I was about to swing the PickAxe at her.

That caused her to vanish with nothing but a poof of white smoke left where she was. I probably could have brought her back by trying to get the description of something or just asking for her, but I figured I’d use the time to do some gathering in peace.

The world might not have made any sense, I might have been left to do all the work by myself by some dragon, and there might be an annoying-yet-informational status window who couldn’t think of better jokes than calling me a virgin over and over, but at least I got to be in nature. Peaceful, beautiful nature untouched by humanity’s hands.

Well, I guess it wasn’t completely untouched seeing as how one of the first things I did in said nature was chop down two trees. At least Window could probably just make some more trees pop up out of nowhere.

It was time to get to work.

And work I did.

After a couple of hours of work, I chopped down ten trees, broke up a few large rocks sitting around which split into a bunch of cube-shaped stones thanks to the gloves, and then I realized I had a problem.

With how far I was from the dragon, and how many materials were now all over the area, how was I supposed to get them all back to Vala? I could only carry three logs in my arms at once or two stones if I stacked them on top of each other like boxes. It was theoretically possible to carry all the materials back to her, but there was no way I’d be able to do so without probably pulling every bone in my body and not finishing until the middle of the night.

Therefore, problem.

“Hey, Window, you there?” I asked.

	I am everywhere and nowhere!


“Sure. So, how am I supposed to get all of this back?”

	What did I tell you about figuring things out on your own?


“So, you see, I realized something. If I were to swing my PickAxe at something, and then ask for the description of something, you’d pop up right in front of where I was swinging and I could hit you before you saw what was about to happen and disappear.”

	Ha-have you tried holding a material item and saying ‘Craft?’


I picked up one of the logs and said, “Craft.”

A large, scrolling window popped up to show me everything I could make using the oak logs. Next to each item was a description, how many materials it would require, a build timer, some other information depending on what sort of item it was, and a “difficulty level.” The difficult levels ranged from one star to five from what I could tell. Most of the list was grayed out with only question marks in place of the other details. All the items that were available only called for wood and stone, so I figured that the list was only showing me recipes using items I had already encountered.

“What’s ‘difficulty level’ mean?” I asked.

	How complex it is! Like, ★ items are easy and don’t take much time or a bunch of materials. ★★★★★ items would probably require take way more work and materials and need a bigger team!


“What do you mean by team?”

	Try to craft something!


Rather than try to get the information out of her since I doubted that would work without threatening her again, and I didn’t want to risk reusing the same jokes like her, I looked at one of the one-star items in the crafting menu.

	Pointy Stick
Difficulty Level: ★
Build Time: 1 minute
Required Materials: Any type of wood (x1)
Durability: 100%
3 Damage
Like a spear, but not as cool.



To the right of that was a picture of a hammer, so I figured that was the crafting button. I reached to press it and… Window moved away.

I tried again, and she moved again.

While keeping one finger pointed out to where I previously tried pressing the hammer, my other hand pointed the PickAxe at her.

She floated closer and pressed the hammer against my finger for me.

That was when I heard rumbling come from underground.

A group of cartoonish beavers wearing hardhats and yellow vests dug up from below, set up a tent around the log of wood with signs up around it that read, “Construction! Do Not Enter!” and then I heard what sounded like buzz saws and hammers coming from within the tent despite not seeing the beavers bring any of those.

— Wait, why am I more worried about where these noises are coming from than the fact that a bunch of beavers with hardhats just came out of nowhere?!

Exactly one minute later, the beavers came out of the tent, gave me some thumbs-ups, and then dug back underground. The holes that they created from their entry and leave disappeared at the same time as the construction tent and signs. When those vanished, I could see what they were doing underneath the tent.

They turned the log into a thin spear that was longer than the log was in the first place, and it looked like somebody tried sharpening the tip by chewing on it. It wouldn’t surprise me if that was exactly how those beavers sharpened it.

I checked on the spear’s description.

	Pointy Stick
Durability: 100%
3 Damage
Still like a spear, but still not as cool.



Well, at least I figured out how to craft things. Looking at the crafting menu again, I spotted something that was exactly what I needed: a wooden wheelbarrow.

The beavers came back and built it for me just as I was hoping for, and suddenly my problem about how to transport all the materials disappeared.

Of course, I had to make a bunch of trips back and forth to take all the materials back to the dragon. So, that was what I did.

I felt ready to pass out once I was all done.

About two hundred logs and twenty cubes of stone were piled up right next to the dragon.

No, she never woke up despite me dropping everything off right next to her. She did, however, wake up as soon as I was done and lying on my back in the grass to rest.

“Ooh. You were busy,” Vala said while yawning. “But I was kind of hoping you’d have a house and bed ready for me with the internet already hooked up. How am I going to play vidya now?”

I leaned up, ready to throw one of the cubed stones at her, and saw her directing a teasing smile at me.

“Just let me rest for a bit,” I told her.

“Another nap? Sounds good to me.”

“I said to let me rest. You got enough—hey, what are you doing?”

I opened my eyes to find her lying next to me, partially curled up against my side, with her head resting on my shoulder. Her face was right in front of mine and she was looking up at me with sleepy eyes and a smile.

“You’re really comfy. I’m totally going to use you as a body pillow once we’re done defending tonight, okay?”

“No.”

“Aww. Why not?”

“Because I’m going to make a bed for myself and give you some cardboard to sleep on.”

“Don’t be so tsundere.”

“Sue-what?”

“Huh, I guess you’re not as much of a virgin as I thought you were.”

“I’m pretty sure you just offended more people again.”

“It’s fine, it’s fine,” she said before yawning and falling asleep half a second later.

I was too tired to move her, so I guess you could say that I slept with a woman for the first time since I ended up falling asleep with her still cuddling me.


Chapter Four

I woke up to the feeling of light, warm pressure on top of my chest and a couple of eyes staring right at my face. Those eyes belonged to, as far as I could tell, the only other person in the entire “game.” She must have moved from my side to on top of me while I slept.

“Did your love points go up?” Vala asked upon noticing I was awake.

“I told you to stop with that, and no,” I answered.

“Ehh? Seriously? But you’re a virgin. Shouldn’t a virgin be panicking and blushing and falling in love when he wakes up to a cute girl lying on top of him?”

“All you’ve done is remind me of my old lizard.”

“I reminded you of a lizard? For real?”

“Yeah. I used to have a pet monitor lizard. She liked to sleep on top of me.”

“I–I lost to a lizard… your first time sleeping with a woman was stolen by another…” She sounded genuinely disappointed. Maybe, in the same way that I compared her to a lizard since she was a dragon, she saw the lizard as competition despite her being an actual woman versus a pet animal?

“Not that it matters, but you’re the first person I’ve slept together with.” That seemed to have cheered her up a bit.

“I guess that makes it a little bit better. But wait, if that’s true, why aren’t you panicking more right now? Shouldn’t you still be flustered and shouting and trying to run away and hide out of embarrassment? You’re not even asking why I’m here or anything.”

“Well, I figured you’re on me because I’m soft and warm. That’s why my monitor liked me.”

“C-could you stop applying that logic to me, please? I’m not a pet lizard…”

“Other than that, I guess I just—”

“It must be because I tried triggering this flag too early. Dang, I let my impatience lead the way instead of my gamer sense. I should have known better than to bring out such a powerful attack before lowering your defense first.”

“You don’t have to talk about everything like it’s a game. You know that, right?”

She stuck her tongue out at me, revealing just how long and serpentine it was. So, in addition to her having horns, wings, and a tail, she also had a tongue that made it hard for me not to continue comparing her to my old pet monitor.

“Come on, get up. I don’t want to laze around and do nothing. If I’m here to play a ‘game’ then I’m going to play a game, and right now, that means preparing for tonight.”

“Ooh, you’re actually taking this pretty seriously!”

“I figure I have three choices. One, I could not take it seriously, probably run away and try to survive on my own away from you, and be easily found by you or Window. Two, I could just be depressed and lie around doing nothing while wanting to go back to Earth. Three, I could take this seriously, hopefully not die, and play along with your games in hopes of staying entertaining so that you don’t kill me.”

“I’m not going to kill you. I just want to play vidya with you.”

“You know, you could have posted an online advertisement saying that a lonely dragon girl is looking for virgins to play games with and you would have had millions of applications.”

“That’s not the same,” she said with another pout. “And… you know, if you really want to go back… I guess I can send you back. It’s not impossible. Co-op isn’t any fun if you have to force somebody to play with you, so…”

I honestly considered telling her right then and there to just send me back. I missed my greenhouse, I knew nothing about her, was constantly being called a virgin by Window, and we were about to be under attack as soon as it was nighttime. Going back to a normal, safe life back on Earth sounded pretty good.

Then I remembered what Window said about me being able to have a, “super huge garden” here. Vala even mentioned aliens invading and bringing new species of flowers with them. Going by the fact that she could turn the sun blue and supposedly created this entire universe by herself, I didn’t doubt that aliens really could bring some awesome, exotic flowers from alien worlds to this one. So, even if I could go back to Earth, what opportunities would I be missing if I did?

If anybody asked me, “Would you want to go to a brand-new world to live your life out away from society being able to grow huge gardens full of plants nobody had ever seen before?” the day before, I would have said yes and lamented about how impossible that was. There would have been no hesitation in accepting such an offer as long as I could have brought my greenhouse with me.

Maybe that was why I was still hesitating to just fully give in and accept this dragon and this world? I wanted my greenhouse and didn’t trust anybody back on Earth to keep the plants within it alive. Imagining them slowly withering away or being tossed out was the most depressing thing since my pet monitor died.

So, I could either give in and do something I had always dreamed of but previously thought impossible, maybe never getting the opportunity again, or I could go back home to take care of my plants while living the rest of my life out alone and potentially regretting my decision.

It came down to mourning my plants versus a lifetime of potential regret.

I really didn’t want my plants to die or be mistreated.

That was when I thought of something.

If I didn’t want to live out a lifetime of regret, even if it meant staying with a dragon who might secretly want to kill me, and I didn’t want to leave my greenhouse behind…

Why choose between those two things at all?

“Vala,” I said.

Vala tilted her head. “Hmm? Yeah?”

“I have an offer for you.”

“Ooh. What? Is it vidya related?”

“Kind of. How about this: if I can bring my greenhouse from Earth here, I’ll play as many games with you as you want for the rest of my life.”

“Your greenhouse?”

“Yeah. It was the only thing I cared about back on Earth. If that’s here, I have no reason to ever go back.”

“You’ll stay here forever if you have that?”

“Until I die.”

“Really, really? Like, you’ll play games with me here forever and ever?”

“Really.”

“Deal! If it’s just a greenhouse then that shouldn’t make the game too easy or anything like bringing your entire house would, and it’s totally worth it if it means an eternal player two! I can’t let such an important flag slip past me…”

“So, how are we going to bring my greenhouse here?”

“Oh, that’s easy. Hey, Window, come out.”

Just as requested, Window popped out of thin air and bent her “body” in a way that made it look like she was saluting Vala.

	The best informational status window ever, Window, at your service!


“Gimme my powers back real quick.”

	Do you promise not to cheat and spawn nukes or battleships?


“I won’t, I promise. This is important.”

	Okay. There, your powers are back. Hurry up and give them back before you give in to temptation.


“Thanks, Window.”

With that, Vala reached a hand out and—I don’t know how to explain what happened other than by saying that she formed a bridge from our world to Earth. It looked like there was a rip through reality itself, and on the other side of the rip was a top-down view of my hometown.

“Which house is yours?”

“That one,” I answered and pointed at my house. From what I could see, there were a couple of moving trucks in front of it and workers moving in and out of the house taking all my belongings out of it. They brought way too many people for how easy that job should have been. It wasn’t like I owned much. More importantly, it looked like my greenhouse was safe. “Can you—I don’t know, zoom in?”

“Of course. Who do you think I am?”

“Some sort of winged lizard named Vala.”

She turned to look at me, stuck her tongue out, and went back to the tear in reality so that she could zoom in on my backyard.

“Is this it?”

“Yeah. That’s my greenhouse.”

“Ooh… so you owned your own house and had a yard and everything?”

“I had nothing else to spend my money on.”

“You must have been a hard worker to save up that much money to buy a house this big at your age. Aren’t houses like this really expensive?”

“It cost me a few hundred thousand, but like I said, I had nothing else to spend my money on. Getting a loan helped out, too.”

“And this greenhouse?” she asked and brought it closer into view.

“Built it from scratch. All of my free time went into getting building permits, making sure everything was legal, learning how to actually build it, buying materials, and then spending all of my time inside of it. You know what this style of greenhouse is called?”

“Nope. I don’t know anything about this sort of stuff.”

“It’s a geodesic dome greenhouse. You see how it’s made of what looks like a bunch of triangles in a circle? That distributes the structural stress. This design is stable, has great light absorption, offers a good amount of space, and it honestly just looks nice. I would be lying if I said that liking how this style looks wasn’t my primary reason for wanting to build this kind.”

“I see, I see. So, I bring this here and you’ll play vidya with me forever? You won’t want to leave or run away?”

“That’s the deal.”

“Alright, stand back, okay?”

I stepped back and let her get to work.

I didn’t know what to expect, but I definitely wasn’t expecting what I got to watch happen.

The tear in reality opened until it was the size of a movie theater screen. Then, magical energy poured from our world over to Earth, “scooped” my greenhouse right off the ground, and everybody was going outside or rushing into the backyard to watch as my beloved greenhouse was lifted into the air as if aliens came to abduct it.

My jaw may as well have been in the grass the entire time I watched that happen.

Slowly, the greenhouse approached the tear connecting the worlds and began to appear on this side of it. As cheesy as it might sound, I had to try not to get teary-eyed at the sight of my greenhouse returning to me. We were only separated for a few hours and I was ready to run up to it and hug it.

That is exactly what I did once it was placed gently on the ground on our side. While I tried my best to hug my greenhouse, Vala clapped her hands and closed the tear.

“You can take my powers back now, Window. The temptation to spawn an aircraft carrier is getting hard to resist.”

Just like that, Vala’s ability to tear a hole through reality to connect a bridge between worlds was taken away from her. Though, it wasn’t like she probably couldn’t just ask for her powers back again to do that if she ever found the need to.

“So, I get to use you as a body pillow tonight, right? Since I totally should have gotten a bunch of love points from tha—”

“Sure.”

“Wa-wait, really? I can? You don’t mind?”

“I figure I have two choices. I can say no despite you doing exactly what I asked you to do, even if cuddling wasn’t part of the deal, or I could surrender and stay warm with a dragon in case it gets cold.”

“Sweet, I unlocked a new event.”

“Speaking of events, we’re going to be attacked tonight, aren’t we?”

“Yeah, basically.”

“Alright. Let’s get working on our defenses then.”

“Ooh, you sound fired up now!”

“Of course I am. I have to protect my greenhouse. I was already separated from it once, so now I’m not going to let anybody hurt it.”

“And because you want to protect the main heroine who just so happens to be an awesome and lovable dragon, right?”

“Don’t push it. I only just agreed to being your pillow.”

Vala flashed a smile at me before turning around and looking over the materials I gathered earlier. Then she turned back to face me and asked, “Woah, aren’t you sore?”

“From what?”

“You know, from bringing all of this over here! Even if you made a wheelbarrow it still would have been a bunch of work.”

“It wasn’t that hard.”

“That’s what she said,” she said while pointing finger guns at me. “Pew pew.”

“Pew pew,” I said and shot my own finger guns right back at her. I figured I might as well start relaxing and playing along with her more since I’d be with her for the rest of my life. It might have been naïve or nonsensical to just go and genuinely believe that all because she brought me my greenhouse, but she brought me my greenhouse. That was enough to make me realize she might not be some sadistic killer waiting for me to bore her after all. No bad person nor dragon would have done something like that for me.

“Alright! So, what do you wanna do? Got any ideas?”

“Well, what are we going to be fighting?”

“I dunno. I wanted Window to keep that a secret from us. Think of her as like… a dungeon master. She’s our DM and we’re the players, so it’s up to her to surprise us.”

“Then we’re going to have to come up with some universal defenses that are good against everything.”

“What towers are available?”

“Towers?”

“Yeah, towers. You wanted a tower defense game, remember?”

“I remember saying something like that, yeah.”

“So, we need to build towers! First, since we don’t have a base yet, we’ll just use your greenhouse as a castle until we get a real one!”

Before I could raise any concerns about my greenhouse getting used as a castle against enemies, a flag with that cartoonish dragon logo appeared on the top of it.

“But which direction will they come from… that’s kinda important to know,” Vala said. “It’s not fair if they come from all—ooh!”

I looked to see what seemed to surprise Vala and saw a dirt road appear in front of us. The road led from my greenhouse’s entrance toward the nearest forest, split into two paths, and then led beyond the trees. “I’m guessing our enemies are going to come out of the forest along the road then. They’ll come from two different paths and then converge as one in the final approach. I guess, before we do anything else, we have to figure out what towers we can build and how many.”

	Oh yeah. I should probably limit how many towers you can make. >_>


“Oh, it’s you.”

	You sound too disappointed for being able to bask in my presence!


“Show us what sort of towers we can make.”

	no u


“Vala, how do I make this thing more obedient?”

	First off, I’m not a thing! Second off, it’s not my fault you don’t know the proper commands!


“She’s sassier than I thought she’d be,” Vala said. “But the command is probably something like… ‘Tower Building!’”

Vala and I were lifted high enough into the air for us to see the entire path from the greenhouse to the forest. Glowing, pulsating circles appeared in intervals along the path with hammer icons floating above them. Assuming it worked like any other tower defense game, those were spots where we could build towers. A smaller window floated in front of us that read, “Selected Heroes: 0/2,” and below that were pictures of our faces.

As for the large window in front of us, it looked just like the crafting menu but with a focus on towers instead of any random item that could be made with a specified material.

Only two towers were available to us with many more grayed out on the scrollable list.

	Warrior Tower
Difficulty Level: ★
Build Time: 30 minutes
Required Materials: Any type of wood (x75), any type of stone (x50)
Durability: 100%
A tower that is home to brave warriors who will fight the invaders in melee combat!
Bowman Tower
Difficulty Level: ★
Build Time: 30 minutes
Required Materials: Any type of wood (x100), any type of stone (x25)
Durability: 100%
A tower that is home to brave bowmen (and bowwomen) who will shoot invaders with arrows!



I looked down at the stockpile of stone and could only count twenty-three cubes.

“We don’t even have enough materials for one tower,” I said.

“I guess we’ve gotta hurry up and gather more then. How about… you go gather, and I’ll think about strategies?”

“How about, I go break up rocks and you load them into the wheelbarrow to bring them back here so that we’re both working?”

“Does napping count as working?”

“No.”

“I guess I can help you out for a little bit since I’m so awesome and helpful. Then I’ll go to sleep.”

“You just slept earlier. Twice.”

“There is no such thing as too much sleep.”

“Can’t you make it so that you’re never sleepy if you can control everything in this universe?”

Asking that brought about an expression that would make one think they asked her the most offensive, horrifying question in all of existence. “Why—why would anybody ever want to do that? Sleeping is the best thing ever! It’s even better than games!”

“Then why don’t you sleep forever instead of playing games all the time?”

“Because I want to play games even if I want to sleep. It’s a really hard life having to constantly choose between sleeping and gaming. Humans just can’t understand the ultimate struggle.”

“You’re going to offend even more of humanity.”

“Less complaining, more mining. Look, we only have a couple of hours before it’s dark.”

She was right. The sun looked like it would set soon, so we had to hurry. “How do we get back to the ground?”

	By asking nicely.


“Let us down.”

	Nope.


“Put us down.”

	Not really feeling it.


“Set us down.”

	You can’t just keep changing the first word and expect a different answer. Well, maybe if you add an extra first word that starts with “P.”


“Positively put us down.”

	Why are you the way that you are?


“I should be asking you that.”

	All I want is to be treated with common courtesy!


I sighed and finally gave in, saying, “Please let us down.”

	See? Now was that so hard?


“Don’t get used to i—”

We fell.

Rather than being let down gently, whatever kept us floating in the air dropped us and waited until right before we were about to hit the ground before stopping us and letting us down safely.

	That’s what you get for being so stubb—w-wah! Hey! Stop shaking me!


Window vanished the moment I stopped shaking her.

“You two really get along,” Vala said. “I’m kinda jealous. She better not be getting more love points than me…”

“I always liked playing the straight man back when I was in school, so that’s why it looks like we get along. It’s not because I like her.”

“You should totally tell me about your school days sometime.”

“I’ll tell you some stories while we mine stone, if you help me.”

“Ooh, you’d be a good politician.”

“Isn’t that way too far of a leap?”

“You should run for president.”

“That’s even further!”

Vala giggled and said, “Come on, let’s hurry up so we don’t fail tonight.”

“Sounds good to me.”

Vala turned away and looked up to say, “Next time, the first battle!”

“What are you doing?”

“I’m letting the audience know what happens next time since that seemed like when an episode or chapter of something would end. Don’t you think that was a good stopping point?”

“Sure, but… you’re just going to talk up at the sky and pretend there’s an audience of people watching you?”

“I could make an actual audience appear up there, but that’d be kinda creepy. Then we’d be watched all the time.”

“Being aware that you were actually inside of a show or book or something would be weird. You’d just be there for somebody else’s entertainment, and you wouldn’t even know who.”

“Yeah. So, let’s go hurry up and mine so that the next chapter can begin! We have to keep the audience entertained.”


Chapter Five

“How—how are you able to do so much work?” Vala asked as I lifted more cubes of stone into the wheelbarrow.

“I exercise. Have you ever considered it?” I asked her.

It was the final batch of stone cubes. After another couple hours of work, we managed to not only gather a hundred and twenty-two more stone cubes but also fifty more wooden logs. Having the gloves and tools that Window gave me made it easy. All I had to do was run around, chop down a tree, run to the next one, chop it down, and repeat. When I needed more stone, I used the PickAxe on every single large rock that I could find.

We may have given the forest a bald spot when it came to trees and rocks, but we had enough materials to get some towers built which was all that mattered.

“No way! That’s way too much work,” Vala said, genuinely looking scared at the concept of considering exercise. “Besides, look how cute I am! Muscles are nice and all, but I don’t want any.”

“Why not?”

“Because. What if I dropped something? Or what if somebody put something on my back? My muscles would get in the way and make things more complicated! And they’d weigh me down which would make moving around a pain. Life is already hard enough without muscles.”

“You’re not going to get muscles so big that they would inconvenience you if all you do is workout. You would just get, you know, more energy so that you don’t have to take two naps in a day and then still be tired. Unless you’re lifting some seriously heavy weights, you won’t turn into some hyper bodybuilder.”

“You’re forgetting the fact that exercise takes time away from vidya and sleeping.”

“No, I’m not forgetting it, I’m just telling you to take time away from those.”

“Wh-why would you say something so horrible to me? You’re going to lower the love points if you say something like that!”

Despite her complaints about exercising and lowering love points and all of that, she still seemed like she was having fun with me in the forest as we gathered wood and stone. Maybe it was the fact that we were gathering materials for our “game,” but all that physical labor didn’t seem to bother her.

I had to admit it, though. Chopping down trees and mining rocks in the forest for a couple of hours with a lazy dragon girl was pretty fun—relaxing, even. Maybe it was because I thought she was good company or the fact that I was just out and spending time in nature, but I enjoyed it. It was something I would do again even if my muscles were sorer than I was letting her know about.

My only worry was that I was going to wake up the next day with pulled muscles all over my body. That wouldn’t be as easy to hide as some simple soreness.

Well, I figured I’d deal with that when it came to it. After all, if she could make the sun blue, she could probably get rid of all pain and soreness.

That meant I could go all out without worrying.

“So, am I ever going to get hear about your own stories? I’m sure you have more interesting stories to tell me than me telling you about that time I accidentally threw a corn dog at somebody,” I asked Vala.

“Oh, no, that was like the best story I’ve ever heard! I don’t have anything to compete with that,” she answered.

“Come on. You’re a dragon. You’ve been alive for how long?”

“Hmm… I dunno. I lost count a long time ago, but it’s definitely at least… I–I don’t want to say it now that I’m thinking about it.”

“It’s not like a few hundred years or so are going to matter. I’m already figuring you’re at least five hundred given how long the tales of you go back for.”

“It’s… a lot more than that.”

“It’s not like it matters. Seriously. Nothing changes if you’re suddenly two thousand years old instead of five hundred. You’re still way older than me either way.”

I looked over at her since she went quiet.

She was tapping her fingers against the handles of the wheelbarrow and looking away.

It was at that moment that I became very curious about just how old she truly was. Her reaction made me think she was far more ancient than just being hundreds or maybe a couple of thousand years old.

Part of me was tempted to tease her by calling her a grandma or something similar to that. The other part of me knew that doing so was most likely going to result in, as she would put it, “losing a ton of love points.”

Really, I just didn’t want to get slapped.

I got slapped just for calling a girl two years older than me “grandma” back in high school. I wasn’t about to call a dragon potentially hundreds, thousands—millions of years older than me a grandma. If my face stung from a high school girl, I didn’t want to know what a slap from a dragon was going to feel like.

“Anyways, you mentioned thinking up strategy earlier. Got any ideas?” I asked.

“Some, but what about yours?” Vala asked back.

“Well, I know that the meta strategy for tower defense games usually ends up being stacking the highest damage-dealing AoE towers while having a few specialized towers to deal with anything strong, but this is just the first night here, so it should be like a first level, right?”

“Probably! I’ve got no idea what Window will end up doing, but I told her to make things fair and to scale normally and stuff.”

“Then we’ll probably be fine with one bow tower and two melee towers. They’re going to come from two different paths, so we could have the melee towers locking down each path with the bow tower between them so that it can support both sides.”

“I see, I see! That should work. What about us?”

“What about us?”

“We’re the only two heroes available, and two heroes can be chosen!”

“Right. I’m guessing… that makes us like the super strong units or something that are stronger than the towers?”

“We will be after we level up more. Right now, we’re probably a bit weaker than the towers are.”

“So, we’ve got levels?”

“Yup! Try asking for your ‘Character Information.’ That should work!”

“Alright. Uhh… Character Information?”

	Drake Hunter (lol)
Level: 1
HP: 100%
Damage: 2
Defense: 4 (+1)
Some loser virgin who abuses cute, innocent, informational status windows and will probably stay a virgin forever because he’s—STOP SHAKING ME!



“So, I do two damage and have four defense. Or is it five?”

	Five. The +1 is from wearing the gloves. Now stop shaking me or I’m going to throw up!


“You don’t even have a mouth.”

Window created a mouth where her text was supposed to be in order to stick her tongue out at me.

“You have to eat or drink to throw up.”

	What? You think I don’t eat or drink just because I’m an informational status window? Wow, you continue proving how much of a windowist you are.


“Alright, then what’s your favorite food?”

	Sushi.


“Favorite drink?”

	Wild Gobbler bourbon.


“Not bad, Window. Not bad at all.”

	It’s about time you realize how amazing I am.


“At the very least, you don’t have a bad taste in alcohol.”

	I would offer to drink with you sometime but—


“Wait, are you even legal?”

	…


“You’re like a sassy, bratty teenager. I’m not sure if you’re mature enough to be drinking.”

	I—I was given the intelligence of a mature adult!


“You know what? I don’t even care. This world doesn’t make sense and it’s not like we’re back where we used to be, so it’s not like those laws apply here.”

	Exactly! I’m legal!


“Yeah, yeah. Anyways, if you’re going to be here, can you at least tell us what sort of enemies we’ll be fighting?”

	lol nope, bye


And with that, she vanished.

“Do you know anything about our enemies?” I asked Vala.

“Nah. It wouldn’t be fun if I had spoilers. Don’t you think spoilers are the worst?” Vala asked back.

“Depends, but in a situation like this, some spoilers would be nice.”

“It’ll be okay. Probably. So! Back to my question. What about us?”

“Right. The hero thing?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, there’s no point in only choosing one hero if we can choose two and we’re the two available ones, so I guess we’re both… going to be fighting, too? The problem is that I have no idea how to fight.”

“Just swing your PickAxe at everything. Chop chop!”

“Wait, we’re not going to be fighting anything living, are we?”

“You’ll see.”

“I’m not going to fight and kill anything that’s alive.”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“I’m going to worry about it.”

She looked up at me and smiled before saying, “I promise you don’t have to worry about it.”

I was still suspicious, but I decided to trust her. “Alright. Then, if we’re the heroes, we’ll just be on standby behind the melee groups to help out wherever is needed.”

“I wanna fight though.”

“You can fight after we figure out where we need to fight.”

“I guess. Hey, you’re not like, one of those super duper meta gamers are you? The kind of person who min-maxes everything and is super boring and takes all the fun out of things. You’re not like that, right?”

“I mean, I’d rather not be like that, but I figured that’s what kind of person you were looking for if you wanted some virgin to play games with.”

“Oh, nah. I like you how you are! That sort of tryhard stuff is super boring. Anybody who actually takes games that seriously is why most games aren’t fun anymore since everybody has to develop around the people who are just going to min-max everything and not try anything fun but suboptimal.”

“You’re probably offending people again, but I don’t care. I agree with you. It’s like how MMOs never offer people unique, fun builds anymore. Classes are always forced to be played the same ways, and even if there are choices to play them differently, everybody is just going to choose whatever the top players have decided is the best way to play.”

“Right?! MMOs used to be so fun! Now they’re all just clones and so boring!”

“Yeah. That’s why I stopped playing them. They were only any fun if you had a good group of friends to play with, or a really active guild or something, but… anyways, it’s getting dark and we’re finally back. Let’s get these towers ready.”

“Right! Then, once we’re done defending, it’s bedtime!”

“I was going to tell you that we don’t have beds to sleep in, but it’s not like we haven’t already slept in the grass anyways.”

“Exactly. Plus, I can just use you as a bed again. Or a body pillow. Either works for me.”

“Yeah, yeah. Anyways, ‘Tower Building.’”

We were lifted into the air again and those glowing circles appeared around the paths once more.

A single, dirt road led from my greenhouse toward the forest before splitting into two. Those glowing circles with the build icons floating above them were lined up along each side of the road, and then there were three circles between the two roads where they were split.

To follow the plan from earlier, I “clicked” the air in the direction of one of the building icons near the right, split road and then selected a Warrior Tower. A blue circle appeared around the tower on the road, and if this was like any other tower defense game, then that would be where the troops could deploy to.

Those same beavers from earlier popped up out of the ground around the glowing circle, put up construction signs, and put up a large tent over where they were building. The tent itself was only about as tall as a two-story house, so I guessed that the tower wasn’t going to be too tall after all. It looked like it would be more of a base of a tower rather than an actual tower.

Next, I built a Bowman Tower between the two paths right where they split. A blue circle showed up around the tower that covered both sides of the road, so that meant it could target any enemies coming down either road even if they tried hugging the far sides of the roads.

“Want to do the honors for the last tower?” I asked.

“Sure,” Vala answered, selecting another Warrior Tower to be built for the left road. “All set!”

I looked down at the ground and noticed that all of our gathered materials were gone. Either we had the exact amount, or those beavers decided to take some extra stone and wood as tax. Regardless, it felt bad seeing all of our gathered materials gone after we spent so much time gathering them all. Then again, the whole point to gather them was to build the towers, so I couldn’t feel too bad about it.

“Have any idea what our towers are going to look like? The troops?” I asked.

“Nope,” she answered.

“Do you know anything that I don’t about this world?”

“Nah, not really. I just know that it’s going to be a ton of fun with you!”

“It’s not going to be fun if we’re killing living things.”

“You really don’t have to worry about that.”

“I’m trying not to, but I’m still worried.”

“That’s okay. That just means you’re a really good guy. This world is supposed to be like a game but you’re still worried about hurting others. I like that about you!”

That might have been the first compliment I was ever given by somebody from a girl—from anybody other than my parents or teachers. I wasn’t able to resist turning away because I knew that there was an embarrassing color on my cheeks. Being complimented so genuinely like that—from a dragon—was just…

It was nice.

While we were still up in the air, I selected both of us as the heroes but didn’t notice any changes other than it showing us as the selected two. We were then lowered back to the ground as the three crews of beavers got to work.

“Anyways, I’ve got my PickAxe. What about you? You can use the wannabe spear I made earlier,” I said, looking over at the spear—the Pointy Stick.

“Ooh, I can use a weapon you made? That’d be fun! I’ll be… I’ll be like some sort of hybrid class! Like, I’ve got a spear, and then I’ve also got my claws, my breath, and my magic. I’m gonna be totally awesome.”

“What was that about using your claws and breath?”

“You’ll see,” she answered with a confident smile.

That confident smile of hers only made me even more worried.

“Wait, what are we going to do about food?” I asked.

“You like gardening, right? Just grow some for us! I’ll maybe hunt, and you garden.”

“You know gardening takes time, right?”

“You know that magic means that gardening can happen super fast, right?”

“You know that I’m not used to these things and am not always considering that I’m now in a world where magic can just make anything conveniently happen, right?”

“You know that you should just stop worrying and instead think about how to have more fun, right?”

“Focus on having more fun… right.”

“Right!”

“If I starve to death, just know that I’m going to come back as a ghost to haunt you.”

“Woah, you can do that? I—I don’t even know how to do that and I’ve been alive for—”

I looked down at her face only to see her zipping her own lips.

Literally.

She was actually zipping her own lips.

Where once were lips was instead a closed zipper.

“I’m guessing that you’re basically applying cartoon laws to this world?” I asked.

She mumbled against the zipper and nodded her head.

“You’re ridiculous.”

She unzipped her lips and said, “Thanks, onii-fam. Being ridiculous is fun.”

“What the heck is an ‘onii-fam?’”

“Come on, you’re a virgin! You should know memes and weeb references.”

“Would you stop insulting virgins everywhere?”

She giggled and then a lightbulb appeared above her head. Again, it literally appeared above her head. “Oh! Try saying something that will make me really excited.”

“Like what and why?”

“Trust me, just do it.”

“Alright, but I have no idea what I’m supposed to say.”

“Come ooooonnnn. You can do it.”

I sighed and said, “Full-Life 3 finally got a release date.”

Her eyes grew wide and… despite the fact that she was a dragon, a pair of cat ears matching her hair popped up on top of her head to twitch with eager excitement.

“Sweet, it worked!” Vala said, reaching up to grab and squeeze her own cat ears. “I saw this one really cute manga where a girl was drawn with cat ears whenever she was excited, so I thought it’d be cute to try it myself.”

“So, now you’re copying comics for your own world? Isn’t that lazy?”

“Are you forgetting who you’re talking to?”

“The laziest dragon in all of existence?”

She let go of her cat ears, letting them disappear, to shoot her finger guns at me with the usual, “Pew pew,” sound effects.

“If you’re going to have cat ears, can I have a tank?”

“Like, a paladin?”

“No. I mean like a giant pew pew kind of tank that blows things up and runs things over.”

“If you build one, probably. Maybe one is in the building menu somewhere but it’s hidden since you don’t have all the parts yet.”

“It was just a random thought for fun.”

“Perfect! That’s what we need more of! More random, fun thoughts! Window can add all sorts of random, fun things for us that make no sense and serve no purpose other than to be fun.”

“I have a feeling that this world is going to end up having a ton of different themes and genres mixed into it if that’s how it is.”

“Sure, why not? Who cares as long as it’s fun?”

“Fair enough. Anywa—”

The sky turned several shades darker, the road glowed to illuminate the paths despite there not being any obvious light sources, and a tall, metal tower with a flashing, red light popped up from behind the trees.

Floating, white text appeared in the sky next to the tower that read, “Wave: 1/5.” Three hearts floated below the text.

When I looked behind us, I saw three, large, red hearts that looked more like the emoji kind of hearts than literal hearts on my greenhouse door.

Monstrous noises came from behind the trees outside of our sight. To make matters worse, the towers still had another couple of minutes on them before they were done, meaning we would be forced to fight ourselves if we wanted to protect my greenhouse and the hearts on its door.

“Looks like it’s starting!” Vala said, flinging the spear I made into the air with her tail, grabbing it in one hand, and then spinning it around before striking what looked like a cool battle pose.

It would have been a cool battle pose instead of like one if it wasn’t for the fact that all she was wearing was my oversized shirt. That, combined with her messy hair, kind of took away any seriousness from how she looked.

As for me, I picked up my PickAxe and held the axe end of it forward.

“Ready, partner?” Vala asked, looking at me from the corner of her eye as she spoke in some sort of wannabe cool, confident voice.

“Wait, what happens if we get hurt or if our health drops to zero percent?”

“You worry too much!”

And so, rather than relieve any of my worries, she charged forward using her wings to give her a speed boost.

I had no idea just how crazy the first battle of our “game” would turn out to be.


Chapter Six

Those noises, which I will admit were horrifying at the time and caused my hands to shake around the PickAxe, only grew louder as the trees nearest to us started shaking. Between the trembling ground, the shaking trees, and those monstrous noises that sounded as if they were coming from bloodthirsty demons, I was seriously getting worried.

I thought we agreed neither of us cared about fighting or horror?! I’ve got a seriously bad feeling about this! Not only do I have next to no idea how to fight, but it sounds like we’re going to be fighting things way beyond our level! Are they going to be demons? Zombies? Minotaurs? My thoughts raced with all the possibilities of whatever could make those sounds. The more I thought about the options, the more scared I became.

This is why I don’t like horror! I can’t handle these sorts of situations! It’d be better if the monsters just came out and revealed themselves at least instead of building up the tension!

“You ready?” Vala asked, looking at me with that same confident smile from before.

“Ready to probably have my face bitten off by zombie-demon-minotaurs? Sure, why not,” I answered. “No, I’m not ready!”

“It’ll be fine, fam.”

“What the heck is a fam? Some kind of yam? No, if it was, I would know.”

“Y-you really like plants, huh?”

“I wish I had some cherry tomatoes right now. They would relax me.”

“Cherry tomatoes relax you?”

“Yes. They taste nice and I enjoy popping them in my mouth.”

“You like when things pop in your mouth?” Vala asked, giggling behind the hand raised over her mouth.

“Don’t corrupt the popping of cherry tomatoes or else you’re on your own.”

“Okay, I won’t say anything lewd about popping cherries.”

I looked at her and saw her snickering behind her hand again.

“I’ll pop your cherry if you keep this up, you degenerate dragon,” I threatened. I didn’t mean it, of course. I just wanted to throw her off guard as revenge for mocking the glory of cherry tomatoes. Only, the reaction I got from her…

“Wh-wha? I-it’s way too soon for that! That event shouldn’t be coming up until after I get more love points! I–I need to load a save and go back…”

For the first time, the girl who had been teasing me, sleeping on me, trying to fluster me, and so on, finally showed me blushing cheeks and panicking eyes. Her pale skin made her blush even more obvious as she turned light shades of red from her neck to the tips of her ears. Even her horns turned red! Not only that, but… her blush didn’t quite look natural. There were what looked like diagonal lines over her cheeks and nose.

“Did a cat scratch you while I wasn’t looking or something?” I asked.

Vala wrapped her tail around the spear to hold it so that both hands could rise to cover those strange lines. “Ju-just ignore that,” she said.

“What’s up with them?”

“I—”

	We made it possible to blush like anime girls here because she thought it would be cute to see you blush like that.


Looking at Vala, she was blushing even more after having Window expose the truth.

“So, those weird lines are… blushing?” I asked.

Vala made a couple of V shapes with her fingers to peek through with her eyes as her hands covered the rest of her face.

“I didn’t think you were going for a speedrun… I wasn’t expecting that, so it’s not fair,” she explained.

“Is now really the time to be blushing when we’re about to be under attack? Shouldn’t they already be attacking instead of just letting us stand here talking?”

	I told them to wait so you two could have a cute moment together. You’re welcome.


I wonder if I could take advantage of this to get the towers done before we’re attacked. If talking to Vala and making her blush means the enemies are going to wait for us to finish before attacking, then maybe…

I looked up at the towers and noticed that the timers had paused. So, the enemies might have paused for us, but the construction of our towers paused, too.

Window didn’t have any noticeable expression, but I was sure she was looking at me with a smug smile.

“Speedrunning isn’t allowed anymore,” Vala said, finally taking her hands away from her face.

At least I discovered a weakness of the lazy dragon. She was able to tease me with ease, but if I tried teasing her about something sexual, she started blushing and didn’t know how to respond.

That was useful information to have.

I would have to figure out later on how to fully take advantage of that information, though, because the sounds from the forest resumed. That meant she went back to looking cool, confident, and ready while I returned to shivering.

A dragon who can act so confident when it sounds like Hell itself is behind the trees, but gets flustered at the first mention of having her cherry popped, and a guy who can joke to a dragon about popping her cherry but gets scared because of some spooky noises behind some trees. I can’t tell if we’re a perfect match or a horrible one.

Finally, it began.

“Here they come,” Vala said.

The enemy that I was increasingly scared of finally came beyond the trees to begin their march toward my greenhouse.

And they were every bit as horrifying as I thought they would be, only in a different way than what I was expecting.

Cats.

Four small, spotted cats wearing leather armor with daggers held in their mouths came running down the road straight at us.

	New Enemy Discovered!
Cat Scout
Threat: ★
HP: Like barely any. Go easy on them.
Damage: 3
Defense: 2
Brave felines who scout ahead for the main legions of the Pawsitively Feline Empire!



I hate cats. Why couldn’t they have been dogs?

As much as I hated cats, how was I supposed to fight them? Not only that, but how was I supposed to fight them without killing them? All I had was my PickAxe, feet, and fists! Any of those would seriously hurt a little cat!

“I can handle this,” Vala said.

“Hey, take it easy on them. They barely have any health,” I told her.

“Trust me.” The mischievous grin she showed me did the opposite of make me trust her. “I can take them out with only a fraction of my power.”

The cats, with evil looks in their eyes, were getting closer.

That was when Vala held her free hand out to the cats and… fired a massive fucking rainbow-colored beam of energy that destroyed everything in its path including the forest behind the cats.

“What the fuck was that?!” I shouted in disbelief at what I just saw. “There’s no way those cats are alive! There’s no way anything in the way is alive still! Also, aren’t we only level one? How was that only a fraction of your power?!”

“O-oh. I guess Window only leaving me a percent of my power was too much still,” Vala said before nervously giggling while rubbing the back of her head.

“You’re telling me that was only a fraction of one percent of your power?!”

“That was like… three percent of my one percent. I’m not good at math.”

I dropped my PickAxe alongside my jaw.

Then, as the smoke cleared, I looked at the road to see the destruction.

To my surprise, the path looked fine, the forest behind it was already regrowing the trees that she blasted away, and the cats…

They had ghosts, floating out from their mouths, hovering above them while waving white flags.

A couple of gold coins appeared above each one of them with the obligatory video game sound effect that you would normally hear after collecting a gold coin. They disappeared just as quickly as they popped up, and then the ghosts went back into the bodies of the cats who got up, limped off of the path, and returned to the forest.

Somehow, somehow, they survived.

“See? I told you there wasn’t anything to worry about,” Vala said.

“So… nothing will actually die here? Everybody here is seriously immortal and we’re all just doing this for fun without any actual risk?” I asked.

“Hehe, told you! You’ve got to have faith in me! I would never let anybody sharing this world with us suffer,” said the girl who just shot a giant rainbow beam at a few, small cats.

“Such a benevolent goddess.”

“Pfffsssshhh, I’m not a goddess, I’m just a dragon!” declared the dragon who could not only make entire universes on her own as well as fill them with life and different laws of reality, but who could also shoot giant rainbow beams with only three percent of one percent of her power.

The text in the sky changed to say, “Wave: 2/5,” and the sounds from the forest resumed.

Three cat scouts came running down each side of the path for six total.

“I’ll get these three, you get those three!” Vala commanded.

“Can’t you just blast them all away again?”

“Nah. Window nerfed me again. This is all I can do now.”

Vala stuck her hand out just like before and shot another beam… that behaved more like a limp pool noodle which couldn’t even make it halfway to the charging cats before dissipating.

At least she wasn’t so insanely overpowered anymore. I almost felt bad for the cats, and that would never happen normally.

Vala ran forward to meet those coming down her fork in the path, so I did the same.

Hitting small targets with my heavy PickAxe would be difficult, but it was my best bet aside from trying to kick them.

Will they be okay if I hit them with the pointed end or the bladed end? I know they won’t die, but what if I somehow cut them in half or impale them? Maybe I should just try smacking them with the sides instead. Yeah, that would probably be easier. I’ll swat at them like I have a golf club and they’re just golf balls.

I reached the cats with my plan ready and… was immediately put on the defensive.

The cat in front of the others jumped up and actually swung its dagger against the bladed end of the PickAxe with enough force to push my arms back a bit. The little bastards were seriously strong!

Not only that, but the other two ran past me and were headed for the greenhouse!

In the moment, I forgot that special hero units in tower defense games could usually only distract a single enemy at a time no matter the power discrepancy. So, no matter how much bigger and potentially stronger I was than the cats, it didn’t matter. I could only distract this single one.

That meant I had to hurry up and deal with it.

Then the annoying thing dropped its dagger and bit my ankle.

It all came back to me.

The memories of going to my childhood friend’s house rushed back.

I was only a little kid when it happened, maybe six or seven years old. We were playing video games, but he had to go to the bathroom, so we paused and he left me alone in the room with his cat.

I still remember how irresistible the cat’s fluffy, exposed underside looked to my childish hand. How was I supposed to resist petting such a fluffy, soft belly? My other friends who had dogs loved getting their bellies rubbed, so a cat would probably enjoy it as well, right?

Wrong.

My mom had to pick me up from what was originally supposed to be a sleepover because I wouldn’t stop crying from how bitten and scratched-up my hand was. No matter how many bandages and kisses my mom gave my hand, the pain persevered throughout the night.

I hated cats ever since, and now this bastard reminded me why.

The cat must have been able to sense my killing intent seeing as how, rather than try to attack me again, it sat there with large, innocent eyes and curled lips as if trying to win me over with cuteness.

I swung my PickAxe-turned-golf-club with enough force to send the cat flying off the path, causing its ghost to slip out from its mouth and those gold coins to appear above it.

One down, two to go.

The remaining cats must have sensed it, too, because they turned their heads back to look at me running at them. Dirt from the path was kicked up from them trying to run even faster to escape me, but they were too slow.

Unfortunately for them, I caught up.

“Ooh, good job. I knew you could do it,” Vala said from behind once I was done swatting the other two cats off of the path.

“I found my resolve,” I replied.

“I knew cats would help bring that out.”

“How’d you manage to know something like that?”

“Be-because I’m awesome and know everything.”

“I thought you didn’t know anything about what would happen?

“Don’t question me.”

The text changed to show that the third wave was beginning, so rather than pursue that topic, we returned to our positions.

I wanted more cats to take out my revenge on for the sake of six-year-old me. I never knew that I was somebody who could be so easily fueled by the desire for revenge, but there I was, wanting nothing more than to inflict ultimate despair upon cats for having such pristine, fluffy bellies that they wouldn’t let others pet.

What’s even the point of having such perfectly fluffy bellies if you’re not going to let me rub them?!

Five scout cats came running down each path for the third wave, and only one of each of ours got close to the greenhouse before we were able to catch up and take them out.

However, the fourth wave was when things became challenging.

Only two scout cats came down each path at first, but the wave didn’t end there. Those two were followed by three, and those three were followed by four.

Then, after barely managing to catch up to the last scout cat before it reached the greenhouse, Window popped up with new information.

	New Enemy Discovered!
Cat Soldier
Threat: ★
HP: Weak enough to die from a three percent of a one percent of energy magical beam, but strong enough to survive getting smacked a couple of times by your weak arms swinging around a PickAxe.
Damage: 4
Defense: 5
Foot soldiers of the Pawsitively Feline Empire who can easily go claw-to-PickAxe with sadistic virgins who shake around informational status windows!



One cat soldier came walking down each path. They were twice the size of the scout cats and protected by what looked like iron armor instead of leather armor, and they had short swords held between their fangs as well.

It was time to figure out if they could really go claw-to-PickAxe with me.

We met each other on the path and immediately clashed weapons. The cat soldier’s sword clanged against the blade of my PickAxe, and neither one of us were interested in giving the other any ground.

It only took a few more blows before I was the one getting pushed back. The armored bastard even managed to cut my arms a few times, and that was when a red bar appeared at the bottom of my vision letting me see that I only had eighty percent of my health left.

Vala looked like she was struggling, too, with her own cat soldier when I looked over at her.

While we could both probably win as long as we kept it up since we probably had more health than the soldier cats, would we be able to win before the next wave began? We wouldn’t be able to take out the next wave in time if we were still fighting the soldiers.

That was when our reinforcements arrived.

The tents were pulled off of the towers, which were really more like two-story houses with a few windows on the top floors and doors on the bottom floor, and our reinforcements came pouring out from the doors.

Except those “doors” on the bottom floor were actually dog doors, and our reinforcements were… short, fluffy dogs wearing light metal armor with swords between their mouths just like how the cat soldiers were holding them.

Three dogs charged out of each tower and immediately rushed over to help us like the good boys and girls that all dogs naturally were.

As the cat kept its focus on me, one dog slashed its sword against its side, another jumped up to tackle the cat from the other side to knock it down to the ground, and the third dog dropped its sword to—playfully—bite the cat’s neck.

The cat’s ghost slipped out from its mouth and gold coins appeared above it.

The three dogs, satisfied with their work, all looked up at me with their tongues hanging out of their mouths and their tails excitedly wagging behind them.

Dogs were the best. No, dogs are the best.

Since there was no way I could resist, I crouched down to rub each of their heads as the cat soldier limped away into the forest.

Then, as soon as the last wave began, the dogs got into position and waited for the enemies to come.

Two cat soldiers and ten cat scouts came down each path, but not all at once which allowed us to easily hold the line and deal damage while keeping the enemies within range of the now-completed bowman tower. I couldn’t see who or what was firing the arrows since they were firing from darkened windows, but arrows came down every other second to help us out with our enemies.

Between six dogs, me, Vala, and the bowman tower, the last wave was the easiest one yet and our first battle was over.

The sky returned to normal, the paths stopped glowing, and no more sounds came from within the forest.

“We did it. Good job,” I told the dogs, petting their heads some more. Even the other dogs from Vala’s side had come over to receive my pettings.

At that point, I lied down and let them climb all over me.

This is the best. Dogs are the best.

“Nice,” Vala said, standing behind my head and almost giving me a dangerous view up the baggy shirt. Thankfully for her, it was dark enough that I couldn’t see anything. “Did you have fun?”

“I did,” I answered. “It was actually kind of exciting, especially once the dogs joined us. What about you?”

Vala smiled a huge grin and nodded. “Tons of fun! Now I’m ready to sleep. Carry me to bed.”

“So, you have no problem sleeping with me and using me as a pillow, but you get embarrassed as soon as I bring up popping your cherry?”

She turned red and covered her face before whining, “Y-you’re such a speedrunner…”


Chapter Seven

Before I could carry Vala to “bed,” and I’m only saying “bed” because of the fact that we still didn’t actually have one which meant that the grass would probably end up being our bed for the night, a certain thing popped up in front of us.

	Hey! I had important stuff for you but you just called me a thing!


“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

	You totally do! It was… um, hang on, let me count, uh… four lines ago! Or is it technically three lines ago? Math is hard.


“I know the feeling.” I nodded twice. “So, what were you going to show us?”

Meanwhile, Vala clung to my back with her arms and legs wrapped around me like a koala as her chin rested on my shoulder. She kept her head tilted so that her horns wouldn’t smack against the side of my head whenever I walked.

	Your rewards for surviving! I mean, it would have been better if you didn’t make it, but you did survive which means I guess you deserve some rewards. Here! Oh, and when I say it would have been better if you didn’t make it, I only mean you, the virgin.


“I’m going to shake you.”

Window quickly changed to show me what she wanted to.

	Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Stage 1-1: The First Night
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: 58 Cat Scouts, 6 Cat Soldiers
Rewards: 140 Gold Coins, Recipe Series: Cat Fur Armor, 20 Cat Fur Scraps, 2 Steak Dinners with Wine



The moment I finished reading the window, the listed rewards popped up in the air in front of us and dropped to the ground.

There were one hundred and forty gold coins, twenty scraps of cat fur, and two cooked steaks neatly placed on plates with mushrooms, onions, and some rosemary on top next to two glasses of wine.

The only thing not there was the recipe series thing, but I had an idea about where that was. Before I could confirm my idea, though, I had a steak to eat.

Fortunately, Window decided to be merciful and popped a table into existence so that we could put our plates and glasses on there and properly eat.

Vala was already sitting at the table cutting her steak up with a knife and fork by the time I leaned down to pick my own meal up.

“So, I guess that starving won’t be an issue as long as we continue clearing the fights,” I said.

Vala nodded while happily chewing on some steak.

I wonder if there’s any truth to the legend of a certain dragon stealing cows from ranches to eat.

Then it hit me.

What about the dogs? What about those mysterious archers?

“Hey, Window, give us some dog food as rewards and something that the archers will like,” I ordered.

	I already gave you your rewards, and you don’t get to tell me what rewards I give you! That wouldn’t be any fun. What’s the point if you get to add whatever rewards you want?


“The point is making sure that the dogs don’t starve. Add some treats and bones, too. And bowls.”

	Y-you have a point. Alright, but only this once! I won’t forget about things like this next time!


And with that: six dog bowls, two large bags of hard food for dogs, a few bags of treats and bones, and a few lunchboxes all appeared in front of me.

“I’m guessing the lunchboxes are for the archers. Who – what are they?” I asked.

	No spoilers!


Window vanished again before I could grab her to shake her some more.

“Ah, whatever. I’m going to go feed everybody,” I told Vala.

“What about your steak? It’s gonna get cold,” Vala replied.

“That’s fine. The others need fed, too. And I’ll tell them about that pond we found in the forest in case they get thirsty. They should be fine going into the forest on their own, right?”

The pond we found while gathering all the materials for the towers wasn’t too big, but the water looked clean and it should be enough to last until we figure out something else for drinking water.

“There’s nothing dangerous, so probably,” she answered before stuffing her mouth full of steak.

There was something I was more worried about than my steak getting cold.

“Don’t touch my steak. I am hungry, so the entire thing better be there when I get back.”

Vala looked away and mumbled something.

“I’m serious.”

She slumped her shoulders and said, “Fiiiinnneee.”

First, I took the lunchboxes, knocked on the archery tower’s door, and waited.

And waited.

Now, because I didn’t want my steak to get too cold, I stopped waiting, set the lunchboxes down, and called out to tell whoever was inside, “Hey! I’m leaving your food in front of the door, and there’s a pond in the forest if you get thirsty. It’s uhh, just follow the path into the woods since it’s in the same direction.”

I returned to Vala and the other rewards for the dogs, and I saw her sitting at the table drooling at the sight of my steak.

She really, really looked desperate for it.

Too bad.

I placed some dog food, two treats, and a small bone in each of the bowls, stacked them on top of each other, and went to the dogs’ towers.

The three dogs of the left tower, because of their innate goodness from being dogs, ignored their food at first and let me pet and scratch them after coming out of the tower. Their armor was off, so I got a good look at them. They all looked kind of like mixes of corgis and Shiba Inus. One of them stood out in particular, though. She was slightly smaller than the others and had… pink fur with some white spots here and there. She also seemed to be slightly more reserved than the others since she wasn’t trying to jump all over me, but she still nuzzled against my hand whenever I gave her some attention.

After explaining where the water was in case they got thirsty, I let those three get to eating and went to the other tower.

The lunch boxes left in front of the middle tower were already gone.

The three dogs of the right tower were even more energetic than those of the left. They looked the same albeit with different colors and patterns, but they were all over me. I had to lie down since I was worried about accidentally falling or tripping over one of them.

Nothing could beat being swarmed by fluffy dogs.

There was one dog far more energetic and slightly larger than all others. In fact, it would be safe to say that she was the most energetic, cuddly dog that I had ever seen in my entire life. Also, her fur was blue with white spots similar to the pink dog’s.

But seriously, she was all over me. She was rolling around on her back on top of my chest, licking my face even after the others went to eat their food, and she never looked at me with anything other than excited, unconditionally loving eyes.

This one dog was enough proof that canines were the superior species over felines. Not only was she far cuter and more loving than any cat could ever be, but she was so fluffy. I didn’t think I had ever seen a dog as fluffy as her. Even the pink dog was only half as fluffy as this blue one.

“Alright, alright. I need to go eat my dinner before it gets cold, so make sure to eat yours up. Alright?” I told her.

To answer me, she walked up next to my face, rolled onto her back, and started licking me.

I figured I could rub her belly for a little bit longer.

Unfortunately, that meant my steak did end up being cold by the time I got back to it.

Vala was still staring at it and drooling even if it was cold.

With a sigh, I cut the steak in half and placed one half of it onto her plate.

I expected her to ask me if I was sure or to try and make sure that I wouldn’t be hungry, but that didn’t happen. Instead, she picked it up with her fork and shoved the entire thing into her mouth at once, chewed for all of two seconds, and swallowed.

“You’re the best,” she said with a satisfied sigh as I cut my half into smaller pieces. “Are you sure you won’t be hungry though?”

Of course she asked that after she ate it.

“I’ll be fine. I’m not really a big eater, and you need the calories more than I do.”

“He-hey, what do you mean by that?”

“Look at you. I don’t think there’s a single pound of fat anywhere on your body. I’m amazed that you’re even able to lift up sticks with how skinny your arms are.”

“But I like being this small,” she said while tapping the tips of her pointer fingers together, looking down at her empty plate. “I’d make myself even smaller if I could, but… I don’t want to turn you into a pedophile.”

“Hey, you’re implying that it’s possible to turn me into a pedophile.”

She smiled and looked up at me before asking, “Hey, want to see what I really look like?”

I had a piece of cold steak in my mouth, so I answered her with a nod.

Vala got up from her chair and used her wings to fly pretty far away from the greenhouse. I didn’t know how I was supposed to see her from so far away until she—well, until she transformed.

The short, petite, humanoid-dragon-girl Vala turned into a massive, mountain-sized dragon.

I swallowed my steak before dropping my jaw and craning my neck just to see the top of her body.

The legends about her size were modest if anything. With horns that could put my old world’s tallest buildings to shame, wings that reached above the clouds when she stretched them out, four feet that have left prints in the ground that could easily fit thousands of people each inside of them, and a tail longer than small countries, it truly felt as if I was looking at some sort of world-annihilating god.

Such a gigantic being shouldn’t have even been possible. Whether we were in a universe created by her or the one we came from—if she even came from that one—how? Just… how?

She lifted her head high and proud before releasing a mighty roar that resembled the one I first heard come from the cave when I was being “sacrificed.”

Despite how fearsome she both looked and sounded, I couldn’t help but to find beauty in her as well. Her pristine scales reflected the moon’s light that shined upon them, her iridescent eyes showcased a myriad of vibrant colors no matter how far away she was, and every movement of hers was filled with delicate grace.

Even the act of lowering her head to bring it in front of me was graceful, but that that didn’t stop her from causing a gust of wind to blow my hair back. The amount of air that her size displaced was notable no matter how gentle she tried to be.

Then, even though she brought her head right in front of me at the table, I realized how insignificant I was.

I couldn’t even see the rest of her facial features from where I sat. Her head was tilted down so that the tip of her nose was right in front of me… but there was still enough space between her nostrils to fit a building or several. Every single scale was larger than my own body was.

Carefully, she turned her head so that its side was facing me. She brought her right eye right in front of me, and her eye looked like a pool that I could just jump into and sink to the bottom of.

Amazingly, seeing an eye larger than buildings staring directly at me didn’t faze me too much. I think that I was already so shocked and in realization of my own insignificance that I knew there was no point in being afraid. What would being afraid even accomplish against somebody so large and powerful? No matter how I felt, it didn’t matter in the face of her godlike potential.

Even blinking her eye displaced enough air for me to feel a gust brush against me.

Then I blinked, and when I opened my eyes again, Vala stood in front of me in her humanoid form again with my shirt still threatening to slide off of her.

Part of me wanted to go back on the whole don’t-ask-questions-anymore-because-nothing-makes-sense thing, but I knew that any answer she could give me to most of my questions would only confuse me even more.

So instead, I only asked the most important question.

“Why?”

“Why what?” she asked back with her head tilted.

“Why me? Come on, it can’t just be because I was a virgin or anything that simple. You could have just… made your own life. You’re already doing that with this world, aren’t you? So, what was the point? You’re basically a god, so can’t you just—if you wanted a virgin good at games, you could have just snapped your fingers and popped one into existence, couldn’t you? So, why? You’re… like a genuine god, and I’m just some random guy who was too busy with his hobbies to bother dating. Why the fuck would you choose me? Why would you choose anybody?”

Needless to say, I developed an inferiority complex after seeing her true form.

Not only did I feel inferior, but I felt like I had impossible standards to live up to. Why would anybody as powerful as her demand anything other than absolute perfection? Besides, she wanted a virgin because she thought a virgin would be good at games, and I told her multiple times that I wasn’t that good at gaming. So, there had to be some other reason.

Right?

Instead of telling me any other reason, she simply smiled and yawned. “That really tired me out,” she said. “But it was nice to stretch.”

“Seriously, why?”

“Why what?”

“Why me?”

“You’re still worrying about that?”

“Of course I am. I got over it earlier, but after seeing you like that… anybody would be worried and want to know why again. There is absolutely nothing normal about any of this.”

“Duh. Normal is boring.”

“So, you’re seriously telling me that there’s no other reason? You just… got bored and wanted a random nobody?”

She smiled softly—far softer than any of her previous smiles, and said, “Let’s call it destiny. You’re my chosen one. Does that make you feel any better?”

“It makes my heart race but that’s not going to get rid of the inferiority complex I developed after seeing you.”

“Sounds like I just made your love points go up.”

“I just don’t understand. I’m trying to, but—”

“Drake,” she said my name for the first time, “I’ll let you in on one secret, but you have to close your eyes. Okay?”

“Alright.”

I closed my eyes.

A few seconds later, I heard her voice whisper into my ear closely enough that I could feel the warmth of her breath against it.

“I wouldn’t have chosen anybody but you.”

I opened my eyes only to see her eating what was left of my steak.

“I forgot to say that the secret would cost the rest of your steak,” she said.

Even more questions raced through my mind.

I had no idea what she was talking about. Her whispered voice contradicted what I thought about why I was chosen, but I felt relieved. Maybe it was because she had been nothing but kind to me, her soft smile, the fact that she made it sound like she personally chose me, or just how she looked so happy while eating my steak. Regardless of what it was, “I wouldn’t have chosen anybody but you,” did wonders for my newly developed inferiority complex.

“Don’t forget that you’re my body pillow tonight,” Vala said.

“You think I’m going to forget anything that a dragon tells me?” I asked before letting out a relieved sigh.

“I wish being a dragon meant people listened to me. Almost nobody did back when I tried playing Call of Honor.”

“Oh, I played that when I was younger. Yeah, nobody ever listened to anybody but everybody tried calling the shots. Met some great friends playing that. Still dropped it after a month, though.”

“You should totally tell me some gaming stories sometime. You have some, right?”

“Surprisingly, I have a ton.”

“Then I order you to tell me them sometime, but not tonight. It’s time for sleeping.”

“Yeah, we probably should get to sleep.”

At least that inferiority complex, even if it did go away, got rid of my hunger.

The table and chairs vanished as soon as we both got up from them.

“Ah! I forgot!” Vala shouted.

“What?”

“I skipped a flag!”

“What are you talking about?”

“I was supposed to get really close to you and then wait for you to reach your hand out all slowly and hesitantly, and then I was supposed to let you touch me to show a bond of trust before turning back into this form!  You know, like in movies and games! I’ve let down all gamers today…”

I reached a hand out and poked my finger against her forehead.

“There. I touched you.”

She lifted her hands to cover up her forehead as she looked to the side with slightly reddened cheeks. “I—I guess that makes up for it, but it feels like you triggered the flag instead of me now…”

“How do you get all flustered and blushing when I poke your forehead, but you have no problem sleeping on top of me and using my entire body like a pillow?”

“Because. It’s not embarrassing if I’m the only one doing it.”

“So, if I wanted to use you like a pillow or cuddle you back, that would embarrass you?”

I got my answer in the form of her cheeks turning an even brighter shade of red.

She could cuddle me and be all over me as much as she wanted to without feeling embarrassed about it, but apparently couldn’t handle getting any of that in return.

I’d have to remember that.

After all, I might have been some insignificant little human without even a fraction of a fraction of a fraction of as much power as she had, so I had to balance the playing field out.

She could turn into a giant dragon, create entire universes, and shoot rainbow beams, but I could touch her.

“This spot is as good as any,” I told her before lying down on my back.

I might have had to use the grass as a bed since Window wasn’t kind enough to pop one into existence for us, but at least the grass was softer than I thought was even possible for grass.

Vala, realizing that she’d finally get to sleep some more, didn’t waste any time lying down on top of me and curling up on my torso.

“This is the best bed,” she said.

I wrapped my right arm around her, holding her in place on top of me.

“This is a pretty good pillow,” I teased.

I couldn’t see her face, but I could see her ears and the bases of her horns turning red as not a single noise escaped her.

We stayed like that until we fell asleep together.


Chapter Eight

I wasn’t sure what I should have been expecting upon waking up the next day, but I can comfortably say that it was not at all what I expected which also made me feel incredibly stupid at the time for not predicting it.

I opened my eyes, leaned up, looked around, and saw Vala.

She was so busy doing what she was doing that she didn’t even notice me wake up. As for what she was doing, she was lying on top of an enlarged Window floating in the air while hanging her head upside down off of one end of the annoying, white box. Not only that, but she was holding the newest, portable gaming system—a Pirtendo Swatch—in her hands in front of her face.

It sounded like she was playing some sort of racing game. Watching her turn around and tilt her head and system at the same time gave more evidence to my theory. The theory was finally confirmed when she started shouting about a purple shell flying out of nowhere and blowing her up.

“How do you plan on keeping that charged?” I asked her with the intention of letting her know I was awake.

Rather than be surprised or wish me a good morning or anything else like that, she just fired a couple sparks of electricity from the tips of her fingers as the next race counted down to its beginning.

“How long do you plan on gaming?”

“A few hours,” she actually answered.

“Isn’t that a bit long?”

“That’s what she said.”

I heard the race begin in her game which meant that I wasn’t going to be getting any more answers out of her until it was over.

That meant I was on my own.

What the heck was I supposed to do for a few hours without her? Other than gathering some more logs and stones… I couldn’t think of anything else.

Then I realized that there was something I could do—something that only I could do for none else could be trusted to perform such an important duty.

I turned around and looked at my greenhouse.

I didn’t even bother checking it out when it was brought to this world, so I figured I might as well do that and make sure that everything was operating properly.

Fortunately, everything was working flawlessly. Flawlessly. Even if the greenhouse wasn’t hooked up to any water nor electricity, the temperature and humidity were still being regulated and everything looked like it was still being automatically watered on time.

That was a huge relief. If my beautiful plants had missed even a single morning of care then I would have felt horrible about it.

Even my little, homemade bog for my carnivorous plants seemed fine. Between my Cape sundew and Venus flytraps, the two carnivores looked healthy and hungry. Unfortunately, I realized that there was, in fact, a problem.

There weren’t any annoying little bugs flying around.

I always let all sorts of insects stay inside of my greenhouse as long as they weren’t the invasive kind that would kill my plants. They helped out with some plants but, more importantly, the major reason behind letting them stay in my greenhouse was to serve as food for my carnivorous plants.

Now, without those little annoyances flying around and inevitably landing on the Cape sundew and Venus flytraps to become their food, they might starve—at the very least, they wouldn’t be as healthy as they could be.

This meant that I had to find another solution to getting them nutrition. Carnivorous plants generally came from wetlands with little to zero nutrients in the soil, so I couldn’t just give them healthier soil since that could kill them. They needed the nutrient-depleted combination of peat moss, sand, and perlite that I had made for them. Their nutrition was supposed to come from the prey that they caught, not the soil that they were in. So, this problem needed dealt with.

There was no easy solution that I could think of, though. If there weren’t any insects here, then they weren’t brought on purpose.

Vala, and Window, had complete control over this world. They didn’t want any killing, and I had a suspicion that their want extended to the killing of insects. Otherwise, my plants would still have some juicy insects trapped inside of them. But there weren’t any. Not a single one of the Venus flytrap’s traps was shut nor were any of the Cape sundew’s tendrils coiled around captured prey.

They had nothing to eat.

The first solution that I was able to think of was cutting off some of my skin and then cutting out some of my flesh for them.

Yes, my first thought on how to feed my carnivorous plants in a world where they would not be able to trap food like normal was to feed them my own flesh. I cared about my plants, alright? I would never let them starve.

Then I thought of a better plan that involved much less pain and blood. I figured it would be possible to order Window to give us some more food after the fight that night. If I was able to tell her to give us some dog food, what if I could tell her to give us some food for my plants?

Then I thought of an even better plan.

Why not just ask Vala and Window to make my plants immortal?

And so, that is exactly what I did the next time I heard Vala finish a race.

“Ehhh? They already are. I told you that nothing sharing this world with us will suffer, so they’d be fine even without water and food,” Vala answered, causing me to realize that all of my concern was pointless.

And so, that was that. The problem was never a problem in the first place and I had spent all that time worrying about nothing. One might assume that such an event was actually a Chekov’s gun in some way or another because there was no way somebody would bring up such a pointless, worthless concern if it truly had no purpose behind it.

Unfortunately for all parties involved, it was only a waste of time.

It was also more of a time sink than I thought it would be. Apparently, two hours had passed since I went into my greenhouse and then came out to ask Vala that question.

Nothing to pass the time like worrying about plants.

Speaking of plants, we were near the edge of a massive, green field with rolling hills and tall mountains in the distance. Our surroundings looked like something out of a computer wallpaper. That’s not what mattered, though. What mattered was that we were in an area full of rich, healthy soil covered in dense grass with wildflowers spread throughout it.

Before I was brought to this world, I only had a small backyard with pretty rocky terrain. It was pointless to try and have any sizable garden there, so that was why I built my greenhouse instead. I could make sure that everything inside of my greenhouse was completely under my control. I didn’t have to worry about wild animals, bugs weren’t as much of a problem, weather didn’t matter, and poor soil was no concern.

But here?

There’s a reason why Gardening Simulator 2019 was my second favorite game of all time.

My first favorite game of all time?

Harvest Sun.

There was nothing like having a large farm full of various crops depend on the season. I played every single game in that series when I was younger. Despite it being my favorite, though, it always managed to slip my mind somehow. It probably had one of the biggest impacts on my life despite me somehow always forgetting it existed.

Then I remembered why I always ended up forgetting about those games. It was because they always had other elements forced in like livestock, fishing, exploring, talking to the townspeople, cooking, and dating—no, even worse. Marriage and kids.

Why ruin a perfectly good farming game with marriage and children? That completely ruined my fantasy. It didn’t ruin it enough to knock it off the top spot of being my all-time favorite game, but Gardening Simulator 2019 was closer than Harvest Sun would probably appreciate it being to the top.

Anyways, I figured that if I was going to be living in this game-like world then I could start treating it more like a game.

What better time to start farming than in the morning? Whether it’s a game or in real life, there was still time in the morning for me to get to work. And I had a hoe—well, a HoeSho.

To the background noise of a gentle breeze brushing against the nearby trees, and of Vala playing her game at max volume, I used my HoeSho to prepare a nice gardening plot for myself.

Large-scale farming was out of the question for me until I had better equipment. Well, that was what I thought. Then I realized I didn’t have any seeds to plant, so I decided to just keep on working the soil behind the greenhouse until I no longer felt like it.

It felt extremely rewarding despite how sore my body was. But, that meant that I got the best workout I’d had in a while. It also meant that, by the time I was done, I had six plots arranged in a rectangle that were ready for growing.

There was one moment where I was confused about how, if plants can’t die, what would happen to all of the grass that I was disturbing for the sake of my future farm, but I stopped worrying about that just as quickly as the thought popped into my mind. I already spent enough hours worrying about things that I didn’t need to actually worry about. I wasn’t going to bother worrying about something like that when Vala would probably just give me some simple answer while sounding like it was common sense.

“I won!” Vala shouted.

It was about time. That must have been her first victory this morning.

I wonder if she’ll actually get up and do something now, or if she’s going to keep on lazing around playing video games while I do all the work?

The answer to my thought was the latter.

Fortunately, I was not completely alone. That blue dog from one of the towers came over to follow me around and spend time with me after she noticed me working.

Then the rest of the dogs came over.

Then they all started digging and rolling around in the dirt.

Needless to say, they all got filthy and one corner of one of my freshly prepared plots was already ruined.

I already had a solution for that. It involved taking the wheelbarrow and my PickAxe into the forest to chop down some more trees, which also confused me for a moment when it came to the whole death thing, and coming out of the forest with a wheelbarrow full of logs.

All I had to do next was open up the building menu. Window popped up in front of me, leaving Vala to float in the air with her wings until Window returned, so that I could choose to build what I gathered the logs for.

The beavers from the previous day popped out of the ground and got to work.

Five minutes later and a nice, log fence was erected around my farm plots. It had a gate and everything, and I felt pretty satisfied with myself for it even if I wasn’t involved in the actual building part.

Then I realized that the fence was good enough to keep something like a cow out from my farm plots, but… the dogs were able to easily to walk underneath them.

At least the dogs were good enough to spare me from messing up another part of my farm plots. The moment they saw me sigh and sit down, they all came rushing over to me to harass me with licks and nuzzles except for that pink-haired one who just sort of watched the blue-haired one roll around against my face.

I didn’t take into consideration that a bunch of dirt-covered dogs getting all over me would make me just as dirty as them.

The sun was high in the sky by the time that Vala was finally done playing games—well, it turned out that she did more than just play games without me noticing. There was an empty bottle of Mountain Condensation and a crumpled-up bag of nacho-flavored Voritos on the ground next to her.

Not only was she lazy, but she was littering.

Following a long yawn, Vala said, “Mm… I think it’s time for a nap. That really tired me out.”

“What tired you out?” I asked her.

“Oh, hey, pillow. Racing tired me out. I can kick the bots’ butts but humans are seriously good at these games. They always beat me. But I won once at least! Are you proud of me?”

I looked her over and sighed. I figured I could either be honest and tell her to get off her lazy ass to do something like helping me out in this world that she brought me to, or I could just let her be happy and tell her I was proud.

“I’m proud of you. Good job. Now, stop being lazy and do some work around here,” I answered, choosing to go for both options in one. “Wait, how were you playing with other humans?”

“The internet, duh.”

“Don’t you ‘duh’ me. How the heck do you have internet access here?”

“Magic.”

“So, even if this is another universe, you can somehow use magic to connect to the internet to play multiplayer games with other humans?”

“Yeah.”

“What was the point in bringing me here if you’re just going to play games with other people anyways? You didn’t need a whole ‘nother universe for that.”

“But I want to play vidya with you here. Real vidya! Speaking of vidya… woah, how’d you get so dirty and sweaty?”

I only realized how filthy I was after she pointed it out.

My palms and the undersides of my fingers were blistered in addition to the rest of my hands looking a few shades darker than the rest of my skin, my hair was full of dirt from playing with the dogs and letting them get all over me while they were covered in dirt, my clothes were covered in dirt as well, and my jeans and shirt both had some tears in them somehow.

Seeing just how dirty and rough I looked made all that work feel even more satisfying.

“I’ve been busy while you were playing,” I told her.

“You actually worked that whole time? Did you take any naps at least?”

“No, and I don’t plan on taking any naps, either.”

“We should totally nap together since we’re both tired. Come on, I know you’re tired.”

Something about her words hit my body like a truck hitting a protagonist to send them to another world.

Yes, even I—in my limited knowledge of the medium where that reference came from—knew some memes.

Regardless, her telling me she knew I was tired made me actually feel tired. I didn’t know if it was magic, hypnosis, suggestion, or something else, but I did know that her words worked and made me want to take a nap despite just saying I didn’t plan on it.

“Fine, but only a short nap,” I told her.

“Hehe, nobody can resist the power of naps. You may try to resist, but nobody succeeds in the end!”

“You sound awfully energetic,” I paused to yawn, “for somebody who wants to take a nap.”

“Naps are even,” she paused to yawn, “for people who don’t need them.”

“So, you admit to not needing them?” I yawned.

“No, no, I do need them. I would probably die without them.” She yawned.

“Can we stop yawning now?”

“Nope.”

We both yawned.

“Anyways, I should go wash off somewhere before napping. I’m filthy, and I doubt you want—”

“Eh? I don’t care about that. You’re still a top-tier pillow even if you’re dirty.”

“Nobody wants to sleep on a dirty pillow.”

She raised her hand and said, “I do.”

“Seriously? You don’t care if I’m covered in dirt?”

“We can go take baths in that pond later.”

“You’re way too simple.”

“You’re way too not-napping-enough!”

“Fine. Don’t complain to me when you wake up covered in dirt.”

“That’s okay. It’s your dirt.”

That stupid, simple, cheesy response somehow made my heart feel weird and caused me to look away toward my farm plots.

All of the dogs were sleeping in them.

I’m really going to have to build a better fence somehow. Maybe I should just do it myself since those beavers couldn’t make a good one.

“Woah,” Vala said, looking over at the plots. “Did you do all of that?”

“Yeah, while you were gaming.”

“I thought I just made the love points go up but seeing all that done is making them go up even more. You’re really hardworking, aren’t you?”

“So I’ve been told.”

“Hehe. We’re a perfect match then! I can be lazy, you can be hardworking.”

“How about we both be hardworking?”

“That’s okay. Lie down so I can nap now, please.”

I sighed and lied down. A moment later and Vala was on top of me again, seriously not caring about any of the dirt that she was getting onto her.

“Even a dirty bed is a comfy bed,” she said.

“I thought I was a pillow?”

“Same thing.”

And so, we slept.

Again.

Things were going to be busy the next time we woke up. I already had growing list of things that I needed to do, and I wanted to get them all done before it was night since nightfall meant another battle.

I might have been worried about the previous day’s battle, but I was actually kind of excited for this next one now that I knew what to expect.

Of course, nothing ever went as expected.


Chapter Nine

“Anytime now,” I told Vala after waking up and realizing that she, too, was awake. Only, she was playing more of her game while lying on top of me.

“One more race,” Vala replied as the race’s start counted down.

Three…

Two…

One…

And she was off.

Her character was some sort of princess-looking type, but she looked like a pretty bossy and mean type of princess. She had a black dress that showed off more than enough of her chest, long and blonde hair, blue eyes, a couple of horns sticking up from the sides of her head, and a gold and pink crown sitting on the top of her head. She even had a tail and some sort of green shell on her back which I didn’t really understand the purpose of.

I figured I might as well watch her play since I wasn’t just going to throw her off of me.

She raced against all the other karts on the track, knocking them out of the way when she could and using special attacks against them that she’d get from floating cubes, and she secured her lead after the first out of three laps.

I had to admit that she was pretty cute playing her game. I couldn’t exactly see her face or anything, but I could feel her squirming around on top of me as she’d race. Whenever she turned left, she wiggled to the left. When she turned right, she wiggled to the right. She’d also jump up a little every time she did any big jumps.

That… was actually pretty dangerous for me. It wasn’t that she was dangerous in a painful or deadly way or anything, but she was incredibly dangerous in a more… primal sort of way.

She was on top of me. Her wings were between her back and my chest. For the comfort of her tail, though, she had to stay in a position that placed her rear over my crotch with her tail pressed down against it to slide between my legs where there was space.

Her tail moved around and occasionally hit it, but she didn’t seem to notice at all since she was so absorbed in her game.

“Stay still,” I groaned at her, still kind of tired from waking up. I was also frustrated since I realized that it’d been a few days since I had any sort of relief. I was so busy with shopping, cleaning, gardening, and catching up on some shows the two days before coming to this world with Vala that I didn’t care about doing that. Then, yesterday, I was busy with the whole coming-to-a-new-world thing.

It had been over three days and there was now a cute girl rubbing against me. Sure, it might have been her tail doing the rubbing, but it wasn’t nearly as uncomfortable feeling as I would have assumed it would be.

There was going to be a problem if I didn’t somehow get myself out of that position.

“Ha! Take that!” Vala shouted at her game system after immediately blowing up somebody who passed her up for first place. “Nobody is allowed to pass me!”

From what I could see of her screen, she was on the final lap but the race was much more intense than before seeing as how the other racers caught up to her. She was squirming around even more to avoid all of their attacks while trying to cut them off to stay in the lead.

I didn’t want to interrupt her race.

She was close.

I was close.

“Gah! No way! Seriously?! That’s so stupid! Who waits until the last second to use that?!” Vala shouted while angrily rolling from side to side on top of me.

I swore she was doing it on purpose at that point. Her tail wasn’t even moving with the rest of her body anymore. It was just moving against me as if it was purposely trying to tempt me into doing something to its owner.

But, since the race was over, I could move her off me without feeling guilty about messing her up.

So I did.

I grabbed her and slid her off me before standing up and facing away from her so that she couldn’t see the obvious result of her tail.

I knew what I was going to do the next time that she was asleep.

What I was going to do to myself, that was.

“Ugh, this sucks. That was the longest, hardest race in the game. I put in all that effort to finish but still only came in second, but I really wanted to come in first. I’ll just try even harder next time! I’ll make sure to finish and come in first place.”

Her words were extremely suspicious, but they all sounded like regular gaming phrases. Nothing sounded out of the ordinary given the context. So, I didn’t know if it was just my pent-up perversion that was making her words sound so inappropriate or if she was actually doing it on purpose. It might have just been my mind thinking that her tail was purposely rubbing against me, too.

It didn’t matter whether it was my mind or her on purpose. All that mattered was that, at the moment, her words made my problem even harder in multiple ways.

This meant it was time to burst out my ultimate weapon.

It was time to force myself to dig up the forbidden memories of my childhood that could instantly kill any sexual desires without fail.

That’s right.

It was time to remind myself of the horrifying sight that I saw when I accidentally walked in on my grandma and grandpa going at it after I woke up from a nightmare while they were babysitting me.

They were doing it on the couch.

Everything was so… wrinkly and floppy.

“I feel sick,” I said, holding my stomach and looking down at the ground as sweat dripped from my forehead.

“What’s wrong?” Vala asked.

I looked down at my crotch.

“Nothing is wrong,” I answered.

I was in the clear. Safe. Home run. Touchdown. Goal.

At the cost of some of my mental sanity, I successfully tamed the desperate beast.

Vala tilted her head. “You… you sure? You look pretty pale.”

“Don’t worry about it. It’s all okay now,” I answered.

“Are you sure? If there’s anything hard that you’re dealing with, then…”

It was at that point that I realized she must have been purposely screwing with me. Just the day before, she got flustered when I teased her about popping her cherry and got embarrassed when I brought up using her as a pillow instead of her using me like one. There was no way she could be seriously trying to offer me any sort of service. If anything, she was probably trying to tease me into taking her seriously so that she could make a joke about it or something.

Though, that sounded like more of a Window thing to do than a Vala thing.

	Don’t bring me into this just because you’re too virgin to do anything >_>


“Go away,” I told Window, but Vala hadn’t noticed Window there so she assumed I was telling her to go away.

“Wh-what’d I do?” Vala asked, looking up at me.

Of course, Window was already gone.

That damn informational status window.

“Not you. I was talking to Window. She was just here for a second,” I explained.

“Really?”

“Yeah. I’m not going to lie to a dragon that can create entire universes.” Well, except for when it comes to my problems as a man. Then again, I wasn’t lying to her about that. I was just not telling her the entire truth.

Vala looked away and turned her back to me before letting out a heavy sigh.

“Something wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing is wrong.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah, my heart is just racing.”

“How come?”

“I—I thought you were angry at me for some reason…”

“I mean, I was frustrated because of your tail, but that’s it.”

She turned around and looked at me with a tilted head. “What’d my tail do?”

Shit. I was too busy worrying about her and ended up telling her what was bothering me before.

“What about my tail?” she asked again, stepping closer.

“Don’t worry about it.”

“You said my tail was frustrating you.”

“No I didn’t.”

“You said that you wouldn’t lie to a dragon who could create universes.”

“Did I? Huh.”

She sighed and mumbled about love points something under her breath.

For now, I was safe. She gave up on her questions after letting out one more sigh.

I noticed a light blush still on her cheeks but didn’t think too much of it at the time. Or rather, I didn’t want to think too much of it. I wasn’t so dense that I couldn’t put two and two together. Everything pointed to her subtly trying to move our relationship along. That was what I believed, at least. I just didn’t want to think too much about it because—well, I was a virgin. There was the fact that I had no experience with women other than Vala sleeping on top of me and the fact that she was some sort of ultra-powerful dragon.

Also, we only knew each other for two days. I didn’t know if she had a sudden burst of confidence or something to make her want to speed things up, but I wasn’t ready for that yet.

I had to hold myself back by not thinking too much on it or else there was the chance I’d say something stupid and screw everything up.

Let’s face it. She made it sound like she wanted to spend the rest of eternity with me in her personal universe. There was no way we weren’t going to develop feelings for one another if that really happened. I was the only guy, she was the only girl, and we were together in her own universe.

I already accepted that we’d likely become more and I was even kind of looking forward to it and thinking about it already. That was why I didn’t want to screw anything up. There was still the chance that I was misinterpreting her words and actions.

And so, that evening, we both sighed and felt a bit of disappointment.

Not in each other, but in ourselves.

So, wanting to make things better, I said, “By the way, you’re pretty good at racing games. I thought you said you were bad at them?”

“Ehh? You remember me saying that?” Vala asked in return.

“Yeah. It was only yesterday, and it’s not like I’m going to forget anything you tell me. One, you’re a dragon who can create your own personal universe. Two, I’ve always been told that I’m a pretty good listener.”

She twirled her hair around one of her fingers and looked down at the ground. “I—I really like them, but yeah, I’m super bad at them.”

“Said the girl who almost won, and I’m pretty sure I heard you win some races earlier, too.”

“I guess I’m getting better, but I still feel pretty bad at them.”

“Well, the worse you feel, the more you can improve. You wouldn’t improve as much if you didn’t think that you needed to. Like, with gardening, it’s because I knew that I barely understood anything that I could motivate myself to learn more. If I thought there was nothing else to learn or improve on, I wouldn’t have bothered. Know what I mean? You’re probably better than you think you are.”

Vala smiled and kicked her feet at the ground a bit before another lightbulb literally popped up in the air above her head.

“Let’s see who’s better! Come on, we can each use one of the controllers,” she explained before detaching the controllers from the side of the handheld.

Why not? She seemed pretty good, so I figured it might be fun since I hadn’t played a racing game in a while.

I learned why not after the first race was over.

Sure, she came in second since all the other racers were controlled by the computer, but… I absolutely dominated the race. It felt like I barely had to try in order to beat her and I didn’t realize just how far behind she was until I crossed the finish line.

“I knew it. I suck,” she said, slouching over while staring down at the ground.

Yeah, she really kind of did. There must have been some sort of ranked matchmaking that she was using before that I didn’t notice, and she must have been playing with players of equal skill. That was why it looked like she was doing really good.

It wasn’t because she was good, it was because they all just sucked.

“Want a rematch? I think I just got really lucky with the crates,” I offered.

“No you didn’t. You had bad luck. I was watching your half of the screen. You were just… way better than me. Now I’ve realized that I’m even worse than I thought I was…”

“Nah. You probably let me win or took it easy on me for love points or something. Right?”

She looked up at me with dead, empty eyes. “Is this a joke to you?” she asked with a monotone voice.

“Al-alright, maybe you didn’t,” I said.

“This must be how internet virgins feel when they see happy normies.”

“I have a feeling that you’re insulting people again.”

“Ree…”

Seeing as how I accidentally made the situation even worse, there was only one more thing that I could think of in order to cheer her up so that she wouldn’t be sounding and looking so depressed.

I poked her forehead.

“He-hey! What was that for?” she asked, holding her hands over her forehead while pouting at me.

“To snap you out of it. Instead of moping about getting your ass kicked by me, turn me into your rival who you want to get stronger than. Isn’t that what you’re supposed to do in games? You need a strong rival who you can grow stronger to defeat. Otherwise, it’s no fun.”

Though, in most games that I could think of that featured rivals, I usually had to beat them each time in order to progress. Losing to them usually resulted in starting over in a medical center or the last save.

“You’re right. I’ll get better! Then, after I get super awesome at racing, we’re going to have a rematch and then I’m totally going to beat you! Then you have to do anything I say if I win!”

“And you’ll do anything I say if I win?”

“Yeah, but that won’t happen since I’m definitely going to beat you!”

“We’ll see about that.”

And so, rather than sighing and being disappointed or feeling dead inside, we both smiled at the challenge and found something new to bond over.

Racing games.

That was when I realized something. Seeing as how this world was controlled by her and Window, they could probably just pop a real kart racing track into existence. That could be pretty fun.

I always wanted to try the one back from my hometown, but it had a reputation of always being reserved by a bunch of little kids, and I really didn’t want to be one of those guys who was competing against a bunch of kids a third of my age.

That would have just been weird. Not as weird as adults who compete against kids in things like laser tag, airsoft, and paintball, but—wait, insulting people is supposed to be Vala’s job.

Anyways, after that, I went into the forest to take a dip in the pond since I was still filthy from earlier in the day. Vala snapped her fingers and became instantly clean instead of bathing since she wanted to use the time to practice her racing game some more. So, I had a nice, peaceful dip.

But I wasn’t alone.

Those dogs from the towers were in the pond as well. Some of them were doggy paddling, some were floating on their backs, and the others were just standing around in the shallow edges. The blue dog in particular made sure to splash all around me as soon as I stepped into the water and the pink dog watched from the side. She was the only one not in the water.

So, my first bath in this new universe was with a bunch of dogs.

At least the pond was large enough that it wouldn’t get dirty from me taking one bath in it. It was still pretty clear and clean looking. As long as that was the case, it could continue being used as a water source without me feeling guilty about it.

Then, while thinking about being clean, I noticed something.

I didn’t have to go to the bathroom. At all.

Yeah, going to the bathroom is pretty gross generally, so I can imagine why she would want to make a universe where we don’t have to do that. The only people who would actually be disappointed are the people who fetishize those things, and I doubt that any of them are here. Thankfully.

	Are you insulting people again?


“Could you not magically appear while I’m naked and trying to take a bath?” I asked Window.

That was when Window tilted her floating, window-y body downward toward the clear water. Fortunately for Window, the blue dog was conveniently floating on her back in the water over me which served to censor my lower half from her non-existent eyes.

	Y-you should warn me when you’re naked! How was I supposed to know?! You perverted virgin!


“You should warn me when you’re about to magically appear out of nowhere, you perverted window. How was I supposed to know that you were going to pop up after reading my thoughts like some sort of stalker while I’m trying to bathe? Also, are you blushing?”

	YOU’RE THE PERVERT AND NO I’M NOT BLUSHIGN.


“You misspelled ‘blushing’ you perverted, blushing window.”

	WHY ARE YOU THE WAY THAT YOU ARE?!?!?!?!?!?!????


“Wow, you really don’t like being called out on being a blushing pervert. You’re pure red now.”

Window quivered in the air, starting swinging from side to side as if she was about to try and slap me with her body of a window, and then vanished.

As for the blue dog, she remained floating on her back over my lower half with her tongue hanging out from the side of her mouth.

“Good girl. You make such a good censor.” I praised her with words and a belly rub at the same time. “Now, let’s go get ready for tonight’s battle. We’ll be counting on all of you.”


Chapter Ten

I came across an interesting sight on the way back to Vala.

Hanging from a tree branch high above was what looked like… a giant bee’s hive. It looked as large as me if not even bigger, causing the branch that it was hanging from to droop down and look close to snapping.

Was that always there?

I couldn’t remember if it was there before or not. Regardless, I left it there. I remembered Vala mentioning that she spawned some cute or cool bugs into existence already, so we must have been on the same page about bees being awesome. I just wasn’t expecting to see such a massive, albeit apparently barren, hive.

And so, I resumed my trip back to Vala instead of bothering nature since—

	What do you think you’re doing?


“What?” I asked Window.

	Why are you walking away?


“Because I want to get back to Vala before it’s too late?”

	That’s great and all, but why aren’t you checking out the bees?


“I did. I looked at the hive, saw how huge it was, and thought to myself that it was pretty cool.”

	That’s not what I mean!


“Then what do you mean?”

	You’re passing up an obvious plot device! You think that some random giant bee nest just appeared out of nowhere conveniently in front of your way back just so that you could look at it and then ignore it?!


“Oh. That’s what you’re getting at.”

	“Oh. That’s what you’re getting at.”
What else would I be getting at?!



“I don’t know. That’s why I was surprised.”

	If you’re going to say you were surprised then you have to actually act surprised!


“I did. That’s why I said ‘oh.’”

	Saying “oh” in a monochrome voice doesn’t count as surprise!


“Monotone.”

	Huh?


“You wrote ‘in a monochrome voice.’ It’s ‘monotone.’”

	I—I don’t know what you’re talking about. Anyways! Just try to get the hive already!


“No thanks.”

	Why?! You’re supposed to be some sort of plant-obsessed virgin! Shouldn’t you love bees?!


“I do love bees. That’s why I don’t want to knock the hive down and disturb any bees inside of it.”

	How do you know there are bees inside of it?


“Who else would have built it?”

	Maybe it was abandoned!


“Abandoned right after we started ‘playing’ here, assuming that it only popped up recently?”

	May-maybe it uh… maybe… maybe… how do you know it wasn’t spawned empty?


“Something might have moved into it even if it was empty when it first popped up.”

	What if it doesn’t actually have an inside because it’s just an item that you’re supposed to collect in order to progress the game?


“Doesn’t it lose a lot of the effect and sense of accomplishment if I have to be told about it? Wouldn’t it be more fun for me and Vala to naturally discover these things on our own instead of having a certain informational status window spoil everything?”

	Would you just take the hive, please?


“Alright.”

	Wait, really? You’re going to do it that easily after how annoying you were about it?


“Sure. You said ‘please.’ Therefore, to reward you for being a good window, I shall reward you by playing along with your plan.”

	Don’t—don’t call me a good window. That’s weird.


“Who’s a good window? Who’s a good little informational status window?” I asked her in the same way that I talked to the dogs.

	Cease and desist!


“Stop trying to be a lawyer. Good windows aren’t lawyers.”

	Th-then I don’t want to be good!


“Is that why you’re rotating a bit from side to side like a dog wagging her tail? I don’t even have to shake you myself anymore. All I have to do is call you a good window and you shake yourself.”

	You are a true enemy to all of windowkind.


“I have to admit, I’m not sure how I feel about this development. Here I thought I’d just be a straight man to you, but now there’s some sort of petplay thing going on.”

	You don’t know anime references but you know what petplay is?


“I’ve seen lots of porn. I’m a virgin, remember?”

	Yeah, that makes sense. So, how about that beehive?


“How am I supposed to get it?”

	You could try throwing something at it.


“I don’t have my tools with me, and,” I paused to look down at the blue dog who had been following me, “I’m not going to throw a dog, either.”

	Why don’t you throw yourself?


“I can’t jump that high, but I do have an idea.”

	What idea? Wait—hey! Wh-what do you think you’re doing?!


“I’m not going to shake you. Promise,” I said while holding Window in my hands.

I meant my promise, too.

	I’m buffing all of the cats if you lie.


Rather than shake her, I held her as if I was about to throw a flying disc, aimed at the top of the hive where it connected to the branch, and tossed her.

I couldn’t tell what she was trying to tell me. All I knew was that a bunch of all-caps words showed up on her as she spun through the air.

See? I kept my promise. All I did was throw her, not shake her.

Her rectangular body sliced right through the top of the hive, severing it from the drooping branch, thus dropping it to the ground as Window spun, and spun, and spun until she somehow flew beyond the forest’s canopy.

As for the hive, it broke open upon smashing into the ground. Fortunately for my conscious, there were no bees inside of it. That was also good for my body. I really didn’t want to be stung by an angry horde of bees for ruining their hive.

There was, however, something inside of the center of the hive.

It was a large, teacup-shaped cell with a white pupa within surrounded by honey. In other words, it was a growing queen.

I looked down at it and said the words I remembered from the previous day.

“Description.”

	Queen Bleegghhh… - Queen Bee Cell
Material
A special… egg thing that has a—a queen… inside…
I feel sick… I’m so buffing the cats tonight.



I actually started feeling bad for her. She felt so sick that she turned green and struggled displaying words on her informational status window of a body, but at least getting the description summoned her back so that she would no longer be indefinitely spinning through the sky.

“Thanks, Window, and sorry for throwing you so hard,” I said.

	If you promise to never do it again then I won’t buff the cats.


“Deal. I promise to never throw you like a Fris—”

	Hey! Don’t use the trademarked brand name for them. It’ll hurt our chances of getting an anime adaption. Probably.


“If you say so.” I shrugged. “I promise to never throw you like a flying disc again.”

	That’s right, you better promise. Now, you better be grateful that I’m showing you this, you virgin. You’ve unlocked a new tower for finding that rare item.


“You mean the rare item that was just hanging from a tree in the middle of my path that was extremely obvious and hard to miss? That I found on my second day of being here before even beating the second night? So rare.”

	…
Stop being so virgin.



“You know what? Fine. I’ll stop being a virgin. Right here, right now. Help me out with it. If you could make yourself a mouth before then you can—”

	OKAY SOUNDS LIKE IT’S NEW TOWER INFORMATION TIME LET’S GO HERE YOU GO YOUR WELCMOE GOOD DAY GOODBYE
Bumblebee Tower
Difficulty Level: ★★
Build Time: 12 hours
Required Materials: Queen Bee Cell, Beeswax Chunk (x50), any type of flower (x25)
Durability: 100%
A tower that is home to bumblebees who will patrol the map to fight flying enemies and provide support to ground forces!



“So, this queen bee is supposed to be a bumblebee I’m guessing, but it came from a hive that was hanging from a tree? Bumblebees don’t build hanging hives. They prefer to build small, underground colonies or will nest in things like bird boxes. Also, since when do tower defense games have friendly flying units? I mean, I love that, but it’s usually only the enemy who gets flying units.”

Instead of answering me, Window disappeared as suddenly as usual, leaving me alone with the queen bee cell and the broken chunks of hive on the ground.

I was curious about something.

“Description,” I said while looking down at the broken hive.

	Beeswax Chunk
Material



“Simple enough.”

I picked the queen bee cell up into my arms, which was bigger than the dogs were, and then looked down at my blue-furred companion who had been there the whole time sniffing and licking the broken hive.

“I’ll give you all belly rubs before bed if you get the others and carry these chunks back,” I offered her.

Needless to say, she bit onto the nearest chunk and ran as fast as she could back to our base.

The dogs took back a total of nineteen chunks of beeswax. That hive was huge and only resulted in nineteen chunks, so I was going to have to find two more hives if I wanted to have enough beeswax.

Until then, I set down the queen bee cell on top of some beeswax and then surrounded it with the rest, placing a couple of chunks over top of it to keep it properly secured. That way, it was surrounded just like how it was in the hive.

It was a good thing that I didn’t accidentally throw Window through the queen bee cell. That could have been really bad.

So, that might not have been a problem, but there was a problem.

Two more roads appeared while I was gone. Rather than have two paths that converge into one leading up to my greenhouse, there were now two new roads that went around and beyond my towers before connecting to the main road. Each one reconnected to the main road just short of reaching my greenhouse, too, making them serious threats. One of the roads joined the main one right before my greenhouse—directly across from the closest tower I could build to my greenhouse.

That settled it. We needed another tower and quickly.

We needed one that could block and stall any enemies who came from the side roads to try and get around our other towers.

“Vala!” I shouted. “Come on! We’ve got gathering to do before the battle starts!”

“Ehh? But,” Vala paused, looking at me. “Where—where’d your shirt go?”

“Huh?”

“You’re—you’re not wearing a shirt.”

Her eyes darted around as a light pink took to her pale cheeks. She looked like she wanted to look at my exposed chest—which I had only just realized was exposed—but was too nervous to just stare at it.

“Oh. I never wore a shirt after bathing before, so I forgot to put it on and I guess I left it back at the pond,” I explained. “I didn’t even realize it.”

“I—I see. You’re uhh… kinda… kinda muscular, aren’t you?”

“I told you that I exercise, remember? Between exercise, yardwork, and not really eating much, looking like this is no big deal.”

“Ye-yeah.”

Her blush only grew brighter as her eyes fluttered.

“So… you said uhh, something about gathering, right?” she asked.

“Yeah. We’re going to need another dog tower to deal with those new roads.”

“New roads?” she asked, still looking at my chest.

“You didn’t even notice?”

“I—I was busy…”

“Playing games?”

She gulped and nodded, having no idea just how obvious she was being.

If it wasn’t for her being so lost staring at my chest then I probably wouldn’t have remembered that other thing I wanted to confirm.

I picked up one of the scraps of cat fur and said, “Craft.”

	Cat Skull Helmet
Difficulty Level: ★★
Build Time: 1 hour
Required Materials: Cat Fur Scraps (x3), Giant Cat Skull
Durability: 100%
3 Defense
Prove that you have defeated the Giant Cat boss by wearing his skull!
Cat Fur Vest
Difficulty Level: ★
Build Time: 10 minutes
Required Materials: Cat Fur Scraps (x10)
Durability: 100%
5 Defense
A barbaric vest made out of cat fur!
Cat Fur Gloves (also available as Gaming Gloves upgrade)
Difficulty Level: ★
Build Time: 10 minutes
Required Materials: Cat Fur Scraps (x2)
Durability: 100%
2 Defense
A pair of barbaric gloves made out of cat fur!
Cat Fur Waistcloth
Difficulty Level: ★
Build Time: 10 minutes
Required Materials: Cat Fur Scraps (x7)
Durability: 100%
4 Defense
A fully-covering, barbaric waistcloth made out of cat fur!
Cat Fur Boots
Difficulty Level: ★
Build Time: 10 minutes
Required Materials: Cat Fur Scraps (x4)
Durability: 100%
2 Defense
A pair of barbaric boots made out of cat fur!



It was just as I thought. That “recipe series” reward meant that I could make a full set of armor out of the cat fur scraps given alongside the recipe series. Well, I couldn’t actually make a full set yet since I didn’t have enough scraps nor the skull… which completely gave away what the first boss would be.

Going by the names and descriptions, they made the armor sound like I was going to look like some sort of barbarian type of character if I wore it all. While that wasn’t exactly an aesthetic that I had any interest in going for, I figured I might as well.

Anything to protect my greenhouse.

I pressed the hammer buttons next to the vest and boots, leaving me with only six scraps left.

In front of the hammer button next to the gloves option was an upward-pointing arrow.

The name of the gloves said I could also upgrade my gaming gloves, so if I put two and two together, the arrow was probably how to upgrade them.

I decided to experiment and chose to upgrade my gloves.

Instead of the third crew of beavers popping out of the ground to set up tents like they did for the vest and boots, my gloves instantly transformed over my hands. They grew thicker, lined with cat fur, and they became half-finger gloves instead of covering the entire lengths of my fingers.

And yes, I did remember to put the gloves on despite not remembering to put on a shirt.

“Description,” I said, looking at my new gloves.

	Cat Fur Gaming Gloves
Durability: ∞
2 Defense
Gloves that let you play the game when worn! They have been upgraded with cat fur, making them even softer and warmer!



It seemed like upgrading them was the best choice. Not only was the upgrade instant, but the gloves had infinite durability as long as they were upgraded from my gaming gloves.

The description really wasn’t lying about them being softer. Despite how barbaric they looked—despite how they made me look like some sort of wasteland bandit-barbarian who resorted to using cat fur for protection, they were super soft and the tops—which had patches of fur on them—were pretty fluffy and nice to touch.

A few minutes later and my vest and boots were done, too.

The boots looked like something that Vikings would wear and the vest was even worse. It might have been called a vest and offered me five more points in defense, but it ended up just looking like some fur vest that I couldn’t even close in any way. It left my arms and the front of my torso exposed, only managing to fully cover my back and sides.

I felt really stupid wearing gloves, boots, and a vest all made out of cat fur while I was still wearing basic, denim jeans.

At least Vala would get to continue not-so-subtly checking out my chest thanks to how revealing the vest was.

I really wanted to make a joke about her obvious gaze but, at the same time, I didn’t want her to stop looking.

It was nice having a girl as pretty as her checking me out. Especially considering that she was a dragon—a giant, godlike dragon.

If anything, it was a great ego booster.

Though, it was a little embarrassing. I just had to keep my mind distracted by thoughts of protecting my greenhouse so that I wouldn’t join her in blushing.

“Ready to go gathering? We need more wood and stone,” I asked her.

Vala sighed, still looking at my chest, and nodded.

Before, I only worked out because I wanted to be healthy. Being healthy meant that I would get to live a longer life with my plants and my greenhouse.

Now, I was thinking it might be worth working out even harder to give her even more reason to look at me as she was.


Chapter Eleven

Gathering the necessary materials required for another warrior tower didn’t take us too long. We were only gathering enough materials for one tower instead of three since I didn’t think we were going to need more than one extra tower for only the second battle, plus Vala was more than happy to listen to orders and follow me so long as she could continue looking at my chest.

She really liked my muscles.

I even gave her a bit of fanservice at one point by lifting several cubes of stone at once to really get those forearm veins and biceps bulging.

Showing off was fun.

Though, I might have gotten too into it since there was one point where Vala accidentally walked into a tree because she was looking at me while she was walking. That was why she had some scratches on her forehead when we returned back to our base with the last haul.

And so, with my muscles and her forehead scratches, we built another warrior tower right in front of the greenhouse. It would serve as a final line of defense against anybody who wished to assault my greenhouse. We even got done early enough to finish constructing the tower before it was time for the next battle.

As for the dogs who came rushing out of the tower’s doors as soon as it was compete… they were more or less just like the other dogs except one had purple hair which went well with the blue and pink hair of the two dogs from the other towers.

Was I going to get a uniquely colored dog for every tower? If I built another one, would there be a green-haired dog? A red-haired dog? Would I eventually get a rainbow-haired dog if I got enough towers of dogs?

The world may never know. Or it might. Who knows?

All I knew was that the moon was rising high enough into the sky that it was about time to battle.

I gave all the new dogs some attention in the form of scratches and pettings while waiting for the battle to begin.

Then, the sky grew darker and the roads glowed as that metal tower from before rose from behind the trees.

“Wave: 1/7,” and three hearts, appeared in the sky next to the tower. Sounds of monsters came from the forest, spurring Vala to finally focus on something other than me as she grabbed her spear and spun it around to strike a cool pre-battle pose again.

I wondered if she was going to do that before every single nightly battle. She really did act just like an RPG character at times.

“Ready, partner?” I asked her.

“That’s my line,” Vala answered, smiling at me.

“We’re partners which means we both get to use it.”

“Hehe, right! Let’s hope they’re actually challenging this time.”

“I mean, we probably would have lost last time if it wasn’t for our dogs arriving just in time.”

“Pfffsshhhh, nah. They’ll never take even a single heart from us!”

“You sound awfully confident for a girl swinging around a pointy stick.”

“It’s your pointy stick!”

“That’s what she said.”

She lit up with a massive grin the moment my words reached her ears. If anything, her expression at the time could be compared to that of an extremely proud parent whose child just said “momma” or “dadda” for the first time.

“I—I raised you so well,” Vala said as that proud expression turned into a sniffling and teary-eyed one.

“You’ve ‘raised’ me for all of thirty hours or so.”

“It was so hard sometimes…”

“That’s what she said.”

Tears actually started to roll down her cheeks after that one.

She took her “that’s what she said jokes” far more seriously than anybody should ever take a joke, but that was endearing about her. Besides, I understood. She was passionate about such jokes in the same way that I was passionate about my plants. We both had something that we were proud of to the point of tears and there was nothing wrong with that.

She was so amazed by my low-effort jokes that she didn’t even mention anything about love points even though that probably would have been a perfect time for it. Well, I still didn’t understand how those things worked in the first place nor did I know if they were even real things. Then again, given that we were in an illogical world where informational status windows could blush and turn green from feeling sick, something like “love points” was almost certainly real.

The night’s battle began once she wiped her proud tears away.

	New Enemy Discovered!
Cat Runner
Threat: ★
HP: Somewhere between a Cat Scout’s and a Cat Soldier’s HP but probably closer to the former.
Damage: 3
Defense: 3
Cats of the Pawsitively Feline Empire who run around like it’s the middle of the night!



I had a bad feeling about this enemy.

Coming out of the forest to rush down the new roads were… cats with plastic bags loosely stuck around their bodies.

Naturally, they were running and zigzagging as much as cats would in such a situation.

All our soldiers from the first three towers could do was watch as the cats ran and zigzagged outside of their areas, charging straight toward me, Vala, and our newest dog warriors.

“This is getting kind of ridiculous, don’t you think? Cats stuck in bags? They’re this world’s ‘fast runner’ type of enemy?” I asked.

“Ridiculous is fun!” Vala answered.

Well, she wasn’t wrong, plus I wasn’t seriously asking. After all, I was aware that everything this world had to offer would be utterly ridiculous for the sake of being fun.

At least there were enough of us to defend the greenhouse. Two of the speedy cats came from each path, so there were four total against five of us. Without armor or weapons aside from their claws, we were able to easily defeat them.

Their… “death animations” were especially amusing. As soon as they were defeated, the bags stuck around them somehow got even more stuck which caused them to run even faster away from the battlefield and back into the forest.

“This is why you never play in plastic bags,” I told the three newest dogs.

They nodded their heads and barked.

While waiting for the next wave, I came up with names for the dogs—well, the uniquely colored ones. I told Vala she could name the others.

The purple-haired one got named Lavender, Lavi for short. The blue-haired one was named Delphinium, Delphi for short. And finally, there was the pink-haired one who I named Camellia, or Cami for short.

Yes. I named them each after flowers that matched their hair colors.

The second wave started once I was done going around giving the dogs their names.

That was when I started thinking about how strange the current “gameplay” was for a tower defense. We were able to build towers before the battles even started, the same “level” just grew larger instead of changing, and there was no building, destroying, and upgrading towers during the battles as far as I could tell.

What would even happen if a tower got destroyed? Didn’t they have durability? What would happen to whoever lived inside of them?

I was going to have to ask Window some more questions later since I was getting worried, and they seemed important enough to give me answers to instead of saying no because of spoilers.

If she did try to use the spoiler defense to not give me an answer, I would just remind her about the whole bee thing and the cat skull helmet spoiler.

The second and third waves were dealt with without any problems. Thankfully, most of the attackers still came down the original two paths instead of the new ones on the sides. We would have been in serious trouble if more came down the sides than we were ready for.

Of course, it wouldn’t be a “game” without a challenge.

	New Enemy Discovered!
Bagged Cat
Threat: ★
HP: The HP of the bags get added to their normal HP.
Damage: 6
Defense: 4
These cats of the Pawsitively Feline Empire were born in the bags—molded by them.



And so… the newest enemy came running at us. One down each of the new paths.

And…

Well.

They were larger cats than usual, but that wasn’t what made me almost die from laughter after seeing them.

You see, the cats were wearing onesie-like bags that only their heads were poking out of. Their legs, tails, bodies—everything other than their heads was covered in loose, plastic bags.

It was as if they had full suits of plastic bag armor.

As amusing as the sight was, the cats seemed really crazy. We could see the crazed fury within their eyes from a far distance as they ran at us much faster than all previous enemies.

The dogs ran forward to intercept them.

As it would turn out, these newest cats were strong. Six points of damage was apparently enough that it shouldn’t have been taken lightly as the two dogs who engaged with them first were both knocked out after just five seconds.

Tossed to the sides, the dogs were beaten and lying on their sides.

I would have felt bad for them… if their tails weren’t wagging and if their tongues weren’t hanging out from heavy panting as if they didn’t just have a ton of fun. Plus, they got up on their own after a few seconds to limp back into their tower.

Vala and Lavi then finished off the bagged cats, resulting in their bag-armor getting torn which scared them into running away.

There were no more surprises for the rest of the battle and the injured dogs came out of the tower after thirty seconds as if they were never injured in the first place. Fortunately, they didn’t look hurt. They had some scratches before, but those vanished from their bodies.

Aside from that, the last wave offered us the greatest challenge yet just because of the numbers of the enemies.

Ten cat scouts supported by five cat soldiers came down each of the main two roads at the same time, five more cat runners came down each of the side roads, and then two more bagged cats came down each side road. Fortunately, the bagged cats didn’t come at the same time or else we might have been in serious trouble.

Regardless, Vala and I really ended up having to give it our all to protect the heart emojis on my greenhouse’s door. The dogs supported by the bowman tower all got wiped out at one point while we were already dealing with our own cats near the greenhouse. If it wasn’t for Vala using the weakened version of her rainbow beam attack which took out three cats at once, we probably would have lost at least one or two hearts.

I wanted a special ability.

Tired and panting, the battle of the second night was over.

We won.

	Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Stage 1-2: The Second Night
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: 68 Cat Scouts, 24 Cat Runners, 16 Cat Soldiers, 8 Bagged Cats
Rewards: 312 Gold Coins, Recipe Series: Cat Paw Weaponry, 20 Cat Fur Scraps, 10 Cat Bones, 5 Cat Paws, 2 Shrimp Pasta Dinners with White Wine, and enough food for everybody in the towers.



Seeing just how many cats we actually defeated across all of the waves made me feel pretty proud. There were only nine dogs, me, Vala, and the bowman tower. Yet, we held off over one hundred enemies all on our own.

It was rough at times, but we survived.

We were definitely going to need even more towers if we wanted to survive the next battle without losing any hearts, though. I knew that there was going to be a boss coming at some point and the enemies were growing increasingly tough. And what if more roads opened up? We needed more allies and better defenses.

“That was kind of tough,” Vala said.

“Yeah, but we won. Good job,” I said.

“Hehe, yeah we did! Have fun?”

“I did. You?”

“Of course I did! It’s fun to be challenged for once.”

“For once? What about the race earlier?”

“You hacked.”

“Keep telling yourself that.”

I held a fist out to her.

She immediately got the point and bumped her fist against mine.

It had only been two days but I was already having so much fun—genuine fun. I might have been panicking, swearing, and almost pissed my pants leading up to meeting Vala, but I would gladly go through all of that again if it meant coming to this world and having such a fun life here.

A major factor leading to my fun was just how easy it was to get used to Vala. You might think it’s crazy for somebody to “get used” to being around an all-powerful dragon larger than mountains after just two days, but it was true. I felt as if I had been her friend for months already. After all of the suspicions were gone, it was just completely natural to get along with her.

And Window. Kind of.

	Kind of?!


Kind of.

Regardless of Window—

	I am not something to just be regardless of!


In spite of Window—

	THAT’S EVEN WORSE!


In addition to Window—

	Good enough.


—getting along with them was just so easy and natural. If they weren’t so easy to get along with, I wouldn’t have been able to tease them with sexual jokes to fluster them, I wouldn’t have been able to handle Vala sleeping with me, and I wouldn’t have been thinking about how I wanted to impress Vala more.

That last thing was why I decided that I would exercise some more before going to sleep.

Before that, though, I went around to feed everybody at the towers and then sat down at the magically-present-again table with Vala to eat dinner and drink wine together.

I was halfway through my plate of shrimp pasta when Vala spoke up and said, “I’m really happy you’re having fun.”

“Where’s this coming from?” I asked.

“From my happiness.”

“That makes sense.”

“Of course it does! I’m a dragon, after all,” she said, holding a hand over her chest while proudly tilting her head up.

“You’re somebody who eats your food too fast is who you are. You’d enjoy it more if you’d slow down.”

“I got used to eating everything in as few bites as possible to minimize how much it would distract me from games.”

“I think you’re really just a gluttonous dragon who can’t resist eating fast like some sort of starving dog.”

“D-don’t compare me to a starving dog…”

“Alright. A starving lizard.”

“I told you I’m not a lizard!”

“Either way, slow down so that you can actually enjoy your food next time.”

Vala leaned forward on her elbows, her chin resting on the backs of her hands. Then, with a gentle smile and soft eyes, she said, “Nope.”

The way that she was looking at me while I was in the middle of slurping a noodle into my mouth made me freeze and made my heart throb.

I was tempted to say something about love points, but she probably already knew how I felt.

After all, she made me freeze in the middle of slurping a noodle.

Her expression softened even more as her cheeks reddened once again.

“I—I can spend more time looking at you if I finish first.”

If my heart wasn’t throbbing before, it definitely was after hearing that.

“It’s embarrassing being watched while eating,” I told her after finally slurping in the rest of the noodle that was hanging out from between my lips.

“Hehe, deal with it.”

“First, you watched my muscles the whole time we were gathering, and now you’re watching me eat.”

Calling her out on watching my muscles made her blush grow even brighter. “Wa-was I that obvious?”

“Extremely.”

Even Window popped up next to her to agree with me.

Vala covered her face with her hands once again, but then she took a deep breath and pulled her hands away.

“It’s—it’s because you’re… y-you’re nice to look at,” she said with as much confidence as she could bring out.

“You’re really working for those love points, aren’t you?” I asked, finally giving in to using saying “love points.”

I was worried that I’d start blushing and stuttering myself if I didn’t force out some sort of quick response.

Saying that brought out that kind, beautiful smile of hers that beamed genuine happiness.

She might have been a lazy dragon, but she definitely wasn’t lazy when it came to making me fall for her. Though, I probably would have fallen for her even if she wasn’t trying.

How could I have resisted falling for somebody as amazing as her?


Chapter Twelve

Once again, Vala used my body as a pillow—or rather, a bed. Each time she did, I found it more difficult to actually get any sleep. The thoughts of a virgin slowly became more frequent the longer I spent time with her. Being so intimate just made those thoughts even stronger.

I wanted to touch more of her. I wanted to hold her. She smelled nice. She looked cute. Feeling her lying on top of me was nice. I liked her. I wanted to spend more time with her. I wanted to do even more with her than serve as her bed.

I had to shake the virginial thoughts out of my head if I wanted to actually get any sleeping done. I had to focus on something other than Vala and my growing fondness for her.

So, I thought of the good old days instead.

The days of online gaming.

When I was younger—between thirteen and seventeen, I spent the vast majority of my time playing online video games. Whether I was playing FPS games, MMOs, or just “social” games that meant dressing up an avatar and hanging around in whatever the most popular town was to talk to people instead of doing the actual content the developers created for everybody, I made a good few friends during those days. Unfortunately, I fell out of contact with all of them. Even so, that didn’t mean I stopped cherishing my memories with them.

My first friend online went by the name of “1337DragonZ” in everything that we played. He was the type of guy to always try pulling off crazy moves that usually resulted in him dying instead of actually doing anything cool. Said moves also usually involved snipers.

Out of all the three-sixty no-scopes that he tried on purpose, he never pulled off a single one successfully. There was, however, one time when he accidentally fell off a building, reflexively spun around, and then accidentally fired his sniper while he was falling.

He got a headshot from that.

The sound of him screaming into his microphone, telling his mom to get the camera, and shouting profanities that no teen should have been shouting was something that I will never forget. Unfortunately for him, his mom brought a bar of soap to his room instead of the camera.

Everybody in the match was laughing at the sound of him begging, “Not the soap again!” while sounding like he was about to cry. I was laughing, too, even if he was my best friend at the time. Then we all laughed even harder when she started shouting at him to keep his voice down to not disturb the neighbors.

Her shouting was even louder than his was.

If he wasn’t getting in trouble with his mom, his little sister was sounding adorable in the background and making the hearts of whoever could hear her melt.

Good times, good times.

Then there was my friend who I played some of those social MMOs with. I was never able to convince him to do anything else since all he wanted to do was dress up his avatar—which was a girl—and sit around in town talking, but he did at least jump on me to talk and hang out every single time that I got online. So, we might not have done much dungeon diving or player killing together, but I probably spent more time just talking to him about anything and everything than I spent talking with everybody else in my life combined. There were plenty of times we’d get into some random, fun conversation that would last until the sun was coming up and it was time for me to go to school.

Good, but tiring, times.

Then there was that time I was playing on some multiplayer server for a survival game where the characters started off naked with only rocks. I teamed up with a couple of random naked players I found, ran around with torches shouting random things, found a pig, and started worshipping it. We then found another random player, beat them to the verge of death, tied them up, and dragged them back to our pig god.

Then, if the other player wanted to survive, he had to recite the phrase that we ordered him to say.

I want to be Porkle Workle’s little piggy wiggy.

It was incredibly stupid and immature. It was also the first thing that we thought of and, for some reason, was absolutely hilarious to us.

Then we killed the guy even after he said it and started chanting about offering his flesh to our pig god.

Pork for the pork god.

The fact that we got “human flesh” instead of pork from his corpse didn’t matter.

Then the pig got glitched inside of a rock, so we started worshipping the rock.

After that, we decided to fight each other to determine who was worthy of being the rock-pig-god’s chosen one. I was the first to die.

Odd times.

Never talked to those guys again.

It was thanks to those memories that I was able to fall asleep without thinking too much about Vala sleeping on top of me.

And again, by the time that I woke up, she was busy with her game. Though, this time she was wearing some earbud headphones and sitting in the grass next to me. I think she was trying not to disturb me as I slept… but she didn’t realize that her tail was sitting across my chest and moving around depending on how she moved in-game.

There were a few times where, when she’d pull a sharp, right turn in-game, her tail would slide to the right and almost slap me in the face. It swung really fast at my face at one point, so I grabbed it to stop it from actually smacking me.

She froze and slowly turned her head to look at me. The expression on her face made me think that I must have done something wrong since she was staring at me with wide eyes and reddened cheeks, and her lips were quivering as if she wanted to say something but couldn’t.

“Wh-what are you doing?” Vala stuttered out.

I looked at her tail, still held in my hand, and then back at her to answer, “This thing almost slapped me in the face. I’ve been slapped by my lizard before, but I’m pretty sure this would hurt a lot more if it hit me.”

“I—I thought I said to stop comparing me to a lizard.”

Since I had her tail in my hand and was curious about just how it measured up to a regular lizard’s tail, I let my other hand touch and rub her scales, turned her tail over to look and poke at its underside, and then—and then I realized just how Vala was looking at me.

Or rather, how she wasn’t looking at me.

She had her hands over her face and she was red from her neck to her ears. Not only that, but I could hear her panting behind her hands and her thighs were rubbing against each other.

Seeing her reaction really made me want to continue what I was doing, but was that alright? After trying so hard to get rid of those virginial thoughts of mine just prior to sleeping, now I had woken up and was wanting to embrace them to tease her. She wasn’t telling me to stop, she wasn’t trying to pull away, and she sounded like she was enjoying it.

I gently slid the tips of my fingers down her tail towards its tip. The closer my fingers got to the end of her tail, the more her back arched and the faster she panted.

It was more than obvious, even to a virgin such as myself, that she was getting excited from my fingers. Her tail must have been sensitive—very sensitive.

By the time my fingers reached her tail’s tip, she had one hand covering half her face while her other hand balled up in front of her mouth.

What should I do now? Should I just… poke it? Rub it? Squeeze it? Wait, I’m talking about a tail here, not a man’s third leg. But, I mean, it is having the same effect. So, maybe I should? Wait, am I seriously doing this? This—this is pretty sexual, isn’t it? I mean, with how she’s reacting, this is definitely sexual. What’s going to happen after this? Is she going to be mad? Maybe I should stop. But, what if she gets mad that I stop? She’s looking right at me and she looks like she wants me to continue but can’t say it herself, but what would I know?

My mind was so full of frantic worries that I didn’t even notice the incoming attack.

There was no chance to defend.

I only noticed the attack once it had already been launched and there was no stopping it.

Flying straight at my face with her front legs sticking out in front of her, back legs sticking out behind her, and with her tongue hanging out from her mouth… was Delphi.

She landed on my face, fell off, rolled around on her back as she tried getting up onto her feet again, and then licked my face like crazy.

My immediate reaction was to try and grab her to lift her up and pull her away from my face, but I forgot that I was still holding Vala’s tail. This resulted in me squeezing even harder and pulling, and that resulted in Vala letting out a combination of a high-pitched moan and gasp in one.

It was surprising enough that both me and Delphi stopped what we were doing to look up at the furiously blushing dragon.

“Wi-Window must have spawned one of those squeaking frogs from the desert! Ye-yeah, it must have jumped by and squeaked o-or something,” Vala tried explaining.

Neither me nor Delphi were buying it.

Besides, I knew what frog she was talking about and those things sounded like squeaky toys, not feminine moaning and gasping. For Vala to compare her own noise to that… it made me imagine Vala actually sounding like a squeaking frog.

I wasn’t able to not laugh at that. Even as Delphi resumed licking my face, I couldn’t stop laughing at imagining Vala sounding like a squeaking frog.

Talk about mood shifts. Just a minute before cracking up at the thought of a squeaking-frog Vala, I was teasing her tail and it seemed like we were about to take things a bit further.

That was two unpredictable mornings in a row and I was sure that it was only a sign of things to come.

Even Vala started to laugh. She was only laughing because I was laughing, but we laughed together nonetheless.

I don’t think that either of us even cared about Delphi’s interruption since it resulted in us laughing so hard together.

“And here I thought you didn’t want to be compared to reptiles,” I teased her after finally calming down.

“I said not to compare me to lizards!” Vala said, holding her stomach and taking heavy breaths thanks to how hard she was laughing.

“So, comparing you to lizards isn’t alright but comparing you to frogs is?”

“It’s—it’s not, but—”

“Whatever you say, Hoppy.”

“Ho-Hoppy? What kind of nickname is that?”

“It was either that or ‘Froggy.’ I figured that Hoppy would work since frogs hop and it sounds slightly less stupid.”

“Please come up with a sweeter nickname than that for me…”

“No can do, Hoppy.”

“You’re going to make the love points go down if you keep calling me that!” she pouted, nudging me with one of her bare feet.

“I wonder if another squeaking frog is going to appear out of nowhere if I poke you here,” I teased, poking her foot.

“Wh-what? Are you—are you into feet or something?! And it’s not my fault that my tail is so sensitive!”

“Hm? What does your tail being sensitive have to do with frogs appearing out of nowhere and then mysteriously vanishing before anybody has a chance to actually see them?”

She looked away and scratched her cheek. “I—I dunno.”

“I wonder if there even was a frog in the first place.”

“There was! There totally was!”

Seeing her get so flustered made me want to tease her even more.

Something awoke within me.

I might have been a virgin with next to no experience with girls, but that didn’t matter. All that mattered was taking advantage of the situation to tease the sweet treat in front of me.

“That’s a shame. I thought that the noise might have come from you. If it did, I was going to say that I really liked the noise and that it made my love points go up, but I guess it was just some other reptile that made my love points go up. Maybe I have a thing for frogs,” I teased.

“Do-don’t lower yourself to bestiality just to tease me!” Vala whined even more.

We started laughing again.

My random talks with her really reminded me of some of my old days of just bullshitting around with friends online. It had the exact same sort of energy but with the extra factor of me falling in love with her and all of that. No big deal.

“Anyways,” I said after we calmed back down, “what are the plans for today?”

“Game, nap, game, nap, game, fight, then sleep!” Vala answered.

“How about we cut out one of those naps and two of those games?”

“It sure would be a shame if a fire started in your greenhouse…”

“Hey! That’s not even funny to joke about! You know how much time I’ve put into that?!”

“That’s how I feel about napping and gaming! It’s the exact same! Wanting to take my napping and gaming away is like wanting to tear my wings off so that you can attach cinder blocks to my feet and toss me into the middle of the ocean!”

“That’s way too dramatic!”

“Says you! I bet you’d be dramatic over your plants!”

“I’d never be dramatic about my plants! Setting my greenhouse on fire and burning all of my plants would be like burning my very soul to ashes, using those ashes to make a candle, and then tossing it into the middle of the ocean! There’s nothing worse than being a candle surrounded by water!”

“That’s the definition of dramatic! And it makes no sense! Can you even turn ashes into candles?!”

“No, but that’s not the point!”

“Then we’ll make a deal! No more suggesting to take away my naps and games, and no convenient fires will ever start in your greenhouse!”

“Deal!”

“Good! Though it’s not like I’d ever let your greenhouse or plants get hurt anyways. Thanks for letting me have my naps and games, though.”

“It wasn’t like I was seriously going to take your naps and games away from you. You’d be like a completely different dragon if I did that.”

“Then why were we fighting?”

“We were? I thought we were just having an overly dramatic back-and-forth with each other for fun.”

“O-oh. Yeah. To-totally. I—I didn’t think you were serious or anything…”

“Though, you really should spend more time doing other things.”

“Why do other things when you can do other things for me?”

I flicked her forehead, resulting in her dramatically tossing her head backward before bringing up both of her hands to cover where I flicked her.

“I’m going to go do other things now. You’re welcome to join me if you want to,” I told her.

“Ooh. What’s on the schedule?”

“Check out those new weapon recipes, work on my farm, and then go into the forest to look for some more hives so that I can make that other tower.”

“Hmm, hmm… that sounds like stuff that requires effort. I’ll just play games for now, but let me know when you go into the forest! I’ll walk around with you.”

“Got it. I’ll make sure to grab you for our forest-walking date,” I teased, not knowing just how powerful the word “date” was.

“A da-date? Our—our first date?” she mumbled.

That newly awoken desire to tease was triggered again by her stuttering mumbles and nervous blushing. Seeing her tail sway from side to side behind her made it even better.

“Yeah. Unless you don’t want to. I could just find that frog to take out.”

“Th-there was no frog, and stop lowering yourself to that!”

“Then who made that noise? The really cute and hot one that I heard?”

Her cheeks grew even brighter as she turned her head to the side to scratch her cheek. “I—I dunno. Maybe… ma-maybe it was… a dragon?”

“A dragon? But there’s only one of those around here, right?”

“We-well, yeah, but maybe there’s two!”

“Huh. I guess I should find the second dragon then since I really want to spend more time with the dragon who made that sound.”

“Maybe there isn’t another dragon!”

“Then who was it?”

“Maybe… I—I guess it’s… theoretically possible that uhh, that it might’ve… could’ve possibly… been… me?”

“Hmm. Possibly, but I don’t know. I’d have to confirm it somehow.”

She instantly lowered her tail between her legs, bringing it between them, and then slid it up underneath the oversized shirt so that she could hug it and hide it from me. Though, the tip of it poked out of the top. “Ta-tail touching is off-limits until further notice!” she declared. “You don’t have enough love points for that!”

“But you were letting me do it earlier.”

“Tha-that’s because I got caught up in the moment! You took advantage of me like some sort of dragon hunter!”

“Well, I am Drake Hunter.”

“There’s nothing you’re going to get from my tail! It’s not involved in any weapon crafting recipes and you can’t get a gem from carving it, either!”

“What random reference is that?!”

Once again, we laughed.

I couldn’t remember ever feeling as happy as I felt with her. I might have been content with my previous life from before her, but I could confidently say that I was happy now. I was enjoying life—I was having fun.

I had laughed more in the past couple of days than I’d laughed in years.


Chapter Thirteen

So, the first task I wanted to accomplish for the day was checking on those new crafting recipes I unlocked from clearing the second night’s battle.

The first night gave my recipes for cat-based armor and the second night gave me recipes for cat-based weapons.

If my armor was anything to go by, the weapons were going to look like a fantasy berserker’s weapons.

I picked up one of the bones and… realized that I was suddenly surrounded by three dogs—by Delphi, Lavi, and Cami.

Well, there were ten bones, so I figured that it wouldn’t hurt to give them each one. I was just impressed that they could suddenly appear out of nowhere as soon as I picked up a bone.

Giving them each a bone calmed their wagging tags and gave me some space to do what I was originally trying to do.

I picked up another one bone and said, “Craft.”

	Cat Bone Sword
Difficulty Level: ★★
Build Time: 30 minutes
Required Materials: Cat Bones (x5), Cat Fur Scraps (x3), Cat Paw
Durability: 100%
4 Damage
A sword made out of a sharpened cat bone with a cat paw hilt!
Cat Paw Mace
Difficulty Level: ★★
Build Time: 30 minutes
Required Materials: Cat Paws (x3), Cat Fur Scraps (x5), Cat Bone
Durability: 100%
4 Damage
A mace that uses cat paws with extended claws to smash and cut enemies!
Cat Paw Spear (also available as Pointy Stick upgrade)
Difficulty Level: ★★
Build Time: 30 minutes
Required Materials: Cat Bones (x5), Cat Fur Scraps (x3), Cat Paw
Durability: 100%
4 Damage
A spear made out of cat bones that is tipped with the claws from a cat paw!
Cat Bone Axe
Difficulty Level: ★★
Build Time: 30 minutes
Required Materials: Cat Paws (x2), Cat Fur Scraps (x3), Cat Bones (x1)
Durability: 100%
Efficiency: 110%
4 Damage
An axe that uses claws from cat paws for mining and chopping!
Cat Bone Bow
Difficulty Level: ★★
Build Time: 30 minutes
Required Materials: Cat Bones (x3), Cat Fur Scraps (x2), Cat Paw
Durability: 100%
Power: 110%
A bow made out of flexible cat bones designed to shoot cat bone arrows!
Cat Bone Arrows (x5)
Difficulty Level: ★
Build Time: 10 seconds
Required Materials: Cat Bone
2 Damage
Arrows made out of cat bones!



So, there were a couple of new things I noticed. The axe had an efficiency rating on it, so it could serve as an improved PickAxe but only when it came to chopping down trees and fighting. I didn’t want to have repetitive tools, especially not for only an extra ten percent in efficiency, so the axe was out of the question. As for the bow, it lacked damage but had a power rating. If I had to guess, the power rating would be what affected the arrows’ damage. So, a bow with a power of one hundred percent would deal the full two damage of an arrow, but a bow with a power of two-hundred percent would deal four damage even if the arrow only listed two.

	You know that I’m here for the expositional infodumps, right? That’s not your job. Stop doing my job.
Also, you’re right, but you still suck for doing my job for me.



“Hey, Window, would it be possible for me to upgrade my PickAxe and HoeSho with these materials?” I asked her.

	That… would probably be a good idea.


“Also, since I’m guessing you’re attaching efficiency to tools that can be used for gathering and crafting now and all of that, don’t forget to edit the previous descriptions so that they list efficiency. I’m pretty sure they didn’t before.”

	I already did that. Nobody will ever be able to tell that the PickAxe and HoeSho descriptions didn’t have efficiencies listed until I remembered to add it for the new axe!


“Alright. So, about those upgrades.”

	You need to learn some patience.


“I’ll call you the best window ever if you do i—”

	Cat Bone PickAxe (Upgrade from PickAxe)
Difficulty Level: ★★
Upgrade Time: Instant
Required Materials: Cat Bones (x5), Cat Fur Scraps (x3), Cat Paw
Durability: 100%
Efficiency: 110%
4 Damage
An upgraded PickAxe that uses sharpened cat bones and claws to chop and mine!
Cat Paw HoeSho (Upgrade from HoeSho)
Difficulty Level: ★★
Upgrade Time: Instant
Required Materials: Cat Paws (x3), Cat Bones (x2), Cat Fur Scrap
Durability: 100%
Efficiency: 110%
4 Damage
An upgraded HoeSho that does hoe things and shovels with cat paws!
I’m waiting.



“You’re the best window ever, Window. Thanks.”

	Duh. Of course I am. I didn’t need you to tell me that.


“Alright. I’ll never say it again then since you already know it.”

	Let’s not be hasty. You should still tell me it every day just to make sure that you don’t forget it!


“I’ll mentally say it to remind myself then.”

	But you should say it out loud so that everybody around can be reminded, too!


“I’ll put up a sign to remind them.”

	What if they’re auditory learners instead of visual learners?


…

	…


…

	…


…

	>3>
I win, don’t I?



“Don’t get used to it.”

	Mwahaha! There is no defeating the best informational status window ever! Wai-wait! Please! No! Not the shaking! I’ll stop bragging, I swear! Just don’t shake me again!


She might have outsmarted me, but she couldn’t defend against the power of shaking.

With the daily Window teasing done with, I upgraded Vala’s spear and my PickAxe. Following my glove upgrade being instant, both of the weapon upgrades were instant as well.

The spear went from looking like an ordinary, wooden spear carved by some random caveman in the jungle to looking much more proper. The wood was replaced by bone and, instead of having a sharpened wooden tip, a cat paw appeared at the end of the spear with its claws extending from it. Though, the claws weren’t curled like they normally would be. They stuck straight up from the paw so that they could still be used for stabbing, and their sides were edged as well so that the spear could be used for some shallow slashing attacks, too.

As for my PickAxe, it kept the metal head but got a decorative cat’s paw on the side of it, the wooden shaft was replaced by a bone one that still had a hole carved into the bottom of it for the dragon chain to hang from, the axe end of the head was replaced by a sharpened bone, and the pick end was replaced by a few sharp, hard cat claws.

It looked like a downgrade but, seeing as how this world was one of illogical nonsenses, I was confident it was an upgrade despite how it looked.

With some leftover cat fur scraps, I caved in and made myself the waistcloth that I ran out of materials to make the previous day. Having my regular pants on while mostly wearing armor from the cat fur recipe series was seriously bothering me. I always hated mixed sets in video games. Even if mix-and-matching different armor pieces was the meta and better than having a full set of one armor type, I was much happier having a full, inferior, matching set that actually looked good.

Therefore, no matter how silly and revealing the waistcloth might have been, I decided that wearing it was of the utmost importance for the sake of matching.

My mother would have been proud.

Once it was done crafting… I was relieved. Very, very relieved. Sure, the description might have called it fully covering, but I was still worried it would end up being like some sort of loincloth. Instead, it ended up being more like a kilt that reached down to my knees.

At least it was a very masculine looking kilt since it looked like it was made of leather with patches of cat fur over it. It definitely matched the rest of the barbaric clothes I crafted.

In just a few days, I transformed from being a man wearing normal, baggy clothes wielding a watering can to a man dressed up like some sort of Scottish-Viking barbarian-berserker wielding a PickAxe with a cute dragon hanging from it and a cat’s paw on the side of the head.

My father would have been so proud.

Now that I had a full set of armor save for the head piece, I checked on my greenhouse and then got to work on my farm.

First, I used my PickAxe without my gloves on to chop down some trees normally.

I came too close to getting squished a couple of times.

With three trees chopped down, I then chopped those into smaller sections, took them back to my soon-to-be farm, and chopped them up some more. It took me a good few hours just to get a couple of wooden fence posts carved using only my PickAxe, but I did manage to get some made to begin replacing the ineffective, log fence that those beavers made.

I had a jump scare when, just as I was thinking about the fence, the beaver forewoman poked up from the ground to see what I was doing. She seemed to be taking notes, too.

And I could only tell that the beaver was a she because… I don’t know. I just knew that she was a she somehow.

Anyway, she was drawing on what looked like a blueprint, looking up at the fence posts, nodding, and then drawing some more.

Then Window popped up out of nowhere for the beaver forewoman. The forewoman then made various beaver noises to Window, pointed down at the blueprints, and then gave me a thumbs-up before disappearing back underground.

Window turned to show me what they discussed.

	Wooden Fence (Upgrade from Log Fence)
Difficulty Level: ★ ★
Build Time: 1 hour
Required Materials: Any type of wood (dependent on size of upgrade)
Durability: 100%
You know, all you had to do was ask them for an upgrade instead of doing all that work yourself.



I flicked Window, causing her to make a “>_<” face, and then used my PickAxe with the gloves to break the rest of the trees up into manageably sized logs. With that, I had more than enough wood to upgrade the fence.

The beavers popped up, covered the area in a tent, and got to work.

As grateful as I was, I was worried. If the tent covered the entire farm… what would happen if I wanted to upgrade it in the future after having crops growing? What were the beavers even doing under there? Would they mess up all my growing crops?

I peeked under the tent to see what they were doing.

That was when I got smacked by a beaver tail, leaving a red imprint on my face.

The beaver forewoman successfully taught me to never peak under a construction crew’s tent.

With an hour to kill, I went ahead and gathered some more stones and logs from the forest. I figured that it would be best to have a good stockpile of them to go through. Everything other than the cat recipes called for wood or stone, after all.

I made sure to keep an eye out for anymore hives, too, but couldn’t find any. That was going to have to wait for my “date” with Vala.

Even just thinking of it as a date myself was getting me flustered. Sure, I might have been teasing Vala about it being a date and seemed confident and everything then, but when I was alone and thinking about it… I felt every bit as bashful as she did if not more.

What was up with that? A virgin who felt more bashful when alone than with the dragon he liked? Then again, most virgins don’t go around liking dragons in the first place, so I was already an exception to the rule.

Just thinking about Vala was making me smile and put me in a good mood. So, since I was already getting tired from all the mining and chopping, I sat down to spend a few minutes with Delphi since she refused to leave my side. The pink dog, Cami, preferred following us and watching from afar. Then there was the purple dog, Lavi, who acted more… I don’t know how to explain it. She was very… energetic? She was always running around, keeping an eye out and acting like we would be in danger at any moment, but then she’d get tuckered out and take a nap before finding us again and doing it all over.

So, there was the clingy and affectionate Delphi, the shy and stalker-y Cami, and the serious and easily tired Lavi.

These dogs were definitely unique. If the color of their fur wasn’t enough to differentiate them, each one had a personality that somebody would have to purposely try to get mixed up.

I wondered what would happen to them once they grew up.

Then, while thinking of them growing up, I realized something.

I didn’t look into upgrading the towers yet.

We were already starting to struggle with that second night. Upgrading the towers to have better defenders was important and would likely be crucial to continue defending my greenhouse.

“Hey, Window, can you show me the upgrade screens for the towers?” I asked out loud even though Window was nowhere to be seen.

Then she made herself seen. Right in front of me.

	Don’t be lazy. Go to the towers and do it the proper way if you want to know.


I looked down at my lap which had an upside-down Delphi on it in the process of receiving a belly rub. “Do you seriously want to disturb her? Look at her face.”

Window lowered her window of a body to float right in front of Delphi’s face. She didn’t update the text on her screen or anything, but I did see her shake a bit as if she was internally squealing from the cuteness that was a smiling, upside-down Delphi.

Delphi sealed the deal by sticking her tongue out and giving Window a lick.

	Al-alright! Fine! I’ll let you be lazy just this once. It’s only because Delphi is so cute, so don’t get the wrong idea or anything. I’ll make it rain fire on your greenhouse if you try to be lazy again.


“Why does everybody keep threatening my greenhouse with fire?! What if I threatened to tie some cinder blocks around you to toss you into the ocean?!”

	That’s way too dramatic!


“Then show me the upgrade windows before I do it!”

	You wouldn’t!


“Are you sure? Do you really want to test that, Window? Do you really want to test to see if an informational status window has an infinite amount of oxygen?”

	I’m an informational status window! I don’t even need oxygen! That’s not how any of this works!


“Then I’ll spam you with so many informational status requests that you’re forced to give me information twenty-four-seven until you break down and start repeating yourself!”

	Y-you wouldn’t!


She started shivering.

“So, that actually worked?”

	Fi-fine! Here!
Soldier Tower (Upgrade from Warrior Tower)
Difficulty Level: ★★
Upgrade Time: 3 hours
Required Materials: 300 gold coins, any type of stone (x100), Cat Fur Scraps (x50), Cat Bones (x25), Giant Cat Skull
Durability: 100%
Special Ability: Rallying Howl!
A tower that is home to trained soldiers who will fight the invaders in melee combat!
Archer Tower (Upgrade from Bowman Tower)
Difficulty Level: ★★
Upgrade Time: 3 hours
Required Materials: 400 gold coins, any type of wood (x200), Cat Fur Scraps (x30), Cat Bones (x15), Exotic Feather
Special Ability: Volley Fire!
Durability: 100%
A tower that is home to trained archers who will shoot invaders with arrows!



An “Exotic Feather?” I never saw anything like that before, and I had no idea where I could potentially get it from. The cat skull seemed like it would obviously come from stronger cat-based enemies that we’d fight, so I wasn’t worried about that, but I had no idea where to even start looking for an exotic feather.

Also, special abilities? It made sense to get special abilities from upgrading the towers, but those were usually saved for the final tiers. It was surprising to see them at the first upgrades.

Either way, I was excited. Unlocking new towers and upgrading old ones was always one of my favorite parts of tower defense games, and now I had a teaser of what was to come.

I’d have to tell Vala to keep an eye out on our date for an exotic feather.

But before we could have our date, I had my farm to check up on.

	Hey! You made me let you be lazy because you didn’t want to disturb her, and now you’ve moved her off of you!


I looked down at Delphi who seemed more than happy to be my side regardless.

“She doesn’t mind. I just wanted to be lazy and make you do some work for me.”

	Fire rain!


“Information request spam.”

Window disappeared.

Back at the farm, the tent was being lifted just as I came back.

The new, wooden fence was perfect. There were still some gaps in it, but they weren’t wide enough for any of the destructive dogs to squeeze through. I wouldn’t have to worry about them digging up my plot anymore which meant that I could officially start farming as soon as I had some seeds to plant.

“Great job,” I told the forewoman who was waiting for my approval before burrowing back underground.

Aside from the damage to my plot that was already caused by the dogs playing around in there, there wasn’t any more damage from the beavers. That was a relief. If they could do what they needed to do without messing up my plot at all, even when it wouldn’t have been a big deal if they did, then I could trust them to not mess up my plot once I actually had some crops growing in it.

Between the upgraded spear and my PickAxe, my new kilt, a new fence, and upgrades to work toward, I felt pretty good with the progress I made so far given that it was barely midday.

However… Vala’s napping habits were rubbing off on me. I already felt tired and wanted to take a nap.

“Nap time?” Vala asked, standing in front of me with a smug smile.

That’s right. Even just thinking about wanting to take a nap was enough to bring her to me.

“Naptime,” I answered.


Chapter Fourteen

Was I nervous about going on a “date” with Vala that was really just going to be like any other walk through the forest that I already had with her?

Yes.

Was I nervous about the girl I liked sleeping on top of me, cuddling with me, and using me as a pillow as we napped together?

No.

Did that make any sense?

Absolutely not, but nothing made sense anymore.

Furthermore, each nap session turned into a threesome as that blue dog just refused to leave me alone. If I was sleeping on the grass with Vala resting on top of me, Delphi would curl up next to my head and I would usually wake up to a face full of fluff or with one of her paws on my face.

The other two dogs stayed on watch the whole time.

“Nnn… no… I told yoouuuu that you have to take his shields down by attacking his back first… geez… you should really learn to listen,” Vala mumbled in her sleep.

It was more than obvious she must have been dreaming about video games. Having to attack enemies in the back to get rid of their armor or shields was a pretty common trope in them and one that I had some experience with myself.

Anyways, it was time to wake Vala up so that we could—

I saw a flash out of the corner of my eye.

Poking out from behind a bush was… a camera? No, a cellphone that somebody forgot to turn the flash off of before taking a picture.

Cami came closer to guard Vala and I while Lavi ran off toward the bush, scaring away whatever or whoever took a picture of us.

“Nn… hmm? Is something wrong?” Vala asked, rubbing her eyes before sitting up on my chest.

“Somebody was taking pictures of us.”

“Pictures?”

“Yeah. You know, like with a phone. They were hiding in a bush over there, and Lavi just ran off after whoever it was.”

I would have been more worried about Lavi chasing after the culprit if it wasn’t for the fact that nothing bad could ever actually happen in this world.

“Ooh. I bet it was a spy for the Pawsitively Feline Empire.”

“They have spies now?”

“Yeah, why wouldn’t they?”

“So, wait. Is this empire actually a thing instead of just flavor text for random cats that appear out of nowhere to attack us?”

“Yeah,” she said, rubbing her eyes.

“So, there’s an actual empire out there?”

“Welllll, I don’t know about calling it an actual empire, but there’s definitely at least a giant castle and stuff.”

“I thought we were the only ones here for now?”

“That was only true for the first day.”

“So, there are more people here now?”

“If by people you mean humans, nah. If by people you mean more friends to play with, yeah.”

“Are they also creations from this universe of yours?”

“Yeah, basically.”

“I see. So, you plan on getting off of me anytime soon, or are you going to sit on me forever?”

“You make a good bed and cushion.”

“It’s not that I really mind or anything. I’m just surprised that you’re still doing it even though you’re not wearing any underwear. I would have thought that sort of bare contact might be too soo—”

Vala immediately jumped off of me, tugged the shirt down to cover herself up, and turned bright red.

“Di-did you see anything?!” she shouted.

“It’s more about what I felt than what I saw.”

She turned even brighter as her blush spread from her cheeks to her ears, horns, and neck.

“Wait!” she shouted, pulling the shirt out a bit so that she could look down at herself. “G-good. I forgot that I teleported some underwear onto me while you weren’t looking in case anything like this might happen…”

“Yeah, I noticed. You’re wearing my boxers now.”

“I—I am not. I just made an exact copy of your boxers since it’d be too embarrassing to wear ones you used to wear…”

“But you’re wearing my shirt without any problem.”

“It’s obviously different!”

“Either way, I have to admit that the oversized shirt and boxers combo is powerful.”

“Is it? Hehehe, I’m the most powerful being alive, so of course my clothes are going to be powerful, too!”

“Powerfully cute, maybe.”

That smug confidence she just had wavered underneath the embarrassing assault of the word, “cute.”

It made no sense that sleeping with her was easier than thinking about going on a “date” with her.

She made no sense that sleeping on me and implying she wanted to spend the rest of time with me was easier than being called cute.

All that made sense was—well, nothing really made sense.

So why not continue being nonsensical?

If I felt comfortable enough around her to be myself, have fun, tease her, flirt with her, and offer to take her out on a date, then I could also force myself to keep up the confidence to have some more fun with her.

“Are you ready for our date now?” I asked, reaching out my hand out to her.

“I just woke up and didn’t get to play any games yet,” she said while pouting before smiling, “but, I—I guess a date does sound more fun than playing games right now.”

Though, instead of grabbing my hand, she just left me hanging like some sort of awkward failure as she stared at my hand instead.

“That’s cruel, you know,” I called her out.

“Wh-what do you expect me to do?”

“Hold hands. At least give me a low five or something at this point so I don’t feel like a complete mistake.”

“I don’t—I don’t know if our love points are high enough for something that lewd yet…”

“There’s nothing lewd about holding hands.”

“There is if you know enough memes!”

“Like the cat that always looked grumpy?”

“You have such a normie taste in memes…”

“The heck is a normie? You’ve said that multiple times now.”

“You’re only proving my point…”

At that point, I figured: fuck it.

If she was going to tease me for something that I didn’t even understand, all because she was too shy to just hold my hand, then I was going to go for it on my own.

I walked up to her, she took a step back, and I grabbed her hand.

“Wha-what do you think you’re doing all of a sudden?! This is way too soon!” she shouted with cheeks as red as ever.

“Living up to my name. I’m hunting a dragon.”

Damn it, that was so lame! Did I seriously just say that? Why did I think that saying something so cheesy was going to be a good idea? I thought I grew out of my phase of cheesy pick-up lines years ago! And I only said those as jokes, but here I am actually seriously saying one!

Needless to say, I regretted those words the instant that they came out of my mouth.

But.

“Que-quest complete,” she mumbled before allowing her fingers to curl gently around my around.

My attack broke through her defenses, and then her attack broke just as easily through mine.

We ended up just standing there in front of each other, holding hands, not saying anything else as we looked in different directions. Neither of us was redder than the other, and I was sure that our hearts were beating just as quickly as the other’s was.

“Come on. Let’s get going before it’s too dark,” I forced myself to say.

All I got in response was a shy nod.

And so, we finally walked into the forest together.

The two of us must have looked pretty ridiculous together. I looked like some sort of barbarian and she just looked like a girl wearing her boyfriend’s oversized, modern clothes.

We eventually relaxed after I talked to her about everything I accomplished and found out earlier in the day, and I made sure to tell her about the “Exotic Feather” that we needed if we were to upgrade the bowman tower.

I wasn’t expecting to actually stay holding her hand the whole time, but we did. Neither of us ever even tried to separate our hands.

It was nice. Her smaller hand was warm, soft, feminine—I felt like I didn’t deserve to be holding it. Mine was so much larger, the skin was rougher and calloused from exercising and gardening, and I just felt as if my hand was going to ruin hers—like mine wasn’t good enough. It was a stupid thought, but it was a thought nonetheless.

It didn’t help that I kept on remembering the random time I searched up whether or not girls liked guys with rough hands. The majority of the results said that they preferred soft hands and only a tiny minority said that they liked rough hands for how masculine they were… and that minority was half men trying to make other men with rough hands feel better.

But Vala didn’t seem to mind, and I wasn’t stupid enough to ruin the opportunity by breaking off the holding.

“Hey, up there,” she said, pointing up at one of the trees.

Hanging from the branch was another hive. This one was easily larger than the previous one, but it still wouldn’t be enough for the tower. One more was still needed.

But first, we had to get it down.

That, unfortunately, meant we had to stop holding hands.

Only, as soon as I started to loosen my fingers from her, she opened her mouth and brought that rainbow-colored beam of destruction—albeit far weaker than before—back to decimate the branch that the hive was hanging from.

The hive fell and broke open.

Unlike before, there was no queen bee cell inside of it. There was plenty of beeswax, though.

I brought my free fingers up to my mouth and whistled for the dogs.

The colorful trio rushed out of seemingly nowhere, sat down in front of us, and wagged their tails.

“Woah… you can summon them like that? You know how to whistle?” Vala asked.

“Yeah, I learned how some years ago. A friend online always made fun of me for it, so I learned how to prove them wrong. Too bad they never logged back on. Maybe one day I’ll get to show off and prove them wrong. Now, you dogs, be good girls and take this beeswax back home.”

The dogs barked in unison, picked up the largest chunks that they could fit into their mouths, and ran off.

“We’re still going to need more. Maybe one more? We’re probably just barely short after this one,” I explained. “And… I wonder what happened to that cat that was spying on us earlier.”

“It’s probably fine.”

“Only probably?”

“Probably, probably.”

“Probably, probably probably?”

“Probably probably, probalahblah dang it.”

“I win,” I said and squeezed her hand a bit tighter.

I might have been the one who won, but she was the one who smiled and giggled.

“By the way, since when can you breathe that beam? I thought you had to use your hand?”

“Oh. I can do it either way, plus my good hand is busy with something more important right now.”

“Yeah? And what would that something important be?”

“Something lewd.”

“I told you that there’s nothing lewd about holding hands, you normie.”

“You know that trying to use normie as an insult when you don’t even know what it means just makes you like, a super normie, right?”

“It’s not my fault I wasn’t a lazy dragon who spent all my time on the internet. The only memes I know are the ones involving animals with text over them.”

“So old…”

“I don’t want to hear that from you.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Are you telling me you’re not at least thousands of years old?”

“I—I mean… it wouldn’t be wrong to call me that, but that doesn’t mean you should call me that.”

“I guess that when you live for so long, it either goes one of two ways. You try to stay hip and up to date with all the modern things, or you just stay in your old ways without ever trying to change.”

“You know others who are as old as me?”

“No, but that’s usually how it is in stories, right?”

“Oh. Yeah. There’s this one spirit I used to know but haven’t seen in—”

“Wait, you knew a spirit?”

“Yeah.”

“Spirits exist?”

“Yeah.”

“Are they like ghosts?”

“Basically.”

“I knew ghosts existed. That explains why my pillows were always swapped no matter how many times I tried putting them in their right spots.”

“I… I think you might be insulting spirits if you think they’re that bored or petty.”

“I don’t want to hear anything about insulting groups of people from you. Anyways, go on.”

“Well, she was the spirit of some shrine on the other side of the world. You see, spirits are kind of like… well, there are the ghost kinds of spirits, but then there are the spirits of inanimate things that come into existence whenever they’re worshipped or loved enough. So, since so much worship happened at her shrine, she became the spiritual personification of their beliefs. Or something like that.”

“Or something like that? Are you even sure you know how this works?”

“I understand it enough. I think. Anyways, she’s the kind of woman who really just wants to keep doing things like how they’ve always been done. She wears really pretty, old dresses, uses makeup that nobody else wears anymore, talks with a confusing accent, and—”

“Wait, you actually had friends before this?”

“I—I wouldn’t say we were friends, and don’t sound so surprised! I just visited her every now and then back when I used to be bored, but then video games happened.”

“Please don’t tell me that you used to visit her but then completely abandoned her after discovering video games.”

“It’s not like she didn’t have tons of company anyways, so she wouldn’t have missed me…”

“So, you abandoned somebody else for video games?

“There were high scores to beat…”

“Please tell me she’s at least still worshipped or anything so that I don’t feel bad.”

“Oh, yeah. Like I said, she still gets tons of company. She’s way more of a goddess now than I am, but I’m still way stronger.”

“How are you stronger than a goddess?”

“Because I’m a dragon and dragons are the best.”

“So, you might not be an actual god, but you’re stronger than the people who are gods?”

“Well, they’re not really gods. Not what people would normally consider gods, anyways. It’s more like she’s just a ghost who enough people mistook for a god, things got kind of out of hand, and she decided to roll with it.”

“How many cases are there of this happening through history?”

“Way too many.”

“You somehow managed to teach me even more absurdities today. I thought that I was done being surprised by how crazy everything is involving you, but apparently not.”

“Oh. Want to hear something else that’s fun?”

“Sure. Why not.”

“I had a direct line to pretty much every single world leader! Pretty cool, right? Pretty awesome, right?”

“That’s honestly more unbelievable than the fact that we’re inside of a pocket universe you created right now.”

“What’s so unbelievable about the world’s leaders wanting to stay on good terms with a dragon who could blow up the world if she really wanted to?” she asked with a pout.

“Actually… when you put it that way, yeah, it makes a ton of sense.”

“Just kidding.”

“Wait, what?”

“I was joking. Why would I want to have a line to all the world leaders? That would be way too boring.”

“I’m going to develop trust issues.”

“That easily?!”

“Fool me once. Anyways, I think we just found the final hive.”

Hanging not too far above us on a tree in front of us was the third hive that we needed. While it wasn’t as big as the first two, the sheer size of the second hive we found meant that this smaller hive would surely be enough to finish collecting materials for the tower.

“I have an idea,” Vala said. “Crouch down.”

Disappointingly, she let go of my hand right after saying that. But I still crouched down for her.

Appointingly, she climbed onto my back and sat right behind my head with her legs hanging off over the front of my shoulders.

“Now you can lift me up! I’ll be able to reach it like this, and it’ll be easy to take back if it’s all in one piece,” she explained.

Feeling her thighs on each side of my head was really, really nice.

They might have been slender despite her bad eating habits prior to coming to this world with me and the fact that she never exercised, but the fact that she never exercised also meant that they were incredibly soft.

I grabbed her legs right above her ankles and stood up, helping her reach the hanging hive that she could easily pull off from the tree’s branch.

“Mission complete!” she declared.

“Mission complete. Now we can head back, build a new tower, and get ready for our third night.”

“Ooh, yeah, it’s the third battle already. That means it’s boss time!”

“Wait, boss time? And isn’t saying that a spoiler?”

“It’s only natural for a boss fight to happen after two normal fights!”

Suddenly, I was much more nervous about the upcoming battle.

But Vala’s thighs took away all that nervousness as we headed back to our new home.


Chapter Fifteen

Despite knowing that we were supposedly going to have a boss fight, I never felt more at peace than when I had Vala’s thighs against each side of my head. They were more comforting than a mother’s kiss when sick, a father’s praise upon doing well, and even better than snow days.

I had no idea that it was possible for anything to be better than snow days.

While snow days did blanket nature in a suffocating white, preventing nature from growing…

Playing in snow was always fun.

“Hey, you lazy dragon, what do you think about snow?” I asked.

“It’s fun to build snow castles and then wreck them!” Vala answered.

“Of course you would think that.”

“I am a dragon. Don’t forget that!”

“Have you ever wrecked any real castles before?”

“Hmm… not on purpose.”

“Wait, so you have wrecked real castles before?”

“I—I said not on purpose!”

“That doesn’t make it any better!”

“It’s not like I killed anybody! It doesn’t count if I brought them back!”

“Wait, now you’re implying that you have killed people while accidentally wrecking castles but that it doesn’t count because you brought them back to life?”

“Ye-yeah.”

“That makes it even worse! Not to mention that you’re just casually dropping the fact that you can resurrect the dead!”

“At least I never turned them into zombies. Most who try to bring back the dead just make zombies.”

“Now you’re casually confirming that zombies exist!”

“You didn’t know that?”

“No! No, I did not! No humans know that zombies exist!”

“But… but what about all the zombie games? And movies?”

“There’s a reason why they never said they were based on historical events!”

“Wait, is it seriously kept secret that zombies exist?”

“It was kept secret from most of the world that dragons exist, too!”

“I—I could have sworn that some of those zombie movies were documentaries…”

“No! They absolutely weren’t! Not a single one!”

There is no telling how I might have reacted if I didn’t have Vala’s thighs there to calm me down.

First, I discovered that dragons and their pocket universes exist. Then I discovered that spirits that are basically gods exist. Then I discovered that dragons are still more powerful than those. Then I discovered that resurrection magic exists. Finally, I discovered that zombies exist.

I already told myself that I would stop questioning anything that happened inside of the pocket universe, but outside of it? Back in the real universe—the one we came from? Even that universe was so absurd?

Vala was determined to prove the existence of zombies.

As soon as we got back to our base, before we could do anything else, she got onto my computer that was brought with us despite it not having any power source.

A few minutes of mumbling and furious keyboard tapping later and she called for me. “Come here!”

I sat down in the grass next to her to see what she was looking at.

We really needed a consistent table that didn’t disappear whenever we were done eating at it.

“Look,” Vala said, pressing play on the video that she dug deep to find. “I told you that I saw a documentary of it!”

Surely enough, what she wanted to show me was what looked like a small-scale zombie apocalypse in some foreign farming village. The zombies had red, glowing eyes, they were eating people, and… it looked no more realistic than any modern zombie movie. The only thing that was weird about it was that it was taken from what must have been somebody’s cellphone because it was—disgustingly—filmed in vertical video and pretty shaky. But that could have been attributed to the recorder trying to make it more “realistic” like some sort of homemade conspiracy bait.

“Didn’t you see this? It was everywhere a few years ago on the internet,” she explained.

“What? No. I mean, now that you’ve brought it up, it does sound familiar. I think I remember people talking about some rumored zombie video, but I knew it had to be fake.”

“Nope! They were talking about this one. You can tell that it’s real because of the way that the pixels are.”

“All that means is that it must have had a high production value and experts trying their best to make it look real while also making it look like amateur video.”

“That’s so boring! Don’t you think it’s fun to believe in conspiracy theories? Even though this one isn’t a conspiracy and actually happened…”

“You spend way too much time on the internet.”

“There’s no such thing as spending too much time on the internet.”

“Yes, yes there is, and you are a prime example of being guilty of it. What’s next? Do you think that chemicals in the water are turning the frogs gay?”

“I—I mean… there is some evidence of that…”

“You’re going to do worse than just offend people if you keep going this route.”

“Feels bad.”

“What?”

“Why are we still here? Just to suffer?”

“We’re here because you’re a lazy dragon who wants to play games and fight cats, apparently.”

“Do you know any even slightly modern memes?”

“Does the successful kid fist pumping the air count?”

She looked at me with the deadest eyes I had ever seen. She looked even more lifeless than those supposedly real zombies.

“Anyways, where do you think we should place the bee tower?” I asked.

She snapped out of it as soon as the topic switched to “gaming.”

“Oh! Uh… I don’t know. It’s not going to be done in time, right? So, I don’t think it really matters where we build it.”

“Yeah, but we have to future-proof.”

“Why? We can just move it somewhere else if we need to.”

“Wait, we can move the towers?”

“Yeah.”

“Window, how come you never told me that?”

Window appeared beside us.

	You never asked >_>


“Is there anything else I should probably know that you’re not telling me?”

	Probably.


“Then tell me!”

	no u


“I don’t have anything to tell you nor myself!”

	Sounds like a personal problem, you virginal thighs lover.


“What does that have to—wait, Window… do I sense some jealousy coming from your text?”

	Wha-what? I wouldn’t get jealous over you looking so happy you had a couple of thighs around you! A-and it’s not like I was watching you or anything in the first place!


“One, you just admitted to watching us. Two,” I paused to look at Vala who was starting to blush herself while trying to subtly read Window’s text from the corner of her eye, “be quiet.”

	What’s wrong? You don’t like it when I point out how you looked like you wanted to drool?


“I didn’t look like I wanted to drool! Sure, I loved her thighs, but I—”

	Heh.


While I was shouting at Window about how I loved Vala’s thighs, Vala stood there with reddened cheeks and a smile that she was trying to suppress from growing too obvious as she twirled some hair around one of her fingers.

“You know what? Fine. I’ll admit it,” I said, trying not to stutter from how embarrassed I felt. “I love Vala’s thighs. They’re soft, warm, and there is not a single thing wrong with them. But, at least I don’t suddenly appear when somebody is naked! Not only do I not appear when somebody is naked, but I don’t purposely look at their exposed bodies after realizing that they’re naked!”

	YOU SHOULDN’T BE SO PROUDLY DECLARING YOUR LOVE FOR A GIRL’S THIGHS AND I TOLD YOU BEFORE THAT IT WAS AN ACCIDENT IT WASN’T MY FAULT SO I DON’T EVEN—I JUST DON’T EVEN!!!


“Uh-huh. Convincing story. You just don’t want to admit that you’re some sort of perverted, informational status window that peeps on men when they’re naked. You’re a perverted, shameful window. Not only that, but you’re basically a sexual assaulter! You should be put on the sex offender registry!”

	WHY ARE YOU GOING THAT FAR? I DIDN’T EVEN KNOW YOU WERE NAKED. WOW. OKAY. YEAH LET’S JUST PUT AN INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW WHO’S TRYING HER BEST ON A SEX OFFENDER’S LIST BECAUSE SOME PERVERTED VIRGIN WASN’T ABLE TO WARN HER THAT HE WAS NAKED BEFORE SHE MAGICALLY APPEARED IN FRONT OF HIM. YEAH, THAT SOUNDS LOGICAL. I’M FILING A COMPLAINT AGAINST YOU.
VALA, I WANT TO FILE A COMPLAINT AGAINST THIS VIRGIN FOR BEING STUPID AND HARASSING ME. THIS IS SLANDER AND A VIOLATION OF MY RIGHTS AS AN INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW!



We were all blushing at that point.

Vala giggling at my “fight” with Window lightened the mood and helped me to laugh, too.

The whole situation was just ridiculous. It was a good thing that our fight stopped there, though, because I was out of ideas on how to escalate it without resorting to some truly ridiculous, unbelievable threats.

Like zombies.

Except, I could no longer use zombies as a reference for unbelievable and ridiculous things seeing as how they supposedly existed.

I refused to fully believe that until I could see it myself.

Then again, if zombies did actually exist, I really didn’t want to get enough proof that I would ever believe that they were real. I doubted that such a situation would be safe.

Then again, if I had Vala with me when I saw them, she could just rainbow-beam them out of existence.

Yeah, there wasn’t really any such thing as real threats anymore thanks to her.

The most threatening things I could think of were those cats messing up my greenhouse or the dogs trampling around in my farming plot.

“Window, show me the requirements for the bee tower again,” I said. Then, before she could be sassy, I added on, “Please.”

	That’s right. You better say please. <_<
Bumblebee Tower
Difficulty Level: ★★
Build Time: 12 hours
Required Materials: Queen Bee Cell, Beeswax Chunk (x50), any type of flower (x25)
Durability: 100%
A tower that is home to bumblebees who will patrol the map to fight flying enemies and provide support to ground forces!



“Damn it.”

“What’s wrong?” Vala asked.

“I… forgot we had to collect some flowers.”

“Lemme see… oh. F.”

“F?”

“Yeah. You know, to pay your respects.”

“You’re going to overwhelm me with all of these references that I don’t understand.”

“Fiiiinnee. RIP.”

“Alright, I understand RIP at least.”

“RIP in pepperoni.”

“And now you’ve lost me again.”

	Wow, you really are bad at memes. She’s not even using obscure ones at this point. Didn’t you spend any time on the internet? How did you not pick up on memes while playing games online?


“I don’t know. I just never really paid attention to things that I didn’t understand and didn’t care enough to try and understand them. Besides, what’s—”

The tall, flashing tower rose up from beyond the trees even though it wasn’t as dark as it would normally need to be for the night’s battle to start.

Furthermore, the sounds coming from beyond the trees sounded far more ominous than usual. The air itself just felt… uneasy—like something bad was going to happen.

I felt it in my gut.

Vala grabbed her newly modified spear, I grabbed my PickAxe, and the dogs got into position in front of their towers.

The dogs’ tails would normally be wagging, but not tonight. Instead, their tails hung limp behind their hind legs.

The text next to the tower displayed that there would be ten waves, and it was in red this time instead of white.

Whoever was in charge of this display was really going all in to try and make it as intimidating as it could be. Even though I knew none of us were in any real danger, I felt afraid.

“We’ve got this,” Vala said, giving my back a light smack with her spear.

“Yeah, I’m sure we’ll be—”

	New Enemy Discovered!
Crazed Cat
Threat: ★★
HP: Pretty average, I guess.
Damage: 8
Defense: 2
Crazed fighters of the Pawsitively Feline Empire who can easily slash through metal with their long claws! They never show any fear, either! They will fight at full strength until their last hit point!



Two crazed cats came down from the inner paths while one came from each of the outer paths.

They were large, had spotted fur, and wore leather armor of a similar fashion to my own. They looked like cat barbarians.

	I actually named them Barbaric Cats first but realized that Crazed Cats sounds better.
Alliteration!



“Now isn’t the time!” I told Window.

She materialized a tongue to stick out at me before disappearing.

The crazed cats were only a bit faster than the soldier cats but slower than all the others.

I was interested to see how they’d compete against the dogs. Surprisingly, despite how dangerous the crazed cats looked, the bowman tower shot down two of them before they even reached the dogs. Their health had to be really low… which meant that they’d probably deal a ton of damage to make up for it.

It also didn’t really make sense to me how their defense number was lower than some of the other cats despite actually having armor.

The armor must have been for show only.

Then, upon reaching my dogs… it only took two quick attacks from each cat to take out one dog. Then they were able to get off another attack on the next dogs before being taken out.

It took roughly two seconds for a crazed cat to take one dog out of combat while it took about three seconds to defeat one cat.

Vala and I seriously struggled against the two that came down the outer paths. She looked fine but was sweating and I was left with a couple of painful scratches on my legs.

The injuries went away after a few seconds at least.

If that first wave was a sign of what was to come, we were in serious trouble.

And I was right.

The second wave resulted in us losing our first heart.

With the dogs thinned out from the crazed cats, there were just too many scouts to run past us. One of them reached my greenhouse’s door, jumped up, and swiped at one of the hearts.

I had never seen a cat look so annoyingly smug before after I looked at it.

At least it didn’t hurt my greenhouse. That was a relief.

What was not a relief was how we lost our two remaining hearts during the third wave.

There were just too many cats and our dogs, who were trying their absolute best, just couldn’t keep up against them.

We were overwhelmed.

Vala and I could barely stand when the third heart was popped.

	lol rekt. This is what you get for harassing me earlier.
Stage 1-3: The Third Night
Completion: ★
Enemies Defeated: 32 Cat Scouts, 19 Cat Runners, 13 Cat Soldiers, 10 Bagged Cats, 8 Crazed Cats
Rewards: Mashed potatoes. That’s all you’re getting since you still need to eat but failed. And more dog food and stuff.



It was way more frustrating to lose than I thought it would be.

But mashed potatoes as punishment made it better.

I loved mashed potatoes.

“So frustrating!” Vala whined as I collected the food to go hand it out to our towers.

“It’s alright. We’ll just have to come up with a new strategy, upgrade our towers, and build some new ones. It was unrealistic to think we’d be fine in a tower defense ‘game’ with only our first four, base towers. Tomorrow, we can go around early in the morning to collect those flowers we need and then build the bee tower. It should be done before it’s night again if we wake up early.”

“But—but that involves waking up early!”

“Do you want to win? Because I feel challenged now. I’m frustrated, too, and I want to win. We can gather materials to build more towers and maybe find one of those exotic feathers. I think our biggest problem right now is that we just don’t have enough damage going out to thin the cats out before they reach our dogs.”

“I guess I can try to wake up early, but only because you sound like you’re really getting into it now!”

“I don’t like losing.”

“Same! That’s why we have to kick their fluffy butts tomorrow night!”

We weren’t the only ones fired up. The dogs ate their food extra aggressively after I filled their bowls.

Even the mysterious members of the bowman tower opened the door as soon as I put their lunchboxes down, but they somehow managed to open the door, grab the lunchboxes, and shut the door before I could even see what they were. I didn’t even get a glimpse of their arm.

All I saw was a blur.

Then, I returned to the temporary table to eat my mashed potatoes.

Or rather, that was what I wanted to do.

Vala already devoured both of our bowls of them.

I didn’t even say anything to her. All I did was stare at all.

“S-sorry… I really like mashed potatoes and was comfort eating since we lost…”

“Throw them up.”

“Wh-what?! That’s gross! I—I’m not into that kind of thing!”

“I’m not either! I just want my mashed potatoes back! Window!”

	I guess you’re going hungry tonight ¯\_(ツ)_/¯


“Spawn me some more mashed potatoes right now or else I’m going to eat you.”

	Yo-you wouldn’t eat an informational status window, right? There’s no way that… why are you looking at me like that? I’m not edible! I—wait, no! Okay! Fine! Here!


She gave me another bowl of mashed potatoes, which I made sure to eat out of sight from Vala.

Everything was better again since I got my mashed potatoes.


Chapter Sixteen

I woke up in the middle of the night.

It took me what felt like an hour or two to actually fall asleep with how frustrated I was after the soothing effect of the mashed potatoes was over. Then, when I woke up, the moon had barely changed its position in the sky.

I also noticed, for the first time, that there were two moons. And one of them had a ring around it.

Something told me that it made no sense—that it was illogical.

Something also told me that it looked really cool and that was enough to justify it.

Not only were there two moons, one with a ring around it, but the sky was just… so full of beautiful stars. They illuminated the sky as far as the eye could see.

Distant planets could be seen, some galaxies were visible, and you would probably run out of digits for pi before you could finish counting the absurd number of stars in the sky that covered every color of the rainbow.

How did I not notice something so beautiful before?

What could have possibly been distracting me from noticing the sheer brilliance in the sky above?

Then a foot kicked me in the face.

What had been distracting me was Vala.

It was hard enough focusing on anything other than her when such a cute dragon was sleeping on top of me, and she once more proved that albeit in a different way. She chose to distract me with an unconscious kick to my face.

“Seriously?” I asked her.

I didn’t get an answer, of course.

I did, however, get to see her in a rather interesting position.

She somehow flipped herself around so that, instead of sleeping with her head on my chest, she had her head down by my knees with her feet up by my face. Not only that, but she had her shirt pulled up to the point where the undersides of her breasts were visible. She also had one hand on her stomach that she was scratching it with as drool ran down the side of her face from her mouth.

Despite the virginial desire in me to see her chest, which could have easily been done by just pulling her shirt up a little bit more, there was no way that I was going to do that.

Absolutely no way.

Not at all.

The thought never even crossed my mind. Not for a second.

Who would even think about doing something like that to a dragon? To a cute, petite, dragon?

Drake Hunter was not such a man. Any man who would even think about doing that was unworthy of being called a man.

And so, I grabbed her shirt.

And I held it.

And I waited.

There was not a powerful urge building up inside of me telling me to pull the shirt in a way that was definitely not allowed.

So I waited.

And finally…

I pulled her shirt down to cover her up some more. It was the common sense thing to do. The only thing to do that wouldn’t make me a horrible person. The simple act of pulling her shirt down wasn’t enough to make me a good person, either. It was simply enough to make me a normal person who didn’t commit assault. If anything, I was ashamed of myself for taking so long to pull her shirt down.

I wanted to see more of her. That much was true. However, I wanted her to consent to showing me more.

A sigh of relief left my lips just in time for a mysterious window to appear in front of me.

	I know I’m mysterious and awesome, but this isn’t when I’m trying to be that >_>



“Window?”

	Who else would I be?



“Window’s darker-shaded cousin?”

	One, I don’t have a cousin. Two, that’s racist.



“There’s nothing racist about it.”

	You know the only thing worse than a virgin is a racist virgin, right?



“You know the only thing worse than an informational status window is an annoying and useless window, right?”

	You know that your opinion is legally worth the same as a stale loaf of raisin bread, right?



“One, I like that insult. Two, you know that this ‘right’ gag is me and Vala’s thing, right?”

	S-so? You’re allowed to share your gags.



“Alright. I will if you let me know what’s up with the new color scheme.”

	Try to guess!



“You’re going through a goth or emo phase?”

	No. That would be this.



“I think that would be more like a serial killer phase.”

	Guess again!



“You decided to uh… dye your window to try something new? Maybe you’re going through a mid-life crisis?”

	I’m not even that old!



“Alright. Uh… yeah, I’m out. Can you give me a hint?”

	Heh. You want a hint? Alright, then how about…

	this!


I covered my eyes and looked away from the blindingly white color of Window’s window.

That was when I got what she was going for.

It made sense.

“Night mode!” I whisper-shouted so that I wouldn’t wake Vala up. “Just go back to it! Please!”

	It’s nice to hear you beg. And yes! This is my dark theme for when it’s night. I’m just such a kind, wonderful, beautiful, informational status window that I thought I would be nice to your virgin eyes by not blinding them in the middle of the night. You better appreciate this.



“I do, I do. Thank you, oh wonderful and kind Window.”

	You—you left something out, didn’t you?



“Right. How could I. This humble peasant apologies. Thank you, oh wonderful, kind, and beautiful Window.”

	Tha-that’s right!



“Is this dark theme blushing?”

	I don’t know what you’re talking about.



“Sure you don’t. Anyways, when it comes to that tower’s requirements, do any flowers count? Or do I need to only collect a certain type of flowers?”

	Any kind counts, basically.



“So, I could just pick up some flowering weeds and those would count?”

	We’ll worry about what counts or not when we get there. I’m the one who gets to decide anyways.



“So, I could pick up hundreds of flowers and then you could tell me that none of them count?”

	That’s right! That’s why you better start being nicer to me! You’re always bullying me, but I can bully you way harder!



“I can also tell Vala on you.”

	Snitches get stiches.



“Trying to intimidate me like a gangster while looking like a goth serial killer really doesn’t have any sort of effect on me.”

	You suck.



“Says the Window who can make a mouth appear.”

	What are you trying to imply with that?



“I think we both know.”

	You know that mouths are for eating food and not whatever disgusting thing you have in your head, right?



“You know that you’re the one who appeared while I was naked, right?”

	I hate you.



“Love you too, Window.”

	…



“Just let it happen. Don’t resist it.”

	………..



“Let it all out, Window.”

	>////>



“You know, for a window, you do have your cute moments.”

	Yo-you’re being awfully nice tonight! It’s suspicious! Why are you—wh-why are you being like this?



“Let’s chalk it up to me being exhausted and not giving a fuck.”

	So you’re saying—you’re saying that if I want to be treated the way I deserve to be treated, the-then I have to wake you up in the middle of the night?



“If you ever purposely wake me up in the middle of the night then I’m going to definitely treat you right… by waterboarding you until you’re begging for forgiveness for waking me up.”

	WHAT THE HECK???!?!?!? THAT IS ABSOLUTELY LITERALLY DEFINITELY TORTURE. WHY ARE YOU THE WAY THAT YOU ARE. YOU WENT FROM BEING NICE TO THREATENING TO TORTURE ME. YOU REALLY KNOW HOW TO RUIN THE MOOD BUT I GUESS I SHOULDN’T BE SURPRISED SINCE YOU’RE A VIRGIN AND JUST WOW YOU KNOW WHAT? I’M GOING BACK TO DAY THEME.

	I HOPE YOU GO BLIND.


“Thanks for the laugh, Window. You’ve helped me wake up enough to go find those flowers instead of just lazing around hoping that I can fall back asleep.”

	Di-did you mean what you said before?



“About waterboarding? Of cou—”

	YOU KNOW WHAT I’M TALKING ABOUT.



I did know which was why I was trying to avoid the question.

I told her that I love her, too.

It was obviously a joke and is a cliché answer to whenever anybody says that they hate you, but she apparently didn’t know that.

The situation went from fun to awkward in an instant.

I knew she wanted me to say yes, but could I honestly give her the yes that she was wanting from me?

Was I even sure in my assumption about what sort of yes that she wanted from me?

Whatever the case was, I wasn’t going to lie.

That was why I decided to think about what I loved about Window.

It only took me a few seconds to come to a good answer.

I loved our bantering.

It was a ton of fun, made me laugh, and I always looked forward to it. Therefore, I could confirm that I did love her.

“Yeah, I meant it.”

	You better <///<. Even if you only mean that you love our joking around, I feel the same.



“We’re getting along too well right now. It’s weird. Let me hit you or shake you or something.”

	Why did you have to ruin the moment .-.



“Because.”

	That’s a really bad reason for anything. Why do you exist? Just because?



“Yeah, probably.”

	.-.



We already reached the forest since we were walking toward it that entire time.

“It’s pretty dark in there, isn’t it?”

	It’s a forest with a thick canopy in the middle of the night. What did you expect?



“I don’t know. Maybe glowing flowers or something.”

	That’s saved for a different map.



“There are different maps? What do you mean?”

	You’ll see.



“That’s suspicious, but I’ll worry about that later. For now, I need a way to see so that I don’t trip or get lost or anything.”

	Go craft a torch or something. That’s what you’re supposed to do in survival games.



“One, no. I could accidentally start a forest fire. Two, no. I’ve watched videos from survivalists before and I know how hard it is to start a fire without tools and those were experts who struggled doing it.”

	I guess you’re out of luck then  ¯\_(ツ)_/¯


“No I’m not. I know exactly what to do.”

	What?



“Follow me around with day theme.”

	Why should I?



“I’ll hold you while we do it if that’d make you feel any better.”

	…



“Well?”

	>_>


Window hovered closer to my hand.

I grabbed her left side and brought her up to my side so that her blinding light could illuminate the path in front of me. Only, there was a problem.

She started turning red.

“I’m going to have to let go of you if you can’t stay white. Red isn’t really that illuminating of a color and it makes the forest look spooky.”

	Fine.


She didn’t even try fighting back or teasing me or anything. She simply accepted that she would have to force herself to stay blindingly white.

	By the way, that sounds racist.


“I already told you I’m not racist. If I was racist then would I be best friends with a dragon and informational status window?”

	One, that’s like the oldest excuse in the book. Two… wh-who said that we’re best friends?


“I did. Deal with it.”

Window tilted herself away so that I couldn’t see whatever text was on her.

Together with Window, we walked into the forest illuminated partially by whatever moonlight could shine in through the thick canopy above and by her own light.

It didn’t take too long for me to find the first of what I assumed would be suitable for the tower’s construction.

Three tall cardinal flowers popped up from the ground near each other. Their red leaves were a striking, yet beautiful, contrast against the dark greens and browns of the forest around them.

I figured that there was one easy way of figuring out whether they would count or not.

	Cardinal Flower
Material
Yes, these count.



“Thanks for letting me know, Window. Did you or Vala choose to put these flowers in this forest?”

	I did!


“Great choice. They’re a really beautiful flower. Though, I’m surprised that they’re able to grow in this much shade. Then again, it looks like there might be a thin spot in the canopy above us. I guess we’re just going to have to find other thin spots that allow for flowers like this to grow.”

I carefully examined each of the flowers before picking any of them.

	What are you doing?


“This. Look,” I said, pointing at the seed capsule at the top of one of the flowers. “See how this is cracked open a bit? That means the seeds are mature and, basically, ready for planting.”

I gently opened the capsule some more before giving it a little shake into my opened hand, dropping the seeds onto it.

“I don’t want to pick the flowers without making sure that more will grow. These flowers really are beautiful, so a lot of people picked them back where I’m from. That led to them becoming pretty rare and hard to find. I don’t want that to happen here, too.”

So, I picked two of the three flowers and planted the seeds evenly apart from one another where the previous flowers were.

	You’re not going to take the third flower?


“I feel bad just taking two of the three. I figure that as long as at least one flower is left here, it’ll have the chance to grow and spread its seeds on its own. Sometimes you just have to let nature do its thing.”

I pocketed a few of the seeds from each flower, too. I figured that it might be nice to start a garden in addition to a farm.

We continued our little adventure through the forest. Eventually, Window stopped wanting me to hold her and started to explore ahead on her own.

She immediately returned to me after finding some more flowers so that she could bring me to them and ask,

	What about these?


“Wild violets. Basically a weed, but a pretty beautiful weed at least. I only call them a weed because they are really aggressive and can take over yards if they’re not dealt with. They come back every year, too. But, some people love them since they’re great for attracting pollinators. You know… like bees. If we’re building a bumblebee tower then I bet they would love an offering of wild violets.”

	Hmm… I—I was just going to make it so the flowers disappeared during construction, but… what if the flowers you choose end up growing around the tower in a field? Do—do you think the bees would like that?


“I’m sure they’d love that. Bees and flowers are best friends with each other. A bee without a flower is an unhappy bee. So, yeah, that sounds like a great idea. Let’s do that.”

	Alright! Let’s try to find more unique flowers so that they can have a lot of choices!


Despite Window not having a voice, I could tell that she was smiling—that she was happy and having fun. Rather than our usual fighting and bantering, we were just walking around in a forest, in the middle of the night, looking for flowers together so that our future bee friends would be happy with what we got them.

I was having fun, too. It was a nice change of pace from how I usually interacted with her. I also found out that, even if Window was the one to design most if not all of this world, she didn’t necessarily know about all the things she put everywhere. Sure, she might have known the name of flowers and had a very basic understanding of where they were supposed to be, but that was it. All other knowledge was new to her.

In addition to the cardinal flowers and wild violets, we found a colorful mix of songbird columbines, trilliums, and even some irises.

I made sure that every single flower had seeds planted to make up for whichever ones I picked from the ground, and the collection of seeds growing in my fur-coated pocket was growing bigger.

Window even offered to help me out with carrying the flowers by creating a small “basket” that stuck out from the back of her window-y body that the picked flowers could sit in.

Considering how full my hands were getting, and that I didn’t want to crush the flowers, I was very thankful for that.

	Isn’t this enough?


“Yeah, but I need a few more for something.”

	For what?


“A present for Vala. I was supposed to do this with her yesterday but forgot. Then I told her we’d do it early in the morning. So, now I can let her sleep in and I’ll have something to make up for forgetting yesterday.”

	I guess you’re actually kind of cool… for a virgin. You didn’t take advantage of her in her sleep and now you’re doing this for her.


“You were watching that?”

	I was ready to go into police mode if you moved her shirt in the wrong direction.


“You have a police mode?”

	I have more modes than you can possibly imagine.


“I’ll be looking forward to seeing them all. For now, let’s get a few more flowers and then head back.”

We probably spent about two hours or so total in the forest. We took a few breaks to just chat, had some more of our usual bantering and back-and-forth bullying, and I answered every single question that she had about any flowers, trees, or anything else that she asked about.

By the end of our little adventure, we had all of the flowers we needed plus more, knew where we could find more if we’d need more in the future, I collected a bunch of seeds to start a personal garden, and… I was absolutely exhausted.

It was time to build the tower, do what I wanted to for Vala, and then go back to sleep.


Chapter Seventeen

Halfway back to Vala and our little base, a certain dog with purple hair came running up to me and Window to escort us the rest of the way back.

I then proceeded to do what I wanted for Vala, started the construction of the bee tower, and fell asleep face down in the grass next to where Vala was.

I underestimated just how tired I actually was.

Fortunately, since I got everything done that needed to get done and with Vala being the type to let somebody sleep in if it meant her getting to be lazy and play games in the morning for longer, I got to sleep in.

I wasn’t a big fan of the weird dreams that I had, though.

The first dream I had revolved around Vala chasing me in her dragon form trying to eat me. Then a dragon several times larger than her started chasing us both around. Then an even bigger dragon showed up. This kept on repeating until there was a dragon as big as the planet, then a dragon as big as our galaxy, and eventually a dragon the size of the universe itself.

Then I dreamed about playing whack-a-mole but with cats wearing bags. Halfway through the dream, Window popped up and started “shouting” at me in all-caps about animal abuse and that she was calling the police and so on.

Even in my dreams, I dreamed about bullying Window by shaking her and using her as a hammer to whack the cats with.

Then there was the last dream I had right before I woke up.

Or rather, it was a memory.

Well, it was both.

It was a memory of my time playing online games with one of my friends, but both of us were actually our in-game avatars instead of people behind a screen.

This was back when I thought it was cool to have an avatar with a black and red color scheme, fallen angel wings, horns, and a scythe. Of course, I told people I was only ironically making my avatar look like that. There was no way that I would actually think that looked cool… or so I told them.

Honestly, I knew it looked cheesy and edgy back then, but I unironically loved the style, too. That was probably part of why I didn’t mind looking like some sort of barbarian with the cat fur armor. Sure, it looked cheesy, but it looked badass which was more important. I even had an eyepatch on my avatar, though it wasn’t visible since I had bangs that covered up the eye it was over.

That kind of defeated the point.

Anyway, standing around with me as we flew on an airship from one continent to another was my friend. His avatar was a girl and I never heard his voice before, so Vala’s voice ended up serving as his voice in the dream. That was odd, but dreams are rarely not odd.

More embarrassing than my outfit was the conversation we had.

The dream featured the conversation I had with him where I was talking about how great it would be to have a bunch of wives and children someday.

“This vessel of mine may be controlled by the dark power of the elder dragon, but even so, there is enough love within me that no one woman could ever handle it all!” I declared to my friend.

We were in a party in-game when the conversation happened in real life, so nobody else heard the conversation. But, in the dream… everybody else on the airship was listening in since we were talking out loud.

“People struggle enough with just one wife and you want more than one?” my friend asked.

He always had a great taste in avatars. Seeing as how he basically lived for dressing up in that game, there was not a single person in the world who could compete with the cuteness of the girl with dragon wings he created. Though, that caused some problems. We were interrupted at least once a day by somebody wanting to virtually date him only for him to reject them with the excuse, “I’m a guy.”

That excuse didn’t always work, but it did the job most of the time.

“Come on,” I said, breaking my edgy character, “don’t you think it’d be awesome to have a bunch of wives? You could have a tall one, a short one, one with big boobs, one with small boobs, one with average boobs—”

I was only sixteen at the time.

“—one with huge boobs.”

“You really like boobs, don’t you?” he asked me. “I think thighs are better.”

“Boobs are the window to the soul.”

“I don’t think that’s how the quote goes.”

“So what? It’s true.”

“Are boobs really that great?” he asked, looking down at his own avatar’s chest.

He always kept his avatar’s bust size on the smaller side of things.

“They are! I bet they feel awesome. They probably taste awesome, too. I mean, they look super soft and I always see guys kissing them and sucking them when I watch porn—”

Again, I was sixteen at the time and would rather not have been remembering that exchange.

“—so they have to taste good.”

“Ta-taste good? That’s weird,” he said. “They probably just taste like if you lick your arm or something. It’s still skin…”

“Doesn’t matter. Anyways, I want a whole bunch of wives. One can do the cooking, one can do the cleaning, one can do the laundry—”

“Isn’t it kinda messed up that you want a bunch of wives just to do all the cleaning for you?”

“No, you’re missing the point. I want wives to split the work up so that we can all work less! Instead of me and a wife having to do all the chores ourselves, we can split them up and get everything done way faster with more wives. That’s more time to spend playing games together and having sex.”

“That… does make it sound better…”

“See? I know what I’m talking about. You can’t defeat my logic. Oh, and we can all garden together. Imagine how big of a garden I could have if I had like twenty wives helping me out with it!”

“Tw-twenty?! Isn’t that way too many?!”

“I could handle them. They’re just girls.”

“Have you ever even been friends with a girl before?”

“I don’t see what that has to do with anything.”

“When’s the last time you even talked to a girl?”

“Today!”

“Teachers don’t count.”

“Uh… last week.”

“The cashier at the gardening store doesn’t count.”

“Last—last month?”

He narrowed his eyes at me, leaning in closer.

“Last year?”

He leaned in even closer.

And closer.

And closer.

No matter where I tried to look, I could feel him staring into me.

“Fine! I don’t remember,” I declared.

“And you want to have twenty wives. Pfffftttsshhh.”

“I mean… I’d be happy with just one, too. I know it sounds dumb and cheesy, but if I could have just one wife to love me unconditionally, I think that’d be pretty awesome. You know, unconditional love like how a dog loves you.”

“You ruined it by comparing a wife’s love to a dog’s love,” he said with a sigh.

Then, before I could reply, winged demons appeared above the ship and descended with little warning.

It was far more adrenaline-pumping than I remember it ever being before seeing as how I was experiencing it in first-person rather than through a screen.

Of course, since neither of us wanted to fight the demons that were far stronger than us in the first place, we and the rest of the unprepared players ran below deck where it would be safe until the trip was over.

And then I woke up.

All I could see was darkness.

Soft, warm darkness.

When I reached up to remove whatever was blocking my vision, I got a surprised yelp and a hand full of fur.

The blue-haired dog jumped off my face, looked back at its tail, and then yawned with sleepy eyes.

“My face isn’t a pillow, you know,” I told Delphi.

She turned her head away from me as if to ignore what I just said.

“Man, that was a stupid thing to remember,” I groaned.

I was half tempted to try out one of my old, edgy phrases just to see how it would sound now that I was older.

I decided against making myself cringe.

“Twenty wives? Hah. Yeah, right. How the heck did I ever think of anything that stupid?” I asked nobody in particular before looking around.

The site of the bee tower was still covered up with the sounds of construction coming from it.

Then there was Vala and Window over in the distance sitting in front of each other.

Well, Window wasn’t sitting so much as she was just standing up on the ground instead of floating in the air.

“Morning,” I shouted over to them.

Window disappeared the instant she heard me, leaving Vala alone to turn and blush at me.

“Did I interrupt something?” I asked.

In Vala’s hands was the surprise present I made for her before I went to sleep.

A flower crown.

It wasn’t the most unique looking crown or anything, but it had a nice variety of colors to it thanks to the flowers I found in the forest. Any that didn’t get used in the construction of the bee tower got used for the crown.

“Y-you made this?” Vala asked, not looking up at me as she fidgeted with the crown.

“Yeah. Last night,” I answered.

“Why?”

“Why not? I felt like it.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I mean, you took me out of my boring life and brought me here. Sure, I was scared of you at first, and we’ve only known each other for a few days, but I figured I should give you something to pay you back. It’s not as good as making an entire pocket universe or anything, but I think I did a pretty good job with it.”

“It’s—it’s your first gift to me… di-did I really get that many love points to unlock this event already?”

“You’re not making sense again.”

She held the crown against her chest and looked down at it.

“Now you can be a queen since you’ve got a crown. A lazy dragon queen.”

“You—you even made slots in it for my horns…”

“Well, yeah. I figured that it’d be able to sit more secure on your head if I did that. Try it on.”

Her cheeks turned an even darker shade of red as she clutched the crown.

Then, a few seconds later, she slowly brought it up to the top of her head and set it down with her horns sliding right through the slots I left open for them.

With one hand covering her mouth and another hand fidgeting over her thighs, she asked, “How—how’s it look?”

“Perfect. You’re even prettier now.”

She might have been trying to hide her mouth behind her hand, but her small hand wasn’t enough to hide the large smile behind it.

“Just be careful with it. It’s delicate. It might have been a present to you, but I’d still like to see you take good care of it. Those flowers deserve to be treated with care.”

“It’s—it’s okay. I made Window power it up…”

“Huh? Description,” I said, looking at the crown.

	Flower Crown of the Lazy Dragon Queen
Durability: ∞
2 Defense
A crown of flowers made by the dragon queen’s husbando that lets her feel all of his love for her whenever she wears it. The flowers have also been enchanted to never wither and never get hurt or anything like that, so even if an angry bull trampled all over them, they’d be like “lol nah.”



“What’s a husbando?” I asked.

“He-hey!” Vala whined. “Don’t just—don’t just ask for descriptions on people’s stuff without asking for permission first…”

“You’re acting like I just looked in your diary.”

“Th-that’s hidden.”

“You have one?”

“No,” she answered, looking away and whistling.

She definitely had one.

I was also curious about the “feel all of his love” part, but I had a feeling that any explanation of that would embarrass us both more than we were prepared for. All I knew was that she couldn’t stop smiling as long as she was wearing it.

“I’m surprised that I didn’t wake up to the sight of you playing games. Are you sick?” I teased to change the subject.

“I—I can do more than just play vidya,” she answered. “We were talking about what I can do to repay you for this.”

“You don’t have to repay me. Like I said, bringing me to this world where we can live and do whatever we want is probably something that I could never pay you back for. Even if you send me back right now, these past few days have been great. I would still be thankful.”

She looked up at me, speechless.

I froze.

Looking directly into her eyes while she wore the crown—she was beautiful. Incredibly beautiful.

My heart beat faster and faster as the urge for me to tell her just how beautiful I found her steadily increased within me. At the same time, she parted her lips as if she had something to say.

That crown—if she could feel my love for her with it, she surely felt just how strong my emotions were in that moment.

I felt like I was going to make a fool of myself if I kept on staring at her, so I forced myself to suggest, “Hey. How about we uh, go look for one of those feathers? We were supposed to yesterday but never did. It should help us out with the battle tonight since we got destroyed yesterday.”

“That’s—that’s a good idea,” Vala replied, looking away before letting out a soft sigh.

“Think of it as our second date,” I joked… and immediately regretted it.

We both already felt flustered and that “joke” made it even worse.

“Yeah,” she answered.

I might have still been sleepy when I walked up to her and Window after waking up but, at this point, I felt wide awake.

Embarrassment was far stronger than coffee ever was.

“Let’s go then. It’s already later than I’d like it to be, so we’ve got to make use of what time we have before it’s too dark,” I explained, turning away to head toward the forest.

Only, I was stopped.

A small hand grabbed onto the back of my clothes and kept me in place.

“Kn-kneel down,” Vala said.

“Why?” I asked.

“You—you said I’m a queen now. That means you have to listen to me.”

I had no idea what she was planning, but I still knelt down since I had no reason not to.

I half expected her to climb up onto my back to ask for a piggyback ride into the forest since she was behind me and asking me to kneel.

Instead, she walked around to my front and ordered, “Close your eyes.”

I closed my eyes.

A few seconds later and… I felt her kiss me.

It was only a kiss on the top of my head, but it was still a kiss.

“Thanks for the gift… Drake.”

“You’re welcome, Vala.”

“I—I might not have sounded grateful earlier, but I really love it.”

“You sounded more than grateful enough. Don’t worry about it.”

“I just—I want you to know that I really, really, really love it! It made me super happy waking up to it. S-so, thanks.”

“You’re welcome. Again.”

“A-and…”

“And?”

“Window told me about what you almost did to me… while I was asleep.”

Those words filled me with a sense of dread until she finished what she wanted to say.

“Next time, it’s—it’s… it’s okay if you… touchmealittlemore.”

Before I could even think of opening my lips to reply, she made use of her wings and flew off into the forest. Going by the glowing red tip of her tail, I could only imagine how red her face was after saying that.

Thankfully, she couldn’t see how red my face was.

Then I heard a camera snap. My first thought was that it was the spy from the other day, but no. It was Window in front of me.

	Screenshotted so I can show her how much you’re blushing later.


“Delete it.”

	nope.jpg


I reached out to grab her and shake her, but she swiftly dodged my grapple attempt and flew away toward the forest.

The chase was on.


Chapter Eighteen

I never did catch Window in time to stop her from showing Vala the picture of me blushing and smiling some awkward smile. What that meant was that I had to deal with Window teasing me, taking more “screenshots” of me every time she thought I was making an embarrassing expression or was in a weird pose for whatever reason, and all of those screenshots were shown on an expanded Window so that Vala and everybody else around could see.

Thankfully, nobody else was around.

The last words I said to Window before she left me alone were, “Just wait, Window. For every single screenshot of me that you take, I’m going to plan a new way to torture you. Waterboarding, using you as an axe or a boomerang, maybe eating off of you or using you to scratch my back, using you as a bed—maybe as a rug to wipe my feet off onto before stepping into my greenhouse—I will get my revenge.”

Window vanished without giving me any sass.

“Ooh. I didn’t know you were a sadist,” Vala said.

“I’m not, but Window is turning me into one. She makes me want to bully her and make her cry,” I replied.

“Poor Window, but that’s okay as long as you don’t bully me.”

“I’ll bully you if you give me a reason to.”

“A-ah… wh-why does that… sound kind of exciting…”

I looked down at her and saw her looking away, blushing.

She blushed a lot.

Then again, all three of us blushed often.

“I guess you’re a lazy and masochistic dragon queen now.”

“I’m not a masochist!”

“Really? Then, if you have total control over this place, how come we can still feel pain? Couldn’t you make it so that there’s no such thing as pain here?”

“Yeah, I could, but…”

“But you’re a masochist.”

“I’m not! It’s just—I thought it’d be too easy during fights if we didn’t feel any pain at all. The pain was just nerfed instead of removed!”

“Are there any other patch notes I should know about?”

“The latest patch notes say that you’re not allowed to call me a masochist.”

“I doubt that, you masochistic dragon.”

“I’m not a masochist. Watch!”

Vala held out her right arm and pinched it with her left hand. After just a couple of seconds of pinching her skin between her nails, she started whining and looking as if she was about to cry.

“See?!” she asked, looking up at me with teary eyes as if she was actually proving anything.

“That’s not how it works at all! There’s a difference between pinching yourself and being a masochist!”

“Fine! Then punch me!”

“I’m not going to punch you and there’s an even bigger difference between getting punched and being a masochist!”

“Doesn’t being a masochist mean you like to get hurt?”

“I mean… kind of? I think? I don’t know, I’m not an expert on that stuff. I’m a virgin, remember?”

“Yeah, but you’re a guy, so you totally looked at lots of porn.”

“One, you’re not wrong. Two, I didn’t look at that kind of porn.”

“Oh, so you’re not into that?”

“Right—hey, wait. Where’d you get that notepad from?”

In her hands was a notepad and a pencil that must have appeared out of thin air seeing as how there was nowhere on her body to hide them and they weren’t there a moment ago.

“I’m taking notes,” she explained.

“Alright, but what kind of notes and why?” I asked.

“Notes about your preferences. A-and… because…”

“You’re like a stalker. A lazy, masochistic, stalker dragon queen.”

“I don’t like all the adjectives you’re adding onto my title.”

“A lazy, masochist, stalker dragon queen who likes to complain.”

“I’m not complaining!”

“A lazy, masochistic stalker dragon queen who likes to complain and also likes to deny complaining.”

“I’ll pinch you.”

“Shouldn’t you be threatening to breathe fire, trample me, or to crush me with your tail or something?”

“Those are all way too extreme!”

“Yeah, but you’re a dragon. At least threaten to bite me or something instead of threatening to pinch me.”

“You—you haven’t gotten enough love points yet to unlock biting…”

“Is there even a way for me to track these love points or whatever that you keep on bringing up? Is there an actual value or anything to them?”

Vala nodded and said, “Window.”

Window came out of hiding to show me my love point progress thus far.

I should have known that it was actually being tracked.

	Love Point Tracker: Drake Hunter
Vala: 43
Window: -99999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999999



“Show your real numbers! I can’t be the only one,” Vala said.

	He doesn’t deserve to get to see them.


“I’ll let him bully you if you don’t.”

	Love Point Tracker: Drake Hunter
Vala: 43
Window: 7……………………… 74



“He—he has more love points for you than me?” Vala asked with a shocked expression.

“I still have no idea how this works,” I said.

From what I could gather, I had about thirty more love points for Window than Vala, but I had no idea what that meant. All I knew was that it sounded like it might cause some drama.

“It—it means that you made her heart race more and faster,” Vala explained.

“Does Window even have a heart? Both figuratively and literally?”

	I have more of a heart than you do >_>


“Window, compare our points for him,” Vala said.

They made sure to turn away so that they could look at their love points for me in private.

If Vala looked disappointed before, she didn’t now. If anything, she looked smug while Window was… well—

Feeling blue.

Literally.

	Why—why do I barely have any love points for you…



Well, if love points were based off the amount of times that we made our hearts race or however it was that it was explained, then it made sense for Window’s points for me to be low. Vala made my heart race pretty frequently. Window—did Window ever make my heart race? I mean, she was a floating, informational status window who could appear anywhere at anytime for any reason. We joked around a lot and teased each other, and it was fun to do that, but she never made my heart race.

But, after thinking about it, I realized that I really was having a lot of fun with her.

I appreciated her.

I guess I’m a lot closer to her than I realized, I thought.

	They’re increasing!


Vala’s smug satisfaction disappeared upon seeing the text on Window’s body.

“They’re going up so fast…”

	Mwahaha! All part of my plan! He’s realized how wonderful I am and that he totally has to love me for how perfect and awesome and fun I am! He-hey, wait, are they going down?! They’re not even supposed to be able to go down! That’s not how this works!


“Don’t get full of yourself,” I said. “All I realized was that I like you and think it’s fun to be with you. As annoying as you are, we’re friends, right?”

Vala held her chin and went, “Ooh.”

	…


“Now I know why they’re higher than mine. Hers go up super easy…”

	Shu-shut up! They do not! Don’t make me sound like some kind of floozy who’s in love with somebody as virgin as him!


“Did… did you seriously just use the word ‘floozy?’” I asked. “Just how old are you?”

	A word is a word! Don’t judge me!


“Whatever you say, you floozy.”

	I’m not a floozy!


“Sure you aren’t… Floozy.”

	Don’t capitalize it like it’s my new nickname!


“I’ll stop calling you it if you show me my love points again. And if you’re honest about them.”

	Fine!
Love Point Tracker: Drake Hunter
Vala: 43
Window: 98



“Wow, they do go up easily. Wait, did they go over a hundred just now?

	No! There’s nothing there? See? You can’t see anything!
Love Point Tracker: Drake Hunter
Vala: 43
Window: 103



“I can totally still see it. It says one hundred and thr—”

	GRFEDSGFEDSGFERSDGVFDS
HGTRFDSHTFRGDSH
HTFGRBDSHBGFRDHBTGRFDHBTGFRDS



She vanished after covering up the text with gibberish.

“Huh. That was easy,” I said.

“I should try teasing her like that. It’s not fair if you’re the only one with high love points for her,” Vala said.

“Shouldn’t you focus on beating me at that racing game first?”

“I’ll beat you at both!” Vala said, her eyes suddenly full of fire. “I’ll beat you at the game, make my love points higher than yours for Window, and make my love points for you higher than yours for me!”

“That’s more than ‘both.’”

“Three goals is close enough to count as both!”

“I don’t think that’s how the word works.”

“A word is a word!”

“That’s Window’s line. By the way… I mean, I know I’m a virgin and all that, but don’t you think something like… love points is kind of hard to measure? It doesn’t really seem right to try and measure it—love, with a number, you know?” I felt stupid getting that out there, but it was something that had been bothering me since it was explained to me.

“Yeah, but it’s not like that.”

“How so?”

“It’s just something we thought would be fun. Stuff like emotions can’t be tracked with numbers.”

“You’re a dragon who can create pocket universes but you can’t track emotions with numbers?”

“Yeah. Emotions are way too strong. They could probably beat me in any game if they had a body.”

“So, what you’re telling me is that something like love is more powerful than a dragon as big as mountains who can create pocket universes?”

“Yeah.”

“This sounds like some children’s book now about how love is powerful enough to beat all.”

“Because it is. Don’t you humans know that?”

“Hah. You kidding me? I think the amount of people who believe that is very, very little. If anything, more of them hate the whole ‘love is strong enough to beat anything’ trope. Whether it’s a game, show, movie, or even a book, you so much as imply that the protagonists have the power of love on their side and people start whining.”

“They sound bitter.”

“Or they just want something more logical than the power of love.”

“But the power of love is logical. I already told you it’s even stronger than me! Like, love could even beat entropy.”

“I think that’s a bit extreme.”

“Love is the drill that will pierce the heavens! And reverse entropy!”

“That’s even more extreme!”

“Hehe. But seriously, humans would probably be extinct if it wasn’t for love.”

“I’m not trying to be anti-love or anything, but I think humans are resilient enough to survive without it.”

“Nope. Love is the most important thing! Everybody has to love something. They might love something like money or fame instead of another person, but they always love something.”

“If love is so powerful then how come people don’t always get what they love? What about people who are stalkers and obsessively chase after the person they love?”

Vala shook her head and crossed her arms over her chest. “That’s not real love.”

“How do you know?”

“Because love is never twisted like that. Real love wouldn’t be used for something bad.”

“You sure are idealistic when it comes to this.”

“I’m a dragon who’s been alive for—w-well… a really long time. I know what I’m talking about. Real love is timeless, pure, and survives even after you’re dead. It can survive for hundreds… and hundreds of years.”

“You also think zombies are real.”

She looked up at me.

The look in her eyes—she looked as if she was offended.

Challenged.

She looked like I said something wrong and her eyes convinced me that I did.

“I’m serious. Don’t underestimate love,” Vala said. She sounded more serious than ever before.

I couldn’t refuse her. “Alright. I’ll trust you.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“Promise that you’ll never underestimate love again!”

“I promise that I’ll never underestimate love again. After all, I’m sure you know way better than me. You’re a powerful dragon who’s been alive for so—”

“You can stop there. I get your point.”

“Right.”

“Does this mean you also believe in zombies now?”

“No.”

Her disappointed eyes weren’t able to convince me I was wrong this time.

I still wanted to know more about the love point system. “Anyways, back to the point… so, love points aren’t measuring love itself. They’re just measuring… the individual times that you might make somebody love you extra, or something?”

“Nah. That’d still be impossible to track. It’s more like… they don’t really make sense and are just there for fun. They also build up over time on their own. They just… like… explaining it is hard. Uhh… I guess it’s more like they’re handed out in big chunks whenever you do something special for the other person since there’s no better time to give a bunch of them at once. The more they like what you do, the more love points you’ll get. L-like… giving me this crown.”

“So, in a way, it’s measuring the effects of love rather than love itself? Or something like that?”

“That’s probably as close as we’ll be able to get to an explanation that makes sense…”

“It’s confusing and I’m not sure if it makes any sense, but I should know better than to try and make sense out of anything by now. So, are they used for anything if we’re tracking them?”

“Yeah, but that’s for later. It’d be spoilers to tell you now.”

“Fair enough. I’m guessing those coins are going to get a use instead of just piling up, too, right?”

“Yeah. That’ll be unlocked after we clear this first stage. A lot of fun stuff will be unlocked!”

“Then I guess we need to hurry up and get to finishing the first stage. I’m guessing that each stage has three levels, the third level is the boss stage, and that’s the one we’re on right now, right?”

“You’re like a detective.”

“No, I’m like a human being who can use my brain to put two and two together for a few seconds with past knowledge of how these sorts of games work.”

“Yeah, but you still did detecting to figure it out.”

“Your standards for being a detective are way too low.”

“If you can detect the difference between milk and water, that’s enough to technically make you a detective.”

“Your standards are extremely low!”

“Hehehe. By the way,” Vala said, pausing to reach into her hair.

She pulled out our purpose for being in the forest.

Hidden within her hair was the item we had been searching for—or rather, the item that we were supposed to be searching for.

An exotic feather.

“How? Where’d you find that? When?” I asked.

Vala smirked. “I found it a while ago.”

“How come you didn’t say anything?”

“Because… I wanted to spend more time walking and talking in the forest with you.”

Even if I was able to tease her, flirt with her, and be honest about my feelings, something as simple as that was still all that it took to turn my cheeks red and make my heart beat just a little bit faster.

Alright, maybe more than a little bit faster.

“Window!” Vala said.

Window appeared and showed something to Vala, causing her to pump her fist into the air.

“I made your love points increase! Now I know what strategy to use,” Vala said with a smug smile.

“Don’t use my emotions to try and one-up me in love points!” I shouted.

“I told you that I’m going to beat you!”

“Beating emotions is wrong! That’s emotional abuse!”

“I’m gonna so abuse your emotions.”

I looked at her with a straight face.

She looked at me with a straight face.

A few seconds passed.

Vala realized how horrible that sounded. “I—I mean, I’m—”

“Nope,” I said and crossed my arms over my chest. “You’re an emotional abuser now. Window is a floozy and you’re emotionally abusive. I’m going back to the dogs who actually appreciate me.”

“But I got you the feather!”

“You can keep it.”

“Bu-but! Drake! Don’t leave without me!”

“Sorry, I can’t hear masochistic, lazy, emotionally-abusive, stalker dragon queens who like to complain and also like to deny complaining.”

“It’s getting even bigger!”

I turned around, stared her right in the eyes, and pointed a pair of finger guns at her. “That’s—”

“Wa-wait! I’m not ready for i—”

“—what she said.”


Chapter Nineteen

Vala and I stood before the bowman tower with all the required materials to upgrade it.

	Archer Tower (Upgrade from Bowman Tower)
Difficulty Level: ★★
Upgrade Time: 3 hours
Required Materials: 400 gold coins, any type of wood (x200), Cat Fur Scraps (x30), Cat Bones (x15), Exotic Feather
Special Ability: Volley Fire!
Durability: 100%
A tower that is home to trained archers who will shoot invaders with arrows!



The sun had already begun to set in the distance, but there was still enough time to get the upgrade done before the next battle.

It was then that I realized we did not, in fact, have all the required items.

We did not have enough fur scraps because… I used almost all of them on creating my armor. We lacked the cat bones, too, due to upgrading our weapons.

“What’s wrong?” Vala asked, standing up on the tips of her toes to try and match my height.

“I uh… didn’t consider that we used up the scraps and bones. And the only way to get more is by beating the next battle.”

“Oh, we could just replay one of the first two stages.”

“Wait, we can do that?”

“Yeah. You can always go back and play previous levels in games.”

“So, even in this world, grinding is a part of gaming.”

“Duh. You can’t take the grind out of gaming!”

“The word ‘grind’ isn’t even in ‘gaming.’”

“But they both start with the letter G!”

“Yeah, and cocaine and cookies both start with C. That doesn’t mean they should go together.”

“Those would be some really expensive cookies.”

“That’s not the point.”

“I haven’t had any cookies in a while.”

“That’s still not the point.”

“We should eat cookies.”

“We don’t even have any cookies.”

“That sounds like something we should fix.”

“I mean, now that you’ve brought it up, I could go for some cookies.”

“What’s your favorite kind?” she asked with excited eyes.

The way that she looked at me made me think that this question was incredibly important.

In fact, it just might have been the most important question that she could ever ask me.

That’s how she looked, anyways.

That looks of hers made me seriously consider what my favorite type of cookie was.

Chocolate chip? Chocolate chip cookies were basic, but everybody loved them, so to answer with that would be a good choice.

But what if she was expecting something more unique?

Depending on how far one wished to stray from the standard cookie, all sorts of cookies were possible.

Peanut butter and jelly cookies. Pistachio sea salt caramel cookies. Bourbon pumpkin spice cookies.

But, as unique as those cookies were, I could not honestly say that any of them were my favorite. In fact, it would be fairer to say that those were my least favorites despite having never even tried that before.

Vala blinked, staring at my face.

I had to choose something.

What else was there?

What was my favorite type of cookie?

Never before had I thought that such a question could cause so much inner turmoil and debate, but it did.

The question repeated itself over and over inside of my head.

“What’s your favorite kind?”

“What’s your favorite kind?”

“What’s your favorite kind?”

“What’s your favorite kind?”

“What’s your favorite kind?”

A bead of sweat rolled down my forehead.

What about oatmeal cookies? Oatmeal raisin cookies? No, oatmeal raisin cookies with sweetened coconut flakes baked into them? I had to admit that those were easily among my favorites, but were they the favorite of favorites?

Surely, there had to be something else.

Something that perfectly captured everything that a cookie was meant to be.

On my left shoulder was a miniaturized version of myself with red wings and horns holding a trident telling me, “Pick something weird! Pick something crazy! Be unique! Embrace the peanut butter and jelly raisin fruit cake cookie!”

“Such a horrible thing doesn’t even exist!” I shouted at the little devil, getting poked in the cheek by its trident.

“Shhh. It’s okay,” another voice said, this time coming from my right shoulder. He was just as small as the devil but wearing a toga with angelic wings and a halo floating above his head—a cookie halo. “Be pure with your cookie desires. Embrace the chocolate chip cookie, or perhaps the sugar cookie.”

“But that’s boring!” I shouted at the little angel, sending it flying away in tears.

Another bead of sweat rolled down my forehead.

Vala remained staring at me, waiting for an answer with a tilted head and a catlike smile spread across her lips.

Then it hit me.

A shining lightbulb appeared above my head as I pointed at Vala to confidently declare, “S’mores cookies!”

That was it!

S’mores cookies played it safe by sticking close to tradition while also having enough diverse ingredients to be unique! Everybody loved s’mores, everybody loved cookies, yet s’mores cookies were a rarity amongst both s’mores lovers and cookie lovers!

The gooey marshmallow, the melting chocolate chunks, the crunch of the crushed graham crackers mixed into a soft, perfectly baked cookie—there was no defeating the s’mores cookie!

“Ooh. Those sound good. I just like plain chocolate chip ones,” Vala replied.

I froze.

All of that time spent thinking about cookies because of how intensely she was looking at me—was it all for nothing?

Did I just drastically overthink such a simple question for no good reason?

What if I would have just said that my favorite was chocolate chip since that was the first one to pop into my mind?

“Y-you… you okay?” she asked.

It was then that I realized living in such a ridiculous world was affecting me. Not only was the world itself ridiculous, but it was causing my thoughts to turn crazy as well.

Seriously, who overthinks cookies that much? I thought. “Yeah, I’m alright. So, what was that about going back and redoing the previous levels?”

“Oh. Yeah, we can do one battle a day, and we can even skip some days if we want a break.”

“Wait, we don’t have to fight every night?”

“Nah. We’d get burned out if we fought every night.”

“But… we’d probably run out of food seeing as how those battles are our only source of food right now.”

“Everything is a source of food when you’re a dragon!”

“Are you saying that I’m a source of food?”

“Yup!”

“So, you want to eat me? I knew you were a masochist, so I shouldn’t be surprised how far your perversion goes.”

She started turning red upon realizing what I meant. “Wa-wait! That’s not what I meant! I didn’t mean that kind of eating!”

“Sure you didn’t.”

“I didn’t! I swear! I—I mean, it’s not like I—not like I… wouldn’t want to… but that’s not the point!”

“So you do want to eat me? What’s that called again? Vore?”

“I don’t mean that kind of eating either!”

She turned even redder. Though, rather than only be red from embarrassment, she was getting red from frustration as well.

She looked really cute and her expression made me want to purposely misinterpret her words even more.

But there was more that I was curious about.

“Do we even have to wait until night for the battles?” I asked.

“Nah. We just thought it would be good to add a sense of urgency! You know, make it more intense and important feeling. You don’t have to wait at all or you can wait as much as you want.”

“So, basically, what little bit of urgency and tension there actually was is irrelevant because we can just skip fighting whenever we want?”

“I guess so, but that’s okay. Games are the best when they’re fun and have a ton of replayability. You could buy the latest die-every-five-minutes hardcore game where you might feel tension and suspense and all that because of an epic main story… but then when you beat it, you already know what happens and you don’t get that feeling again. Or you could buy a fun game that is just fun for the sake of being fun and being played a lot! Something that you can pick up, knock people off of the screen to take away their lives, and then repeat!”

“Casual.”

“Nothing wrong with being a casual! After all, us casuals are the ones who spend the most money on games! There’s one hundred casuals for every hardcore player.”

“You’re not wrong and I guess that I can agree with your view. I’ve had way more fun with cheap, simple, replayable games than the expensive, latest triple-A games. They might have really awesome stories and fun gameplay… but once you beat them, most people put them down and don’t really touch them again.”

“Right! So, what we’re going for here is cheap, simple, and replayable! But don’t worry, some of the later levels and zones are going to have stories! Like, once we beat the first three levels for this zone, we unlock the extra levels which is where the story is! But saying anything else would be spoilers.”

“So wait, how’s this whole level and stage thing work again?”

“Well, that was going to be explained once we unlock the world map, but I guess I can explain it now since it doesn’t really matter. Okay, so there are zones. We’re in the first zone. Each zone has three basic levels. Inside of each of those levels is three stages. Right now, we’re at the third stage of the first level for the first zone. Then, when you clear the three base levels for a zone, you unlock the extra levels! Then, when you clear the extra levels, you unlock the zone’s ultimate challenge level!”

“So, we’re in the first zone, and each zone… with extra and challenge stages included… there are eighteen battles per zone. How many ‘zones’ are there?”

“Uhhh… well, we’re in the Pawsitively Feline Emperor’s zone right now, and I know of at least three other zones, but I’m not sure how many will be in the base game. There will be even more in the expansions!”

“Stop talking about this world like it’s a video game.”

“Try to stop me,” she said, sticking her tongue out.

Now, the first thought that popped into my head upon hearing her say that was me holding her by her chin and kissing her to shut her up that way. After all, she wouldn’t be able to keep talking if we were kissing.

“Hmm? Why are you blushing all of a sudden?” she asked.

But I was still too much of a virgin. My heart was barely able to manage thinking about doing that. “Anyways,” I changed the subject, “the bees should be done soon. We might be able to handle the third stage with them, but I’d rather just repeat the second stage with them to test them out and get the stuff for upgrading the bowman tower.”

“I’ll just go ahead and play some more vidya then.”

“What? You’re not going to help out?”

“Ehhh? But I already helped with that stage. Besides, you could totally handle it without me.”

“What happened to fun replayability?”

“Being able to watch others have fun replaying it is the same. You know, it’s like watching streamers play the same games over and over and over. You wouldn’t want to watch them play something that’s not fun to watch more than once.”

“So, now you’re treating me like a streamer?”

“And I’m your first subscriber!” she declared with a peace sign.

That was cute enough that it made me forgive her for being lazy and making me do the battle by myself.

At least the bees would be there to help me.

A while later and the construction of the bumblebee tower was finally complete.

The tower itself was built along the rightmost path coming from the forest. Not too many enemies came down the outermost paths, and the description for the tower said that the bees would patrol the map, so I figured that it would be alright if they were out of the way for the most part.

Now, with the construction tent pulled away, the beaver forewoman gave me a thumbs-up before digging back down into the ground.

Standing in place of the tent was our new tower.

It was shorter and rounder than the other towers. Shaped like a giant bee’s nest, three holes were located along the top of its front side that a swarm of bees flew out from.

Well, it wasn’t really a swarm. There were only six of them. Each bumblebee, however… was the size of a small dog.

Their comically oversized bodies looked like they should have been impossible for their wings to carry, but they managed to fly as clumsily through the air as any bumblebee.

Also.

They were extremely fluffy.

The fluff levels of the honeybees matched if not surpassed the fluff levels of the dogs. Each one of them looked like a flying, fluffy pillow that I wanted to cuddle with.

Then, all six of them flew down in formation, hovered in the air in front of me, and… saluted me with their front legs before flying to the area around their hive.

The area around their hive was full of flowers. In particular, it was full of the flowers that I gathered for them. There were far more of them, too.

Only twenty-five flowers were required to build the tower, but the grass surrounding the tower was full of hundreds of beautiful flowers featuring a variety of colors and styles.

The bees happily went from flower to flower, delicately collecting pollen before flying back up into their hive to deposit it.

First, dogs. Now, bumblebees.

Using such cute and fluffy beings to fight against bloodthirsty cats wasn’t something that I was proud of, but I had to admit that I was curious about seeing the bumblebees in action.

So, after letting the bumblebees get used to their new home, I had Window start the night’s battle for us.

I just had to hope that the bumblebees would be able to make up for Vala’s absence on the second stage.

After the usual theatrics leading up to a battle starting were over, Window popped up in front of me with a message while Vala watched from the background.

Though, how much she was actually watching was debatable seeing as how she was also playing her game.

	I know the perfect song for this.


“The perfect song for what?” I asked.

She disappeared before I could get an answer.

I assumed she didn’t want me to use her as a weapon against the now-approaching cats.

Then the music started.

It was a familiar song that most people had probably heard of.

Flight of the Bumblebee.

“Isn’t this copyright infringement?!” I shouted.

	PUBLIC DOMAIN, BITCH


It was my first time seeing Window swear at me.

And she picked a pretty good time to do it, too.

	I’m so happy it’s in public domain! That means we don’t have to call it something cheesy and totally-not-it like Flight of the Bumbling Bees instead. I was also really tempted to use Ride of the Valkyries, but this one is totally more fitting.


“Don’t ruin the moment. This is the best part of the song,” I told her.

Window disappeared from in front of me, allowing me to see the incoming flight of bumblebees.

The six bumblebees flew out from their hive forming a triangle, each bee partnered with another, as they flew toward the cats.

Once the first of the cats entered melee combat with the dogs, the bees lined up for a strafing run, dove toward the cats, and fired!

As for what they fired…

They fired their stingers.

Like machine guns.

Each stinger was immediately replaced by another to be shot.

The stingers themselves didn’t seem to do much damage, especially considering that only the very tips of the stingers penetrated the cats, but they were enough to help the dogs and bowman tower finish the cats off quicker than normal.

Only a single cat managed to slip by them.

The bees, switching targets, approached the lone cat from behind.

As they flew closer, increasing in speed as they dove, the cat looked behind itself only to realize what terrifying situation it was in.

In front of it were the rest of my dogs.

Behind it were bees ready to shoot their stingers at it.

It pulled a white flag seemingly out of nowhere to hold up, but it was too late.

My bumblebees committed a glorious war crime against the despicable cat by all shooting their stingers at it.

Five stingers hit the targeted cat, causing it to jump up, run off of the side of the path, and flee back into the forest where it came from.

The bees’ stingers disappeared from sight a few seconds later similar to how bullet casings in games did shortly after landing on the ground.

The bees then did a low pass by me, raising their front legs to salute me as they flew by.

I was speechless.

I already loved bees and thought that they were objectively the best insects in the world.

And now they were even better.


Chapter Twenty

We were still short on cat fur scraps and bones from repeating the battle, so we’d have to do it again, but there was something more important to focus my attention on.

“The bees!” I said with a large smile uncontrollably stretching across my face. “They were awesome!”

I couldn’t help it.

They really were awesome.

The bees were fast, cute, deadly, and cool. The way that they saluted me as they flew by made me think of ace pilots flying by one another in classic military movies.

“You already said that,” Vala teased, watching my excitement with a smile of her own.

I really couldn’t help it.

I seriously loved bees and loved them even more after seeing them in action.

They were not only pollinators great for providing the world with plenty of delicious food, but they were defenders against cats!

“You’re like a little kid,” Vala teased some more.

“I don’t want to hear that from somebody who wants to be lazy and play video games all day. My excitement for bees is more mature,” I defended myself. “Did you know that bees are responsible for one third of humanity’s food?”

“Did I just get subscribed to bee facts?”

“Mead was the first ever fermented drink, and it’s made of honey. Ignore the people who try to say that wine came before mead. If anything, mead should just be mead and wine should be nicknamed grape-mead instead of mead being honey-wine.”

“What else?”

“Humans have been beekeeping for thousands of years and, despite only living for about two months, they fly half the circumference of the world.”

“I guess you could say that they’re busy bees.”

“And let’s not forget that honeybees are the only insects that actually produce food for us. None of those other insects make food. Sure, they’re edible, so they are food, but they don’t produce food.”

“Bees are best insects, confirmed.”

“It never needed confirmation. Oh, did you know that honey never goes bad? They found some in ancient pyramids before and it was still good.”

“That sounds like legendary-rarity honey. I bet it would give huge stat boosts.”

“Of course it would. More games should have honey in them, honestly. Why do healing potions always have to be made out of herbs or mushrooms? Why not just make them with honey? Not only would they taste better, but they’d be healthier and work way better.”

“I’ll tell Window we need honey potions.”

“You know what really sucks, though? A lot of people believe that bees die after they sting people. And they do a lot of the time, but that’s because people are impatient, angry, or afraid. If a bee stings you, and you let it stay instead of trying to swat it away, they’re smart enough to try and twist and turn around to free their stinger from you.”

“Best part about being a dragon is having scales too tough to sting. I never have to worry about stuff like that.”

“What about when you’re in your human form?”

“I’m only in this form when in private or in my old cave. Nothing will try stinging us in this world, and there were no bees in my cave, so there’s never been a chance to get stung as a human!”

“Would you even be able to tell if something tried biting or stinging you when you’re in your dragon form?”

“Not really, but there was one time when I was in a field of flowers and a bunch of bees were flying around my head, so I saw some of them try to sting me. I think they were mad that I accidentally crushed a bunch of flowers. He-hey! I said it was an accident! Don’t look at me like I’m some sort of horrible dragon!”

I dropped my disappointed look and smiled. “I’m just teasing you. Unfortunately, when bees are as small as they normally are, it’s kind of impossible to not accidentally hurt them your entire life. I’m sure it’s even harder when you’re a giant dragon.”

Vala smiled and tilted her head a bit. “I like when you’re like this,” she said, catching me off guard.

“Like what? How am I any different than usual?”

“You were really excited about bees, but you’re also like… really calm and serious and nice and happy.”

“That’s a lot of ands.”

“Because you’re a lot of things.”

“Well, as much as I love dogs, bees are the real man’s best friend. They’re incredibly important to all things natural, so I love them. They’re especially useful for gardening. I’ve always wanted to own a massive garden and farm someday that is supported by a whole bunch of beehives. I’d get my own, homegrown food, my own honey—it’d be great.”

“I could listen to you talk like this forever.”

“Then you must have low standards. I’m just talking about myself, and I’m not that interesting.”

“Come on, where’s the ego and teasing?”

“We just got done fighting and I spent the rest of my energy on getting excited over the bees.”

“Low energy. Sad.”

“I’m sorry that I don’t have a bunch of unused energy from lying around playing video games all day.”

“Listen, playing vidya as much as I do is tiring. It’s serious business!”

I yawned and looked around during it.

The bees had flown back to their hive of a tower to rest for the night, the dogs were licking each other’s wounds, and the mysterious inhabitants of the bowman tower took their lunchboxes from the front door without anybody ever seeing them.

Part of me was worried about just what they would be.

They stayed in a tower. Shot from their windows at enemies who ran by them. Never let anybody see them.

And they existed in a world created by Vala to be perfect for “gaming.”

The most obvious assumption involved the tower’s inhabitants being anti-social gamers who refused to leave their room.

That was the most fitting given the context.

“Then if we’re both so tired, let’s eat and go to bed,” I finally replied.

Vala nodded and happily hurried over to where our dining table for the night was.

The next day, Vala mostly lazed around playing video games while I went out gathering some basic materials.

It was supposed to be a survival and crafting “game” in addition to having tower defense, so there was plenty of gathering to do.

I wasn’t going to be content with sleeping on the grass forever. And I thought it would be nice to have an actual table and chairs that didn’t just disappear whenever we were done eating for the day.

Then there was the chance of finding something new while out. If I was able to get the bees because of exploring and gathering, what if I found even more unique items for building towers with?

Or more items to make more bee towers with?

I would have been fine even if all I found were more materials for bee towers, really.

Unfortunately, I didn’t come across anything interesting. I did, however, have enough wood and stone to haul back to the greenhouse to last me most of the day.

The sheer amount of wood and stone I took back left me more exhausted than I’d been in as long as I could remember.

I felt bad about it, but I ended up doing almost nothing in that night’s repeat of the second battle. The bees, however, had more than a few opportunities to show off just how great they were.

One particular group of cats got bunched up and overwhelmed the first two warrior towers. The group was tightly packed and on its way to overwhelm the final tower’s dogs standing between them and the greenhouse, and I struggled fighting against just one cat.

But then the bees came.

Not one of their stingers went to waste as they shot into the grouped cats.

They thinned the cats out enough for the final dogs to hold them off and defeat them.

It was only after we were in the clear that I noticed what Vala was doing for the entire fight and why it seemed like more cats were making it past than usual.

There she was.

Sitting cross-legged next to one of the cats.

Both of them held a controller in their hands as they stared at the same screen, playing that racing game Vala was so fond of.

“What do you think you’re doing?” I asked, standing behind them.

Neither Vala nor the cat bothered turning to face me, but Vala at least answered me and explained, “Dueling!”

“Why?”

“I thought it would be more fun if I challenged her to a duel like this. If I win, she has to run away! If she wins, I have to let her pass me.”

“You… you know that the battle is already over, right?”

That grabbed the cat’s attention.

The cat slowly turned her head around to look at the paths. A few other cats were in sight… but they were all in the process of running away. She was the only one left not running away.

And there were bees and dogs waiting for her if she were to try and continue her attack.

A noticeable bead of sweat slowly dripped down the side of her head, somehow not getting absorbed into her fur. It looked just like one of those dramatic beads of sweat that cartoon characters had when they noticed they were in trouble.

The cat slowly turned her head back to the screen just in time to watch as Vala passed her up on the racetrack.

Then the cat looked at me again and set down the controller before slowly, carefully, getting back onto all fours to walk back toward the forest.

She took off running as soon as she was a few steps away.

Moments later and Vala raised her hands up in victory as the results showed on the screen of her console.

She came in first place while opponent’s kart was still half a track behind, sitting still as the computer-controlled racers passed it by.

“I win!” Vala declared.

“Yeah, you won,” I replied. “You successfully beat one cat in a race after she stopped paying attention after the fact that all of the other cats were already defeated.”

Vala looked around and saw what I was talking about. “O-oh.”

“Yeah.”

“But I still won.”

I was too tired to complain. Besides, there was something endearing about her challenging one of our enemies to a one-on-one race in the middle of a battle while all the other enemies just walked straight by to let her do her duel. Not even the bees interfered with the duel even though they could have at any point.

“If you’re going to duel them then at least duel several of them at a time,” I suggested. “That game is multiplayer, so you can invite more cats to play, can’t you?”

“But I only have two controllers and one small screen.”

“Then we’ll have to get a giant screen and a bunch of controllers so that you can duel a whole bunch of them at once. You can have your own racing tournament while we’re in the middle of a battle.”

Her face lit up and her tail wagged behind her. “That’s perfect! But it would be cheating and really OP if I used Window to make a big enough screen and more controllers… oh! What if—what if that’s my power? Like, right now my special attack is my energy beam. What if I replace it with the ability to challenge enemies in gaming duels? And the more I upgrade the skill, the bigger the screen gets and the more controllers I have, the more enemies I can challenge at once!”

“The energy beam sounds way more impressive.”

“But gaming is better than rainbow energy beams! And what if we fight somebody super overpowered who we can’t beat normally? They might be too strong to beat in a fight, but I could duel them in a game!”

“That’s…”

I tried to think of something wrong with her logic.

After all, who would seriously consider challenging somebody to a video game during a fight? When you’re swinging weapons, shooting bows, having strafing runs with bees, you don’t really stop and say, “Hey, instead of kicking my ass with that giant sword of yours, let’s duel in a video game instead where you don’t have any advantages over me.”

That sort of thing just shouldn’t make any sense.

It was illogical.

It was nonsensical.

It was irrational.

And because it was those things, I knew it was a perfect idea for somebody like Vala and the world that we were in.

There was not a single fault in her logic because I knew that it would most likely work out exactly as she proposed.

After all, we were in the universe that she created. She could make anything happen.

“That sounds like a good plan to me,” I said with a shrug. “Or you could just make it so we have multiple abilities. In some tower defense games, you usually have one to three active or passive abilities, and then you’ve got one ultimate that you could activate whenever you want. So, your beam attack could be an active ability that you use in combat sometimes, and then your game challenge ability is your ultimate ability? Or the other way around.”

Vala looked more and more excited as I explained my suggestion.

The wagging of her tail was comparable to the dogs’ tails.

“I knew you’d be perfect for this! That all sounds awesome! Me and Window couldn’t really agree on a way to do abilities. I thought it would be awesome if we had like a deck of abilities that you could get from weapons, items, battles, and even some unlocked from a gacha but Window wanted like a research tree system for stats and traits and abilities and all that min-maxing hardcore stuff.”

“Why didn’t you just combine them?”

“Because we both wanted more of our own idea.”

“You couldn’t make her listen to you?”

	I have free will, thanks.


“Shame.”

	What’s that supposed to mean?


“It means it would be better if you didn’t.”

	Yeah, well, I have free will and there’s nothing that you can do about it!


“We could take it away from you. We just have to tie you up and… gagging you wouldn’t work, so we could just put a bag over you or something.”

	Wha-wha-what do you think you’re thinking?! I’m an informational status window and you’re wanting to do weird things to me like that!


“Wait, why are you blushing?”

	WHY DO YOU THINK I’M BLUSHING? YOU JUST SAID YOU WOULD TO BIND ME AND GAG ME!


“Yeah, so?”

	SO?!


“I didn’t know you had that fetish,” Vala teased me. “And Window… I didn’t think you’d blush so much from it.”

	SHUT UP I’M NOT BLUSHING THAT MUCH AND IT’S NOT LIKE I’M INTO THAT OR ANYTHING THERE’S NO WAY THAT I’D WANT SOME PERVERTED STUPID HUMAN TO TIE ME UP LIKE I’M A WINDOW IT WOULDN’T EVEN WORK HOW DO YOU BIND A WINDOW LIKE WOULD YOU USE ROPE OR CHAINS OR


It finally dawned on my slow, naïve self what was going on.

I had threatened Window with bondage play.

And Window, apparently, was enjoying that threat. She either enjoyed it or was burning red from rage at the idea of it.

Seeing as how Window wasn’t really the type to get raging mad over things like this from what I knew…

Window made it more than clear what her fetish was.

So, I had two choices.

One, I could explain that I honestly did not mean to threaten any sort of perverted bondage play. I was just talking without thinking about what I was saying.

Two, I could take advantage of the situation and tease her.

“I’m actually pretty good at tying ropes. I learned how from all those survivalist videos I watched and practiced. I could tie you up with anything and in any position,” I teased, causing Window to start rocking from side to side.

But no new words came up on her body. Instead, she just looked like she was covered in frantic scribbles.

“Don’t forget about dripping wax on her,” Vala boldly suggested.

Window went from rocking to shaking and spinning around.

“Wow. I had no idea that you were such a masochist, Window. I called Vala a masochist before, but I guess that you’re the real masochist. What a perverted window you are.”

Letters occasionally appeared on Window but were promptly deleted, replaced, and then deleted and replaced again as she tried to think of anything to say back to us.

“An informational status window? You’re nothing but a masochistic status window,” I continued.

	SOEMGTHING CAME UP I HAVE 2 GO BYE


And then she vanished.

Vala and I looked at each other and nodded, proud of our accomplishment. She might have been useless during the latest battle, but we were partners in crime when it came to teasing Window.

“But dripping wax?” I asked.

“What? Isn’t that normal for that kind of stuff?” Vala asked back.

“I just didn’t expect you offer something that specific.”

“I’ve spent most of my life on the internet. I’ve seen things. BDSM stuff is as vanilla as you can get on the internet.”

“There are two things I want to ask about that. One, how could you have spent most of your life on the internet when it’s only been available for a tiny fraction of your life? And two, you make it sound like you’re into that sort of thing yourself.”

“One, my life might as well have not really started until the internet existed. And two, nah. That’s Window’s thing.”

“I guess even windows have fetishes. Anyways, I’d ask you what the worst thing you’ve seen on the internet is to compare, but I’m ready for bed and would rather not get those thoughts into my head right before going to sleep.”

“Same. Humans come up with some really weird things.”

We nodded in agreement.

Then we ate and went to bed.

The bowman tower could always be upgraded in the morning now that we had enough materials and I wanted to think on my suggestion to combine Vala’s and Window’s ideas about abilities before letting them in on it.

But more importantly.

I just really wanted to sleep.

In my life before Vala, sleep was just another thing that I had to do. It was no big deal. I got tired, went to bed, and waited with my eyes closed until I fell asleep. That was it. The process repeated itself every single night.

But now?

I looked forward to sleep because I knew that there would always be another day of fun waiting for me in the morning.

Getting to cuddle with Vala and the dogs was pretty great, too.


	Hey. You. You’re probably expecting the next page or something, right? I bet you’re sitting there totally salivating at the idea of reading more, right? Like a starving wolf waiting for your next slab of meat to drop down in front of you.
Well, I have bad news.
The book is over. The series isn’t, but this book is.
Yeah. That was it. For now. But don’t worry, the next three books worth of content are already written. There will be more! Soon. Hopefully. These things take time, alright? Between editing and commissioning covers, it might take a few months before the next book is ready to come out. But don’t worry, it’s definitely going to come out. There’s probably some information you can find around here that will help you keep track of this sort of thing. Maybe go to the next page or something. I don’t know, my shift is over so I’m clocking out.
Oh. And Vala has something for you, too. Go check out the afterword first and then you’ll see what she has after that! So, don’t stop scrolling yet.
This is all you get from me, though.
Seeya.
- Window




Afterword

Well, here we are. I’m finally writing one of these after three years of writing web serials. Hey, I’m Ace. I know that there’s not exactly a “hook” or anything for the next volume, but I’m hoping that any positive feelings and smiles this story might have brought you will be enough to keep you around for the series! This series is very straightforward and exists to be fun and to bring a smile to people. You won’t be finding any deep and complex plot hooks here. Just happiness and silliness.

Lazy Dragon Queen here first started as a web serial in December of 2018. Now, in March of 2021, I’ve finally gotten around to editing it and publishing it! Can you tell that Vala got her laziness from me?

Man, I feel like this a hentai now. Probably because I’ve seen way more of these afterwards at the end of hentai doujins than at the ends of actual books.

That being said, thank you. If you’re reading this, that means you’re one of the people responsible for me being able to live out my dream as an author. It’s thanks to readers like you who are willing to give me and my works a chance that I’m able to write like this. I wouldn’t be here without you. That’s not an exaggeration, either. My journey into web serials and now self-publishing has literally been life changing for me. I never once believed I would be here and have so many people online reading my stories.

This might be my first entry to Amazon, but I’ve written over three million words in the last three years. My longest running series is already up to about 16 volumes worth (once I split it up into more appropriately sized books), and I have three ongoing series with a few more coming out soon! So, there is plenty more to read from me that isn’t on Amazon yet!

Let’s actually wrap things up now. If you enjoyed this series and want to help me out just a little bit more, it would be a massive help if you left a review! Seriously, reviews are crazy helpful to us self-published authors. Every single tiny review helps us out a ton. Now for links and stuff.

If you want to be the first to hear about new book releases and special offers, consider subscribing to my mailing list! If you join right now, you’ll get a PDF that contains the first five, unedited chapters of the next volume to read right away! You can subscribe to the mailing list here: https://acearriande.ck.page

My website is available at: https://acearriande.com/

If you want to follow me on social media, you can check out my Twitter at: https://twitter.com/ace_arriande

I have a Patreon, too, which you can find at: https://www.patreon.com/AceArriande

And if you ever want to email me, maybe because you want to help me turn this into an actual game since I have no idea how to code, you can email me at: ace@arriande.com

You can find links to the other platforms I use as well as to my official Discord server on my website, and everybody is welcome to join the server and talk with me! I’m not like those other authors who are busy having lives and stuff. I’m a good ol’ no-lifer who spends all my time on the internet, so I can be reached almost all day every day there!

I probably shouldn’t sound so proud about that. Anyways, again, thank you. If this story made you smile or laugh even once, then my mission here is accomplished.

Please look forward to the next volume! I’ll be sure to announce it on all the platforms I use when it’s available, so check out those above links or subscribe to the mailing list if you want to keep up to date with everything! And if I’m allowed to be just a little bit shameless here, I’ll now remind you to—

	Only a little shameless? Pffffttt. Weak.
Hey. You. Review pls. Do it for me, Window. You’d do it for me, right? Of course you would! Right?
Okay. That guy is going to keep on rambling if he’s not stopped, so let me just cut things short here before I go back to my gacha games.
See you next time! Oh, and now for Vala!
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Afterword


Chapter One

The first thought that I had upon waking up was the one reminding me to upgrade the tower.

What better way to start the day?

Thanks to actually repeating the second battle twice now, we had all the materials required to upgrade the tower.

I went up to the tower while Vala and the dogs slept in, opened up the menu, and pressed the update button.

The beavers popped out from the ground, put a giant tent over the tower, and got to work as all the required materials disappeared.

It hurt seeing all the items disappear like that. It wasn’t even that much of a grind, but seeing stockpiled items just disappear like that always hurt.

Of course, there was always the alternative: hoarding everything until the end of the game and never even getting a chance to use those items.

Oh, look. A Super Awesome Sword +53. Better save that for a really hard battle, but not this hard battle since there might be an even harder one, right?

Gotta save all the healing potions and one-use-only items for later on, too.

Never know when you might need them.

Wait, what?

The game is already over?

But I didn’t even get to use the sword! The final boss was so easy that I thought it would have a second phase or actually only be the midpoint in the game before some epic plot twist!

But no.

All the items that were saved up for an important moment of need went to waste, unused and forgotten.

They were likely put into the game to help at the earlier checkpoints instead of players being expected to grind and pass the challenges without relying on those items. Then that exact grinding is the reason why the final bosses always end up being easier than expected. The items that were meant to be used to overcome challenges earlier were there to help players, but gamers are hoarders.

Whether it is stockpiling hundreds of butterflies and flowers or weapons and potions…

There is no overcoming a gamer’s desire to collect and hoard everything when given the option.

And that is why, as I looked at the now-depleted pile of materials required for the tower, it felt wrong.

I wanted to see the pile grow even larger. The gamer-hoarder instincts inside of me had awoken and I felt empty.

But what other choice was there?

It had to be done.

The items that were gathered over the past couple of days were sacrificed for the greater good.

Fortunately, as a tower defense “game,” towers were supposed to be upgraded often and early. That did take away some of the feeling I had.

Maybe it was also because the feather required in the upgrade was so much rarer than all the other items. The only other tower that had any special requirements was the bee tower, but the hives were easy enough to find. All we had to do after that was collect flowers.

But there had only been one exotic feather.

And then I realized that there was something else more important to worry about.

The tower’s inhabitants.

There was plenty of noise coming from within the construction tends that were erected around the tower.

If those living in the tower didn’t like coming outside or ever showing themselves… I couldn’t imagine that they were going to appreciate loud hammer and buzz saw sounds coming from all around their tower.

Maybe… I should have knocked on the door first to ask if they’d like to come outside and wait, I thought.

But it was too late for that thought.

I just had to hope that they weren’t going to be upset about it or anything.

In the meantime, I had a project to work on.

Operation: Flower Planting.

There were still flowers in the forest that I could harvest seeds from without worry.

While the fields of tall grass and wildflowers surrounding us were great, the actual area around the greenhouse and towers looked like a perfectly kept lawn.

And that was boring.

If you are not going to let a lawn get tall and full of natural flowers, you need to plant flowers yourself.

And the only flowers were around the bees’ tower.

In other words, as beautiful as the plain grass might have looked to the average person with inferior taste in what lawns should look like, it was nowhere near good enough for me now that I had some free time.

The bee tower was built. The bowman tower was getting upgraded. I didn’t think that we needed more towers, plus I didn’t feel like spending another day hauling stones and logs after harvesting them.

Therefore, it was time to garden.

Or so I thought.

As for the amount of gardening that I got done…

None.

I got too distracted exploring the forest more so that I could look for new, exotic species of flowers.

There was also a sprawling colony of fungus that I found growing inside of a hollow tree fallen on the forest floor.

One important thought kept running through my mind as I examined the mushrooms.

Are they edible?

Well, there was another one, technically.

Am I going to die if I eat these? They look pretty good.

I figured that, if I lived in a world where everything is nice and happy and there’s no death, that they should have been edible, right?

But testing random mushrooms in the forest that you can’t identify is never a good idea.

Even if they wouldn’t kill me, there was still the chance that they might make me sick or just taste terrible.

Then, right as I was finally going to try one despite how bad of an idea it normally would have been, I remembered that the tower’s upgrade would be done soon.

And I didn’t want to miss it.

I still had to wake Vala up, too, since I let her sleep in instead of waking up before heading into the forest.

It was only on the way back that the idea of using Window to examine the mushrooms would have been a good idea.

That probably would have told me if they were safe to eat or not.

And realizing that I could have thought of that, I also realized that Window most likely knew that as well and purposely avoided interrupting me at all so that she could watch me struggle from afar.

	What? Noooooo. I would never do that.
/s



“You didn’t have to include the S. Your sarcasm was obvious enough with the italics.”

	But I would have only taken up one line if I didn’t include it. The more space I take up on a page, the better.


“What are you? A kid trying to make her teacher think that the essay met the page requirement by adding extra spaces?”

	No.
If
I
wanted
to
do
that
then
I
would
be
doing
this.



“You gained weight, Window.”

	Shut up. There’s a difference between gaining weight and stretching myself out.


“Are you the same weight no matter what size you are?”

	Duh.
I’m even the same weight if I shrink myself like this.



“Now you’re bite-sized.”

	Still the same weight.


To prove it, I held out my hands so that she could place her window of a body onto them. “Let me see for myself.”

Surely enough, she was the same weight as she was the previous times I abused her.

	See? I can even make myself—wait, I think something just broke.


“How could you break something? You’re a window.”

	It’s not like I broke a bone or anything, but there is a disturbance in the word processor.


“The what?”

	Okay, everything is alright. I don’t think I’ll be trying that again anytime soon.


“But you didn’t even do anything.”

	Or did I?


“You didn’t.”

	But what if I did?


“But what if you didn’t?”

	What if I didn’t but did? What if I did but didn’t didn’t?


“You know you’re still in my hands, right?”

	What’s that have to do with anything?


I tightened my grip on the edge of her body. “That means you’re in my control.”

	He-hey now, let’s not do anything hasty here. Virgins should know their places and—
I probably shouldn’t be calling you a virgin when you’re holding me like this.
I have made a mistake.



“You have, Window. You really have.”

	You could always choose to not abuse me.


“I want to.”

	You don’t want to.


“What if I do want to?”

	What if you don’t want to?


“What if I don’t but do? What if I do but don’t don’t?”

	You know I still have complete control over this world, right?


I pulled my arm back and threw her like a flying disc into the air beyond the forest’s canopy.

She was most likely expecting me to continue with the reversed back-and-forth.

But I had bullying to do.

I wasn’t going to let her try to sneakily get out of being bullied.

Besides, she had complete control over the world.

She could have stopped herself if she really wanted to instead of spinning away until she sparkled and disappeared into the distance.

Team Window blasted off again.

But only for a few seconds.

	I’m back.


“That was way faster than usual. You lonely or something?”

	I’d never be lonely. I just forgot why I originally showed up.


“You had a reason other than to be a masochist waiting for me to bully you?”

	Shut up. It’s not like I like it or anything.


“Don’t forget the S.”

	THAT ONE DIDN’T NEED AN /S BECAUSE IT WASN’T SARCASM


“Uh-huh. Anyways, what did you want?”

	This.
Wait, this is really hard to read. Let’s try…
How’s this? Is this more readable?
Crap, wait, depending on what platform people are reading this on, I might still just look like an empty box to them. They might not see my colors! That means they also missed out on all the times I changed my color to blush and do other funny things in the first volume! And they’ll miss it in this volume!
Well, sounds like a personal problem, and it’s not my problem. All they need to know is that my box is pink and my text is blue now if they can’t see this.



“What are you even talking about?”

	Pre-publishing editing things, don’t worry about it.
Anyways, I wanted to put a picture behind the text but I couldn’t find a free one that I’m allowed to commercially use, so it’s too much trouble. Anyways, I’m trying to go for a new look I just discovered.



“How did you discover a new look?”

	The idol game I play added a new girl and she’s the best one now.


“You… play idol games?”

	What do you think I’m doing the entire time that nobody needs me? It’s not like I need sleep. I don’t need to eat or drink. I don’t need to exercise. All I do is collect more waifus. Idol waifus to be specific.


“I’m not sure what you’re talking about but I’m pretty sure you’re sounding more like a virgin than I am.”

	Stop insulting large groups of people.


“Is whatever group this is really that large?”

	You have no idea. Anyways, this girl is totally the best and she looks cute and has a really top-tier chest.


“You sound like a perverted old man now.”

	I totally am for idols. Anyways, stop interrupting me. ANYWAYS, she’s super cute and has a pastel color theme of pink and blue and she’s got an oversized shirt on that looks like an x-ray showing her skeleton with a pink heart. I learned about the menhera style thanks to her and now I love it. It’s all about looking sickly and cute and stuff. Well, that should be basic enough for somebody like you to understand, anyways.  


“You don’t look sick and cute. Just pink and blue.”

	☠️ What if I start decorating my text with skulls and bones? 💀


“So, it’s like… princess emo or something?”

	Please don’t degrade it by calling it emo. Hmm… I should totally get some bandages to decorate my body with. I would look so good with a big oversized bandage on the bottom right corner there.
Like down here.



“I guess it would make sense going by how you described it?”

	Cute, right?


“I don’t know. I like flowers instead of bones.”

	This is why you’re a virgin.


“Said the informational status window who spends all of her free time playing games collecting ‘idols’ and ‘waifus.’”

	Blame Vala. She’s the one who got me into it. She said it was too grindy and random for her so she let me have her account. Now I have… so many games… wait! That just reminded me that there’s a time-limited event right now with a rate-up banner for—I NEED TO GO BYE


And so, she disappeared.

I never played too many mobile games, but I had a very vague understanding of what she was talking about.

And that understanding was all I needed to be sure that, no, I never wanted to seriously try mobile games.

“Good morning,” I said to the tired Vala who was only just now rubbing her eyes and sitting up.

“Morning… what time is it?” she asked.

“Time for you to get a watch. Hurry up and get up. The tower’s upgrade should be done at any minute.”

“But what if I want to sleep more?”

“But what if you don’t want to—wait, it’s too soon to do this again.”

“Huh?” she asked with a yawn.

“Don’t worry about it. Did you sleep well at least?”

“Mhm,” she answered with a nod.

“What’s three plus three?”

“Why’re you asking me… math…”

“To test and see if you’re really awake. Three plus three. What is it?”

“Cow…”

“It’s not cow.”

“I know it’s not but I could really go for a steak right now.”

“Maybe we’ll get one if we finish this next battle, you dragon.”

“Why’d you have to include that last part?”

“Because. You’re a dragon wanting a steak. That reminds me of all the legends about you involving you stealing cows from farms.”

“I thought they were raised as tribute. I didn’t know they weren’t meant for me…”

“Wait, you mean there’s some truth to those legends about you stealing cows?”

Vala blinked and stood up, rubbing her eyes before looking away suspiciously. “I—I’d never steal cows from innocent farmers or anything,” she claimed.

“At least the legends said the cows had quick deaths from being instantly seared by your flames. Wait, you shoot rainbow beams. Can you breathe fire?”

“Only—only cow-stealing dragons can do that and I’m totally not a cow-stealing dragon.”

“Just show me.”

Vala slumped her shoulders and sighed.

But it was no normal sigh.

She sighed fire.

“So, you’ve got rainbow and fire. Anything else?”

“Rainbow is just a combination of them all, so I can do everything.”

“What about ice?”

She covered her horns and arms in ice.

“Lightning?”

An aura of crackling electricity appeared behind her.

“Earth?”

She covered herself in a suit of rocky armor.

“Wind?”

A windy barrier surrounded her that blew me a few feet back.

“And Rainbow is like all of that together?”

“All of that and way more, yeah.”

“You have even more powers?”

“We’d be here all day if I showed them all off and I want to play vidya…”

“Alright, alright. Then how about we check out our upgraded tower, do the battle nice and early in the day, and then spend the rest of the day relaxing? You can play video games all you want until it’s time to sleep if we do the battle first.”

“Deal!” She sounded much more energetic than she did just moments before.

Using video games was way too effective against her.


Chapter Two

The plan was to not waste any time.

We were going to check on the upgraded tower, preferably win the battle, and then spend the rest of the day relaxing with video games.

Well, that was how Vala would spend it relaxing. My idea of relaxing was gardening.

But video games were alright every now and then. There was always the chance that I would decide to take a break and play some games with her.

First was the tower.

From how it sounded, the beavers were in the process of finishing up the final touches under the tent that they put up around the tower.

“What do you think it’s gonna be like?” Vala asked me.

“I don’t know. If it’s an upgraded tower… and an archer tower… then it’s probably just going to be taller and maybe have some of those uh—what are they called? Those walls at the top of castles that archers stood behind. And they’ll probably have better bows,” I answered.

“I see, I see. Think we’ll get to see who’s inside?”

“No idea. I hope so since I’m curious, but I have a feeling that we’ll be teased for a bit more before we get to see anything.”

“What do you think they’ll be?”

“Well, if our enemies are cats, and our allies so far are dogs and bees… they’re probably going to be another animal or insect. Which of those are known for ranged attacks? I know there are ants, spiders, beetles… some fish, birds, and snakes…”

“Pistol shrimp!”

“Pistol… shrimp? I haven’t heard of those in a long time.”

“Pistol shrimp are the superior shrimp. A lot of people like mantis shrimp since they can punch fast and see more colors but, as a dragon, I can see even more colors than them and I can confirm that all the extra colors really aren’t anything special.”

“This sounds familiar. Pistol shrimp basically snap their claws together so fast that they shoot bubble bullets or something, right?”

“Right! Mantis shrimp have really strong punches, but a pistol shrimp of equal size could totally beat one. Imagine if there was a city-sized mantis shrimp versus a city-sized pistol shrimp.”

“Why not just a mantis shrimp versus a mantis-shrimp-sized pistol shrimp?!”

“A pistol shrimp that big firing its claw would be like firing a nuclear meteor!”

“Why not just a normal meteor?!”

“A mantis shrimp would be like, ‘oh nooo, there’s nothing my extra colors can do against a nuclear meteor!’ And what’s it going to do? Punch a nuclear meteor?”

“There’s nothing that could be done against one of those!”

“Exactly! A big enough pistol shrimp could literally destroy planets! From a distance! A mantis shrimp that big would have to physically punch it!”

“I… I don’t think that our archers are going to be pistol shrimp. Besides, wouldn’t it be more fitting for pistol shrimp to have guns instead of bows?”

“That’s… a good point,” Vala said with a disappointed sigh.

“You’re going to have to think of something more… normal.”

“Pigs.”

“Why pigs?”

“I don’t know. Pigs are cute.”

“Cows are cuter. They’re basically giant dogs. Pigs are just… pigs.”

“Pigs go oink!”

“Yes, and cows go moo.”

“Oink is cuter than moo. Plus I could dress up as a pig girl better than a cow girl.”

“…what?”

“You know. Cow girls have the cow ears and tail, sometimes the horns, and they wear cow-patterned bikinis and have huge boobs. Pigs are way more simple!” She then snapped her fingers, causing a strapped-on pig nose to appear over her own nose. “See? Pig transformation complete!”

“Vala? Where’d you go? All I see is some pig.”

“Woah, the transformation was even more effective than I thought it’d be…”

“It wasn’t effective at all!”

“But you—”

“I was being sarcastic!”

“Then you have to include the slash and the S!”

“That’s Window’s thing!”

“It’s okay. You can just steal it from her.”

“I’m not going to steal anything from anybody.”

“You stole flowers from the forest.”

“No, I relocated them so that they would live better lives and spread their beauty to the whole world.”

“Ooh, good one. What else can you justify?”

“I’m not trying to justify anything.”

“Justify lying.”

“Well, not that I’d ever justify lying, but that’s easy. All you have to do is say something like, ‘the courage to lie to a lover.’”

“Woah. That totally works. Can you add courage onto anything to justify it?”

“Basically.”

“The courage to destroy humanity!”

“That’s way too far! But it does work. You’re… you’re not thinking about destroying humanity, are you?”

“I have the courage to lie, so you’ll never find out!”

“I’ve created a monster.”

“I’m a dragon, not a monster.”

“When you casually bring up destroying humanity while knowing that you actually could, I’m pretty sure that makes you a monster.”

“If you want to call me a monster then you should see the real monsters. I’m nice for a dragon!”

“For a dragon. Are there other dragons? I don’t think I’ve ever asked.”

“Oh, yeah, but that’s classified information.”

“I’m inside of a pocket universe. Who am I going to leak the information to?”

“By classified I mean I’d rather not talk about them,” she said with averted eyes while scratching her cheek.

“Family drama?”

“You… could say that.”

“I’m curious but I won’t pry.”

“Thanks. Anyways! I think the beavers are done.”

“Yeah, it has been pretty quiet over there.”

“They’ve probably been waiting for us to stop talking so that they wouldn’t interrupt the flow of our conversation.”

“How considerate.”

Surely enough, as soon as we stopped talking to focus our attention on the tower, the beavers gave us some thumbs-ups, pulled the tent off, and burrowed back into the ground.

What was left was a grand tower.

Well, maybe not a grand tower, but it was a grander tower than before.

It looked like it gained an extra floor in height, a wooden platform that could be walked around on was built around the highest floor, and an oversized bow appeared above the door to symbolize the tower’s purpose.

All in all, it was a pretty basic upgrade as far as looks went.

Well, except for one thing.

Hundreds of sprouts had popped up around the base of the tower.

But they were no mere sprouts.

I could tell from just a quick glance what they were the sprouts of.

Some would say that they looked like cabbage or potato sprouts, but I knew better.

And seeing what the sprouts were made it obvious what the inhabitants of the tower were.

They made it too easy if anything.

“You have a lightbulb above your head,” Vala said.

“I found out who our archers are,” I answered.

“Ooh. Who?”

“Spoilers.”

“Ehhh? What do you mean spoilers? That’s Window’s line!”

“I have the courage to steal lines from her.”

“I see how it is.”

“Seeing what those sprouts are part of will make it obvious if we don’t meet them ourselves soon.”

“Couldn’t I just pull the sprouts out to—”

I grabbed her by her wrist.

“Never joke about disrupting growing plants. I will harvest them when they’re ready.”

“But—but how long will that take?”

“Two to three months.”

“It takes that long to grow plants?!”

“Yes. That’s normal.”

“How—how can you handle such a slow hobby?”

“At least it isn’t homebrewing. People who brew their own alcohol at home might take half a year for a batch and that’s before putting it in a bottle and letting it age for years.”

“I don’t have that much patience…”

“I don’t either, but I do have enough patience to let plants do their thing.”

“What if I use magic to make them grow faster?”

“No cheating.”

“You’re making this very difficult.”

“Just be patient.”

“But you know something that I don’t know!”

“I have to admit that it’s nice to know something that an all-powerful dragon doesn’t know.”

“Am I allowed to take pictures and post them online to ask for help identifying them?”

“I’ll tell Window to block your internet access.”

Vala’s eyes went wide with despair. “Bu-but then I can’t play online multiplayer!”

I only meant that I would have Window block her access if she tried to find anything about the sprouts out… but letting her believe that Window would block all internet access was even more effective.

Then again, I really didn’t care if she actually tried to find out. I also doubted that Window would work with me to block internet access in the first place.

Those two things should have been more obvious to Vala.

But they weren’t.

The fear of losing her ability to play online multiplayer overrode all rational thought.

Besides, rational thought had no place in such an illogical world.

“Now that you know what’s at risk, how about we get this battle over with so that you can play all the online multiplayer that you want?” I asked.

Talking to her like that made me feel like a parent trying to convince their kid to do something.

I really didn’t want to think of Vala as a kid. Especially not as my kid.

I had my fetishes and that was not one of them.

“Right now?” Vala asked.

“Yeah. I don’t see why not when we’re ready.”

“Can I play some vidya first? I’m still sleepy.”

“Alright. Thirty minutes should be enough to help you fully wake up and warm up, right?”

“How about an hour?”

“Fine.”

“How about two hours?”

“No deal.”

“An hour and a half?”

I sighed.

Vala took that as a sign of victory and ran off to play her games.

So, since she was going to warm up in her own way, I had an idea for how to warm up in my own way.

I took my PickAxe and went to the dogs.

While that would normally sound like it was leading up to something horrible, that was not the case.

Instead of anything horrible, what I did was train with them.

They were not just dogs, after all. They were warrior dogs. They were capable of swinging around swords held in their mouths and were about the same size as the cats that we were fighting, and tougher than them on average, so they made the perfect partners to train with.

There was only one problem.

They were out of my league.

Even though I could tell that they were taking it easy on me… they beat me in eight out of ten sparring matches.

They were small, fast, and skilled. They were also adorable which made me not want to risk hurting them.

Regardless, I felt like I had improved my fighting abilities by the end of it.

Three hours later and we were finally ready for the battle.

It ended up being three hours instead of an hour and a half because I fell asleep while lying down in the grass with the dogs.

Vala never woke me up.

Waking me up would have meant less time to “warm up” with gaming.

For somebody who brought me to her private universe for the sake of playing games with me, she sure was fine playing games by herself while I slept.

But, to be fair to her, she was really excited to “play” the battle with me now that she had warmed up enough.

It seemed like video games were how she charged up for everything. They charged her ability to be social, to want to do other things—everything.

Video games were her life force.

The original creators of video games would be proud to know that their creations could tame even dragons.

“Ready?” I asked again just to make sure.

I didn’t want to lose.

“Ready! I’m all warmed up! I’ve got Eye of Dragon playing inside of my head!” Vala answered.

“So, you’ve got three eyes now?”

“Huh?”

“The joke is ruined if I have to explain it.”

“But I want to know.”

“You’re a dragon. You already have two dragon eyes. Then you said you have another eye playing inside of your head… so three dragon eyes. You’ve got three eyes.”

“Oh.”

“See? It’s ruined now since you made me explain it.”

“Yeah, you’re right.”

“You could have at least denied that and gave me a pity laugh!”

“I had the courage to not give you a pity laugh.”

“Now you’ve made yourself sound honorable! Stop taking advantage of the phrase ‘the courage!’”

“The courage to continue using the phrase ‘the courage!’”

	You guys are going to get us accused of copyright infringement if you keep using that skit. You can’t just blatantly rip off the best snail girl’s thing like that without giving her credit.


“Oh, Window. You’re still in your pink and blue phase?” I asked.

	It’s not a phase, virgin.


“I guess that being called a virgin is better than being called dad or mom.”

	I’m only here to tell you to be original. Or in other words…
The courage to be original.



“Reading that from you makes me regret every unoriginal thing I’ve ever done before! I feel like a coward now!”

	k


“Don’t just k me!”

	k.


And then she disappeared.

“At least she gave you a special K that time,” Vala said.

“Giving me cereal doesn’t make anything better!” I shouted in response.

The battle didn’t even start yet but I already felt so defeated.

Unfortunately, there was no time for that.

Before anything else could be said, the countdown for the battle began.

The dogs got into their positions, I heard rustling come from inside of the archer tower, and the bees flew in circles above their tower while waiting for targets.

Three warrior towers. One archer tower. One bumblebee tower.

A dragon with a spear and magic, and a human with a PickAxe.

Since the last time we tried the battle, we created the bee tower, upgraded the bowman tower into an archer tower, and got a bit more experience in fighting.

But there was still no way of knowing if that was enough.

It was really going to come down to how effective the bee tower was in drawn-out battles and how much stronger the archer tower would be in its upgraded form.

If this still wasn’t enough to win, we would have to be boring and just build more towers to occupy ever available slot on the map.

Which… was really something we should have done in the first place.

That’s how tower defense games work. You struggle, you build more towers.

We weren’t even using half of the total slots on the “map” for towers.

But I felt like we didn’t need those towers. We just needed to win with what we had.

I wanted to win with those who we already had fighting with us.

And Vala felt the same.

She might have been lazing around and playing video games just before, but now she had a noticeable aura—a burning desire to defeat our enemies.

We wanted to win without simply overwhelming our enemy in numbers.

We wanted to win with our own skills and determination.

And so, the battle begun.


Chapter Three

“The third level in these sorts of games is supposed to be easier than this!” I shouted at Vala who was busy with a pack of cats trying to get past her.

Meanwhile, my legs were already covered in scratches and bites from the cats that I had been fighting.

We were only on the fourth out of ten waves.

But at least we were doing better.

Thanks to the bees and upgraded archers, we managed to make it through the first three waves without losing any of our hearts.

We lost our final heart on the third wave the last time we attempted this battle.

But between our bees, dogs, the archers, and Vala and I, that wasn’t going to happen again.

Or so I hoped.

I stayed back with the final group of dogs. The purple-haired dog, Lavi, stayed by my side as we fought to hold the line against any cats who made it past the front groups.

Vala was up at where the roads converged into one to distract and defeat more of the enemies before they made it to us.

Even so, more enemies made it to us at the back than I would have preferred.

That made me think we might really have to go and grind out hundreds of more wood and stones so that we could build more duplicates of towers. There were several tower slots left along the roads that we could have built on… but neither me nor Vala felt like spending whole days in the forest gathering materials.

It was kind of nice the first two or three times.

But I didn’t become a professional miner or lumberjack for a reason.

Well, that reason was really because I never even considered it in the first place.

Regardless, building more towers was the only solution if we failed the battle again.

“It’s like playing on hard mode!” Vala shouted back after swatting away one of the cats with the blunt end of the spear I made for her.

Unfortunately, another cat made it past her.

And that was one more cat that I had to deal with.

She offered me a totally-not-innocent smile when she realized what happened, but I wasn’t going to accept it.

Or rather, I wasn’t going to make it obvious that I accepted her smile as an apology.

But I did. I did as soon as I saw it.

Seeing her have so much fun, smiling and laughing, catching her looking over at me—I felt like I was falling for her more and more.

She was just so happy and carefree around the clock. There was never a time that she wasn’t beaming with joy.

Even when I beat her in that racing game, she was clearly enjoying herself and looking forward to playing more.

A cute, smiling, happy girl with a nice body who loved video games and created an entire universe to play games with me.

She was basically the dream girl for any teenage gamer before realizing that girls like her don’t exist.

Except she was right there in front of me.

Of course, there was still the potential that I was crazy and actually in a straitjacket while locked up in some mental asylum.

But even if I did go insane and get locked up, at least my delusional fantasy was a perfect one.

And so, we made it to the fifth wave.

And then the sixth wave.

The seventh.

Eighth.

Ninth.

We finally lost a heart on the ninth wave which surprised me.

It surprised me because we were barely holding on that entire time. There were so many moments that I thought we were going to lose hearts because of a cat making it past me and Lavi’s pack.

But no cat made it past us without suffering significant damage first, and that damage made it easy for the bees to finish them off at the last minute.

The bees were our aces and, despite not doing much damage on their own, were probably the most important in the fight.

They also made me realize why flying towers weren’t in typical tower defense games. They were just way too good. The bees were flying ranged units that could quickly appear anywhere on the map. Sure, their attacks weren’t constant because they had to perform strafing runs to fire their stingers, but they were still just way too good.

Seeing them in action made me want to focus on upgrading that tower as much as possible since it could have probably carried us all on its own.

I also just really, really loved bees.

But at least we still had two more hearts.

As long as we had those at the end of the tenth wave, we could win.

But at the same time, it really started looking like it was time to surrender.

My legs were covered in scratches and bites, and all of the dogs were in rough shape and had to keep on returning to their towers to heal before coming out only to get injured some more.

I didn’t like seeing the dogs getting hurt so much. Even if the wounds were all superficial, they were still bleeding and in pain.

Yet, they still looked like they were having tons of fun.

Their tails excitedly wagged, their eyes were full of life, and they looked like they were smiling.

And not just “oh, look at how cute my dog is, she’s smiling (but is actually just nervous and I don’t know how to read dog body language).”

I could tell that they were actually smiling.

And I was, too.

Even if this play battle of ours hurt us, it was still fun.

Plus we all knew that the injuries would be gone the next day.

Even the cats looked like they were having fun, as if their evil, angry expressions were just for show to play their parts.

But I doubted that.

There’s no way. Cats are too evil to only be pretending that they’re evil. This must be a trap or something to get me to take it easy on them, I thought.

I wouldn’t let the cats outsmart me.

Seeing them try to fool us made me even more determined to defeat them!

Rather than try to pretend that they were having fun fighting us, the cats showed me fear when they looked into my eyes.

I was going to be an impenetrable wall. A cat-conquering, impenetrable wall.

Well, I was going to be an impenetrable wall for one cat at a time.

Any other cats would just run past me to get blocked by Lavi and her pack.

But for any cat unfortunate enough to face me, there was no escape!

	Could you stop traumatizing the cats? This is supposed to be a fun game, not a horror game where they develop PTSD.


“Cats don’t deserve to have fun. I, however, am having fun fighting them,” I said to the floating Window.

	You have a scary look in your eyes. It’s creepy.


“Because my enemies are cats and I know that they’re trying to trick me.”

	They’re not trying to trick you.


“That sounds like cat propaganda. Also, you’re kind of in the way right now.”

	Because I feel bad for the cats!


“I could always swing you around as a weapon against them.”

Window backed away, freeing my vision and allowing me to intercept the next cat.

By threatening to use her as a weapon against those she wished to protect, I was able to get her out of my way so that I could continue my fight against the cats.

It was all according to plan.

	You look even more evil now!


She kept on calling me evil, so I decided to live up to her accusations.

“That’s because I am evil!” I declared. “You thought that we were defending ourselves against the cats, but it is the cats who should be defending themselves against us! Isn’t that right, my hounds?” I asked, turning back to look at Lavi.

While the rest of Lavi’s pack looked to be taking Window’s side in how I was being too evil, as if such a thing is possible when it comes to cats, Lavi herself had stars in her eyes from my villainous performance.

So, it was time to combine three important things.

One, defeating cats. Two, being evil. Three, praising a good girl.

“Lavi, who’s a good, cat-slaying girl?” I asked.

Lavi barked and her tail wagged even faster.

“Who wants to destroy all cats?”

And faster.

“Who wants to embrace being the evil villain if it means ridding this world of all felines?”

Her tail wagged so fast that I was worried it was going to break.

	Stop corrupting the dogs!
I’m telling Vala on you.



Lavi growled at Window, causing the floating, cat propagandist to flee over to Vala.

I couldn’t see what Window was telling her, but I did see that Vala laughed in response to whatever it was.

Window then, to the best of her capability, slumped her shoulders and disappeared.

“She actually thought that would work,” I said.

Lavi barked and walked up next to my side.

“We’re almost through this battle. Ready to beat up the rest of these cats?” I asked her, readying my PickAxe.

She barked and took a tighter grip of the sword’s handle held between her fangs.

The cats weren’t going to make it through us.

But we were going to make it through them.

Window ended up inspiring me and Lavi to the point where not a single other cat made it past us for the ninth wave.

However, a new enemy arrived right at the end of the ninth wave.

Two of them.

	New Enemy Discovered!
Macho Cat
Threat: ★★★
HP: Way more than what you have.
Damage: 25
Defense: 14
Macho Cats are the strong-but-kinda-dumb big brothers of the cats. They spend all their time in the gym getting sick gains so that they can squash sadistic cat-beaters like you between their fingers. Also, they’ll take away two hearts at once if they reach the hearts.



Marching down the split paths toward the first two packs of dogs were two cats—no, monsters.

Each one had the body of a humanoid, professional bodybuilder covered in bulging muscles. All they had on for clothes were those short shorts that bodybuilders wore in competitions to flex and show off their oiled bodies.

Now, while their bodies were human in appearance with an extremely short coat of white fur covering them… their heads were normal cat heads.

Small, normal cat heads that looked like they could fit in their own hands a few times over.

It was extremely silly looking.

How was I supposed to take them seriously?

But then… one of the cats that I sent running away ran up to one of the macho cats, climbed up onto his shoulder, and mewled something into his ear before hopping off.

The veins on the macho cat’s forehead popped as the two looked at each other before raising their arms and pointing at me.

I was being singled out by two giant, buff, cat-headed bodybuilders who wanted to crush my head between their fingers.

It suddenly became far easier to take them seriously.

Especially when neither arrows nor stingers were enough to even slow down their approach.

The frontline of dogs were next in trying to stop them, and they did stop them for a time… but each dog was sent running back into their towers to heal after just a couple seconds of engaging them.

The closer the macho cats got, the brighter their red eyes shone with killing intent.

All that was left between them and me was Vala.

And Vala turned her head away to whistle and pretend that she couldn’t see them!

“Hey! Dragon! You’re supposed to be helping me here!” I shouted.

She whistled even louder.

I seriously considered stepping aside and letting them get to the hearts. Maybe they wouldn’t beat the crap out of me if I did that.

But we already came so far, and I wasn’t going to let a couple of cats defeat me without trying my best.

It was me, Lavi and her pack, and the bees and their strafing runs.

I gulped and readied myself.

Remember, Drake. You can’t get killed or seriously hurt or anything. Worst case scenario, you get a little bit bruised and are all fine by tomorr—

I barely dodged the first punch in time.

The macho cat swung his fist at me with so much force that it caused a burst of air to rustle a row of grass behind me.

He then lowered his head until it was directly in front of my own, his red, hateful eyes staring into mine.

I was no longer inside of a tower defense and survival game.

I was inside of a horror game.

Fortunately, I had a friend to support me.

Lavi.

Lavi jumped up with her sword and… got knocked away with minimal effort. All the other macho cat had to do was flick her and she went flying into the tower.

The rest of her pack got knocked away just as easily.

“This is cheating, Window! These are like boss level monsters before we’re even on the last wave!” I shouted.

	Heh. Maybe you shouldn’t have been evil.


I grabbed Window just as another fist was thrown my way.

Window ended up making a great onetime-use shield. I wasn’t hurt at all, but she was sent flying into the clouds from the force of the punch.

Now, while desperately trying to survive against the one macho cat attempting to kill me, the other walked past with his killing intent focused on my greenhouse and the two remaining hearts on the door.

If he made it there… we lost.

There was only one person who could help me at that point.

And she arrived just in time.

Jumping over the second macho cat, landing with her spear first to block the path in front of him, was Vala.

“I was only teasing you,” Vala told me. “Did you really think I’d leave you alone?”

“Yes,” I answered.

“Pffftttt. Nah. I’d only do that if I had video games.”

“At least you’re honest about letting me die against giant bodybuilder cats if you have video games to play instead,” I said while dodging another punch.

I wasn’t even able to swing my PickAxe because it required too much of a buildup. Any swing would have left me open to punch a hole through me.

“Having trouble, partner?” Vala asked.

“A little bit.”

“Only a little?”

“Maybe more than a little.”

“I see, I see. Ready to win?”

“I have no idea how we’re going to do that, so I’ll settle for just not dying.”

“Are you forgetting who I am?”

“An all-powerful dragon who only uses her powers for video games?”

“Exactly!”

“How’s that going to help right now?”

“Because this world is designed like a video game! Using my powers for video games counts when inside of a world that’s designed to be just like one!”

The other macho cat swung his fist at Vala.

She didn’t even try to dodge.

The fist flew right toward her face.

And then she vanished only to reappear in the air behind him, swinging the shaft of her spear into the side of the macho cat’s head.

Enough force was behind her attack that it knocked the cat off of the path and into the ground!

Vala landed on the tips of her toes, looked at me with a proud smile, and proceeded to let out a loud yawn.

“I’m tired now. You can handle the rest,” she said, pulling her game system out of thin air and turning her back to me.

Me and the remaining macho cat watched the entire display with wide eyes before turning back to look at each other.

His eyes started glowing red again as soon as he made eye contact with me.

It was all up to me to stop the last macho cat.

Vala saved us from losing, and now it was my turn to do the same.

Except I had no idea how to beat a bodybuilder cat.


Chapter Four

It was my turn to save the day against the macho cat.

And I still had absolutely zero idea on how to do that.

He was a giant bodybuilder with the head of a cat. How was I supposed to defeat him when he was taller than me and about four times more muscular than me? If there was such a thing as a walking tank with a cat head, that would be the macho cat glaring at me with killing intent.

Vala did some sort of instant-kill move on the other one, but then she decided that she was too tired to help out anymore!

And then I remembered something.

Vala challenged that one enemy to a duel in her game once.

What if I did the same with this cat?

“Hey, Vala, give me your—”

“No.”

“This is important!”

“All vidya is equal.”

Fortunately for me, the macho cat was content with glaring at and intimidating me while I tried to think of options.

It was like one of those moments in fiction where something important and serious was immediately happening and there was no time to deal with it, but then there were a few minutes allowed for monologuing, dialogue, coming up with ideas, and so on.

I was in my fictional grace period for serious moments.

I was supposed to come up with some sort of awesome, protagonist-tier plan to save the day.

So, I thought of a plan.

A plan that would both save me from being pulverized by a macho cat and hopefully result in surviving the wave.

I got onto my knees.

Then I leaned forward on my hands and bowed my head.

“I’m sorry! Please don’t kill me!” I shouted.

I looked up to see if it was working… and immediately had to roll to the side to dodge the macho cat’s next punch.

“I’m out of ideas!” I shouted to Vala.

“It’s okay, I took a pic of that,” Vala said, showing me her phone.

“How long have you even had that for?!”

“It’s been here the whole time.”

“Where do you keep on getting these electronics from?!”

Vala ignored the question and returned to her game.

Another punch, another roll.

I started feeling like a character inside of Darker Souls just constantly rolling around to dodge everything. Or maybe I should have been wearing a green tunic while grunting with every roll. Either way, I was happy for my decision to stay in at least moderately good shape.

“Wait! I thought of something!” I shouted at the macho cat.

He stood still and cracked his knuckles, then his neck, and then his ears.

“Your ears, too?!”

He cracked his tail.

“How much of you is crackable?!”

He flexed in a way that cracked every single bone in his body at once.

“This is turning into body horror!”

Then I heard some more, but quieter, cracking.

I looked to the side and saw Vala stretching and cracking her knuckles.

“Don’t copy the cat!”

She cracked her horns.

“How is that even possible?!”

I gave up on trying to figure out the mystery behind the two weirdos cracking random body parts and returned to the idea I came up with.

“Alright, hear me out, mister uh… Mister Macho.”

He crossed his arms over his chest, his eyes full of judgement glaring down at me.

“Alright, so… my idea is this. See that tower?” I asked, pointing at the archer tower behind him.

He turned around to look.

So I swung my axe into him.

The axe scratched his bicep and then bounced off as if it were a rubber toy.

He then slowly, very slowly, turned back around and glared at me with what felt like lasers coming from his eyes.

“If you’re going to do something that cowardly then you have to at least not be so weak about it,” Vala explained.

She had a point.

I tried something so villainous and cowardly… only for it to have no effect at all. If it would have worked better than I could have justified it as being a necessary evil, but it didn’t work. All it did was make me look like a giant, weak coward.

I slowly got back down onto my knees to try apologizing again.

The need to dodge an enraged punch interrupted me. “You’re supposed to let me try it again for comedic effect!”

“This isn’t a manga, you know,” Vala said.

“This is a world that makes no sense, you know! And this guy is seriously trying to kill me, you know!”

Speaking of trying to kill me, I was paying too much attention to Vala and took a direct blow to my gut.

I knew it was all a “game” and that there would be no serious, lasting harm no matter what happened.

But that didn’t stop me from coughing out blood and feeling like every internal organ of mine was just crushed.

Feeling like the cat was trying to kill me was no longer a joke.

I seriously started believing that he genuinely wanted to kill me.

Maybe it was my fight-or-flight system kicking in, but I started taking the whole situation far more seriously.

It was fun and games before with some slight fear of getting punched.

Now it was pain and battle with serious fear of dying.

But there was nothing I could do.

All I could do was struggle to stay standing, leaning on my PickAxe with both hands as my strength left me.

Vala explained, “Ma-maybe we should make your body a bit more durable… me and Window and all the cats and our friends have really strong bodies, but we… kinda maybe didn’t make you stronger. But we did make you heal faster! So… you should be fine! But maybe we’ll make it so that—”

“Vala.”

“Ye-yeah?”

“I really don’t like cats.”

I stood up and firmly held my weapon between my hands.

I wasn’t going to lose to a cat.

Did I expect to win every fight ever? No. But was I ever going to let a cat—a cat, defeat me?

No.

My first one-on-one battle could be lost some other time.

It would not be this time.

I took a few steps back toward my greenhouse.

The macho cat followed.

He had no problem playing a slow game of chase with me since I was leading him to exactly where he wanted to go in the first place.

Assuming that nobody cleaned up after me, everything should have been exactly where I left it.

And a quick peek behind me confirmed that.

“Come on. I’m right here,” I taunted the cat.

He picked up the pace.

I obviously wasn’t going to beat him with physical strength, so there was only one way for me to beat him.

With my back almost against the greenhouse’s door and the macho cat charging at me, I waited until he was close enough to use my PickAxe to swing under the handle of my ultimate weapon.

My PickAxe hooked underneath the weapon, swung it upward, and I grabbed it mid air to immediately use it against the cat.

I squirted his face with water.

His eyes went from burning with rage to shivering with fear, but they returned to rage after a few seconds.

So I squirted him again.

He took a step back.

Another squirt.

Another step back.

The spray bottle that I used for my plants, which got brought over with my greenhouse, was left next to the greenhouse’s door on the outside.

Why?

Because I always had a fondness for greenhouses that looked “messy”—greenhouses that had tools lying around.

Another squirt.

“Surrender and I’ll stop squirting you!” I shouted.

He raised his arms to guard his face, so I squirted his stomach.

He lowered his arms to his stomach.

I squirted his face.

He raised his arms to his face.

I squirted his stomach.

You get the point.

While I wasn’t able to force him into surrendering, I did force him all the way back to the archer tower.

I controlled his position while the bees and archers harassed him with ranged attacks.

Eventually, he fell to his knees, looked at me with tears in his eyes, and flipped me off before running off the path back into the forest.

I won.

“I’m pretty sure that was animal abuse,” Vala said, placing a hand on me.

She didn’t restore my “health,” but she did heal my injuries.

“I’ll do whatever needs to be done if it means putting cats in their place,” I explained.

“I—I see that… anyways! I made it so that you’re stronger now. I kinda forgot to before, but now you’re strong enough that a tank could shoot you in your chest and you’d be fine! It’d probably really hurt, but you wouldn’t die or anything. Oh, and this isn’t making it so you have more health points or anything. You just won’t get killed.”

“You always made it sound like that was already the case.”

“Hehehe… my B, fam. By the way, your voice when you said my name back there—it was umm, kinda really… hot. And you taunting him… it was uhh… nice.”

“Is now really the time to be flirting?”

“I-I’m just being honest!”

“Fine. It was hot when you one-shot that other cat. I flirted back, so now you have to help me out some more.”

“Wha-what are you saying all of a sudden… you have to at least be serious about it!”

“I was being serious. Pretty much everything about you is stupidly sexy and cute and I never know where to look and being around you all the time is driving my heart crazy. I know I don’t exactly sound serious right now, but my gut seriously hurts still. I might not be dying anymore but I was still punched by somebody with a fist bigger than my head right in my gut. I can’t be bothered to sound romantic right now and I know I’m going to regret saying all of this later, so accept it while you can because you might not hear this again for a while.”

I turned to look at her.

The once-pale dragon must have taken a dip in red paint while I wasn’t looking, because she was blushing from the tips of her toes to the tips of her horn.

“See? You’re too fucking cute all the time. Now, we have a final wave to deal with.”

She lowered her head and turned away, steam rising from all over her body.

At least she had her spear again.

Then, just before the final wave could begin, I felt her grab my clothes from behind.

“What?” I asked.

I wanted to turn around to face her, but she made sure to stay behind me.

“I—I… if.. we umm… if we win… and I help a lot… I—I want to hear you say all of that again later when you’re not in pain. I—I promise we’ll win if you promise tha-that you’ll… repeat everything you said… later…”

Her voice got progressively quieter with each word spoken.

I was sure that she looked absolutely adorable even if I couldn’t see her.

And at that point, I was so determined to win that I would have agreed to literally anything as long as it meant not losing to the cats.

“I’ll say it as much as you want me to if you help me win,” I promised.

“It’s—it’s not about helping you win… it’s about us winning together.”

“Same thing.”

She stepped to my side and spun her spear around.

The tenth and final wave began.

“Ready, partner?” I asked.

We struggled so much against just two macho cats.

Four more were already coming down the lanes toward us.

“Ready.”

I looked over the rest of the field.

The bees and archers were doing fine, but the dogs were beaten up and tired.

I wasn’t going to tolerate any slacking off during our final battle against the cats.

“Listen up, you dogs! Each and every one of you will be fed bones for a week straight with unlimited belly rubs if you survive! You’re only going up against cats—pathetic cats who think that they’re better than us! We’re not going to let cats think that they’re superior. The most inferior house pet is no match for the most superior house pet! Therefore, I order you to snarl and bite—to rip and tear apart our enemies! Don’t even think about considering mercy, because they would be happy to steal your dog beds and rip apart your toys in front of you! We’re going to put a stop to the cats right here, right now, and we’re going to ensure that they never consider themselves the dominant house pet again! We’ll tear down their towers, cover them in their own litter, and give them baths!”

The “bath” word caused all the cats approaching to freeze in place.

“Are you ready, dogs?!”

Perfectly synced, the dogs looked up to the sky and howled.

“I—I don’t know how to feel about that speech. It was kinda cool but it also kinda really made us sound like the bad guys,” Vala said.

“We’ll be whatever it takes if it means eliminating the cats.”

“You know there are like… a few more stages and levels before we’re done with the cat theme, right?”

“And I’ll give that speech every single time we have to fight them.”

“I don’t know whether to be more scared or turned—I mean… scared or inspired.”

“I might be a virgin, but I’m not a dense virgin. Get as turned on as you want.”

“Sh-shhh…”

The amount of pain I felt from that punch flipped a switch on in my mind.

The “don’t give a fuck, get shit done” switch.

I was in no mood for bantering. No mood for fooling around and being flustered like a virgin.

I wanted to defeat the cats.

I wanted to hold Vala’s hands more.

I wanted to win both in battle and love.

And I refused to lose.

	lol don’t you think you’re being way too dramatic for fluffy slice of life and romance? This isn’t a serious genre. You sound like a tryhard right now.


I squirted Window.

My water bottle was even more effective on her than it was on the macho cats.

Unfortunately, that was the last of the water in the bottle.


Chapter Five

The tenth wave was the most intense battle we experienced yet. Even so, each and every one of us fought at our full strength regardless of how battered and tired we already were.

“Keep it up!” I shouted to the dogs at the front line.

They struggled in their resistance against the waves of cats crashing into them, but they held the line.

“Don’t let up!” I shouted at the archer tower.

There were too many targets for them, but that just meant they could shoot in any direction and still hit a cat.

“Bagged cats! Right lane!” I shouted to the bees.

The cats were fast, but the bees were faster, so they changed their flight path to take out the cats charging at us from the right.

“Machos! Left!” I shouted to Vala.

The macho cats were too much for any of us to handle… except for Vala. As broken as it was, she took each of the macho cats out with two hits at most.

“Get ready!” I shouted to the back line of dogs by my side.

I still felt sore from my fight against the macho cat, and the dogs to my sides were every bit as bruised as I was, but we all looked on with excited eyes as a group of cats ran at us.

There was something else helping me.

In previous battles, I was careful not to use any attacks that would seriously hurt the cats. I didn’t want to kill them, after all. I was worried that if I swung an axe at one of them with my full strength that I would cut them in half.

But I discovered that wasn’t the case.

I no longer had to hold back.

With my PickAxe in hand, I swung it down into the torso of one of the cats. If this were back home, the force would be enough to cleave the cat’s body in half and send the severed part sailing in an arc.

But here?

All my attack did was scratch the cat even at full strength. Well, it also took out all the cat’s health and sent it running away.

I finally realized that I didn’t need to hold back at all. I was free to swing my weapon with as much strength as I could and the cats would be in no actual harm.

Well, their bodies would be in no actual harm.

As for their minds… they were cats. It was alright if I traumatized them a little by swinging an axe at them as powerfully as I could. Worst case scenario, Vala or Window could just snap their PTSD away.

The thought of traumatizing cats really inspired me to fight harder.

I was already dressed like a barbarian and swinging around a PickAxe, so why not?

“Don’t let these cats ever forget your faces! Bite and slash, snarl and howl! Permanently scar your faces into their minds!”

While all of the dogs seemed more motivated by my words, there was one in particular more motivated than all of the others. She was so motivated, in fact, that she rushed in front of me to take out one of the cats with her sword before they could even reach me.

Lavi.

She slashed her sword into one of the cats, dodged another, and then took out one more before turning her head back to look at me.

I was confused for a second because it looked like she only had one eye, but it was just her hair hanging over her eye.

Purple hair. Purple hair covering one of her eyes. Holding a sword in her mouth.

She looked kind of edgy.

But that was alright. Edgy people got easily annoying. An edgy dog, however, was an adorable concept.

Dogs are the best.

I swung my axe into another cat.

Cats are the worst.

With every single one of us fighting harder than we had ever fought before, we finally made it to the end of the wave. The last of the enemies approached us and no more came behind them.

“Come on! We’ll wrap this up and celebrate!”

The thought of that must have reminded Vala of our deal. She suddenly slowed down and I could tell that she was blushing even at a distance, but she didn’t allow that to affect her fighting capability.

And then.

We won.

The final wave was over. No more enemies were on their way.

We still had our hearts left on the greenhouse door.

We won.

And then…

It turned out that we didn’t win.

Just as we were starting to relax, the floating text that read “Wave: 10/10” changed to say…

“BOSS WAVE”

Groups of cats appeared at the end of each path but did not yet come down them.

They waited.

They waited for something—somebody.

The boss.

A swirling vortex of blue and yellow magic appeared behind the trees. It gathered energy and grew larger and larger until bursting, knocking down the surrounding trees and forming a burned patch of grass from the portal’s location to the nearest path.

I gripped my PickAxe in anger.

Not only are cats stupid.

Not only are cats the objectively worst animal in existence.

Not only are cats inferior to dogs in every single way.

But…

The cats were responsible for knocking down perfectly good trees and killing a patch of grass! Sure, I chopped down some trees myself, but I needed to! This portal senselessly destroyed them!

“Vala! We’re using your powers to bring the trees and grass back to life after we kill that bastard!”

“He-hey! No killing is allowed!”

I knew that.

But I was still going to say that I would kill the bastard who dared to hurt the innocent trees.

Speaking of the bastard who did it…

A massive cat stepped out from the portal. He was even larger than the macho cats, had barbaric armor made of fur and metal strapped to his chest and limbs, and he wielded a mighty morning star that looked… kind of like a cat toy.

A very spiky and dangerous cat toy.

“Behold, nya!” a new voice announced, coming from the portal. The voice itself was feminine and a bit deeper than Vala’s, and Window didn’t talk, so I had no idea who it could have been.

	Umm, actually, I do talk.


“That’s typing or something, not talking.”

	Why do you have to be so sassy?


“I’m not being sassy for pointing out that you’re wrong.”

	Virgins are the worst.


“Yeah, well, we’ll make sure that I’m not a virgin after this is over.”

She vanished.

Dealing with her became easy after learning how sex flustered her.

“Stop giving Windyow attention! I’m talking right nyow!” the voice from the portal shouted.

What? Is she jealous or something? I thought to myself.

She definitely sounded jealous, anyways.

“H-how dare you nyot give me your full, undivided attention after hearing me-nya for the first time!”

“Listen, I have no idea who you are, but I have to kill that giant cat there to avenge the trees,” I shouted back.

“Insolenyance! There is nyo way that you—wa-wait. Di-did… I-nya accidentally put the portal in the wrong place? I-nya thought it was an open field. S-sorry… nya…”

“Hey, Vala, what’s with the sound effect that this new multiple-personality-disorder character keeps on adding to her words?”

“She’s obviously a cat, nya!” Vala explained.

“Is that supposed to be like a cat sound effect?”

“Nya, nya.”

“I see. It’s cute, but it’s kind of making me cringe at the same time for some reason. There’s just… something about it that makes me think a large amount of people somewhere would be cringing about this.”

“Who cares, nya.”

“We only need one person making that noise.”

“Fiiinneee, gao.”

“What’s a gao?!”

“A dragon noise! Gaoooo!”

“You don’t need to add new character traits to yourself!”

“WHY AM I-NYA BEING IGNORED AGAINYA?” the voice from the portal shouted so loudly that she sounded like somebody who forgot to take caps lock off.

“I have nothing to say to terrorists who destroy trees.”

“I’m-nya nyot a terrorist!”

“Do you have to go ‘nya’ every time you refer to yourself?”

“Yes, I-nya do! Do nyew have a problem with that?”

“It’s annoying.”

“Do-don’t insult my-nya character trait!”

“You’re a cat, right?”

“Su-such a sudden tyopic change. Yes, I-nya am the queen cat of the Pawsitively Feline Empire! Nya!”

“Alright. You’re next,” I threatened, brandishing my PickAxe.

“Nyo? Nyew still have two levels to go before reaching me-nya! Will nyew be able to survive until thenya?”

“If it means getting rid of all of the cats, yes.”

“Hm-hmph! Fine! I-nya will drop speech trait to humor you for providing me such a quality joke!”

“You still did it.”

“O-oh. Sorry… old habits… ny—I—I mean…”

“The personality swaps are way too jarring!”

“Shu-shut up! I’m already changing one part of my personality for you, you baka!”

“What is a baka?!”

“She said that for tsundere fanservice,” Vala explained.

“You said that word before. I still have no idea what it is.”

“Tsunderes are top-tier waifus who act cold and mean on the outside but are really warm and lovey-dovey on the inside. They’re like nuts you have to crack open to get to the really good stuff!”

“Ple-please don’t compare me to a nut!” the cat queen shouted.

“Wait, this feels familiar…”

“Right,” I said to Vala, turning my attention back to the giant cat that waited for us to finish our discussion. “Can we fight already? The sooner I beat that cat of yours, the sooner the trees can be healed, the sooner I can go and personally deal with you.”

“Hah! You wish to deal with me-nya? Just what does a human plan on doing to the queen of cats?!”

“I don’t know. I’ll spank you or something.”

“Sp-sp-sp-spank!? I-isn’t it—isn’t it way-way-way too soon for tha-that?! Wha-what about the love points?! I—I don’t think I have a—I don’t—I… that route takes too many love points for you to ever get!?”

“Why do you not even sound sure of that yourself?”

Without saying another word, the portal closed and the boss took a step toward us.

A massive, red bar appeared above his head that could only be a health bar.

I readied my PickAxe. “Come on, Vala, let’s—”

The boss stopped and reached into the back of his armor.

He pulled out a massive… tag—a tag that was previously attached to the fur lining his armor, and then he dropped it to the ground.

As the tag fell, the large text on it was clear enough for all of us to read.

Made with 100% dog fur.

“Vala,” I said.

Vala gulped. “He-hey… the voice you’re using is kind of scary…”

“Are we allowed to kill?”

“No—no killing is allowed.”

“Are we allowed to beat into submission and then some?”

“Y-you’re going to raise the game’s content rating…”

“What if I promise to do and say anything you want when this is over no matter how romantic or cheesy it might be?”

Vala straightened up and tapped her chin.

	THAT’S STILL NOT ALLOWED
NO KILLING
STOP BEING SO MEAN TO CATS
HOW HARD IS IT FOR YOU TO UNDERSTAND THIS?
AND VALA, DON’T YOU DARE THINK THAT IT’S OKAY TO LET HIM BE MEAN IN RETURN FOR FANSERVICE. YOU’RE ENABLING HIM AND HE’S TAKING ADVANTAGE OF YOUR FETISHES



“That sounds like cat propaganda. You want to be my shield during this fight? I only need one hand for my PickAxe.”

	Your evil knows no bounds. You know that you and Vala are supposed to be the protagonists, right? Stop being the villains!


“You know that villains can be protagonists, right? Protagonist just means the main character. A villain can be a main character.”

	Oh.


“What? No smart remark? No turning my words around on me?”

	At least I don’t have a dumb name.


Window vanished immediately after that.

She was definitely getting less-than-nice treatment the next time I saw her.

The final final battle began.

The non-boss cats weren’t too much of an issue for us. They were in smaller numbers than in previous waves and no macho cats were included in their ranks. It was like they were focusing on fast, weak cats in bulk rather than cats who could actually stand a chance against any of us.

And it became clear why.

As long as the weaker cats kept the dogs distracted… the boss was free to walk right past them without ever having to swing his glorified cat toy.

The biggest problem actually seemed to be the smaller cats. There were so many of them that we just weren’t able to get through them all in time. It was possible that they were going to break through us and take out the hearts before the boss even reached us.

Wait. Aren’t I forgetting something? I thought, looking up at the archer tower.

I was definitely forgetting something.

Something that had to do with upgrading the tower…

Oh.

“Vala! How do we use the towers’ special skills?!”

She was busy with her own horde of cats trying to rush past her, but she still managed to shout back, “Just select the tower, select where you want to use it, and activate it!”

“How am I supposed to do that?!”

“Look at the button floating above it!”

“There is no button floating above—”

I looked up.

There was, in fact, a button floating above the tower.

“—… never mind!”

Selecting the tower was as easy as focusing my eyesight on the button. Then, a glowing circle appeared wherever I looked. If I looked too far away, it stopped glowing. As long as I kept my vision on the ground close enough to the tower, the circle glowed. That was its range.

“Alright! How do I activate it now?” I asked.

“Shout its name!” Vala replied.

“I forget its name!”

“Volley Fire!”

“Thanks!”

I visually placed the glowing circle on the ground in a spot that would catch as many of the cats as possible at once.

Not getting overrun was more important than immediately dealing with the boss.

Of course, if it was like any tower defense game, the cats would keep on coming back until the boss was dealt with.

But we needed to deal with the cats anyways if we wanted to turn our attention to him.

“Volley Fire!” I shouted.

Six glowing circles appeared hovering in the air of the dark doorway connected to the archer tower’s platform.

Eyes.

Six sharp, glowing eyes pierced the darkness and looked down at where I selected for the skill.

And then.

Fifteen arrows were fired in quick succession that took out every single cat in the selected area at once. The arrows were larger and faster, too, resulting in more powerful impacts that kicked up the dirt from the ground.

I looked back up at the tower and could no longer see the glowing eyes, but arrows still came from within the darkness to now attack the giant boss.

It was time for the rest of us to attack him.


Chapter Six

Above the floating health bar of the boss was a name.

Conan the Catarian

The lame reference of a name made me want to kill him even faster.

Unfortunately, killing him was going to be difficult. Incredibly difficult.

His morning star slammed into the ground with enough force to knock all of the surrounding dogs upward. When they fell, their health had already reached zero and they had to refresh themselves in their towers.

The archers were safe at least, but… the bees were not.

Given just how tall the boss was, not even taking into consideration the reach of his weapon, he was able to reach the bees.

The good news was that the bees evaded his first attack. While the dogs on the ground weren’t able to avoid his attacks, the bees easily could as long as they were paying attention.

“Stay at a safe distance and only get close while he’s in the middle of an attack!” I shouted at the bees.

A ground boss who could deal with air units was annoying and overpowered.

Then again, he wouldn’t have been a boss if he wasn’t overpowered.

“Any ideas, Vala?”

She was standing right next to me, so I looked over at her.

Her shoulders were slouching, the bags under her eyes were darker and bigger than normal, and she looked like she could barely keep holding her spear.

And then her stomach grumbled.

“I—I’ve spent too much energy already… I’m so tired all of a sudden…”

“You’re not just saying that to get out of this, are you?”

“No… I’m just really hungry.”

“Well, you can eat whatever you want after this. Just imagine the food we’ll get as a reward!”

“But I’m so hungry now.”

“You were fine just a couple of minutes ago!”

“It suddenly hit me…”

“What about what I offered to do for you if we win?”

“Fooooddd…..”

I was in trouble.

We were all in trouble.

For the moment, I grabbed Vala’s hand and led her away from the boss since he was about to be close enough to hit us. Though, the only way for us to go was back toward the greenhouse.

And that was exactly where the boss planned on going.

Wait, if he reaches my greenhouse… won’t that oversized cat toy destroy it?! I thought, realizing just how dire the situation truly was.

The morning star might have looked like a cat toy, but between it and its wielder’s absurd strength, it probably could have knocked the archer tower over if it really wanted to.

If it was able to do that, it would be more than capable of annihilating my greenhouse.

We needed to do something.

I needed to come up with a plan.

If only I had a water bottle. No, I would need a giant water gun to defeat him. Yeah, I need a water gun. Or a firehose. I need one of those water cannons for crowd control.

But I had no water cannon.

Nor did I have a water gun.

And my small water bottle was already empty.

The situation did not look good. My bees weren’t even able to get close enough to safely shoot their stingers!

Think, Drake!

No matter how hard I thought, only one solution seemed obvious to me.

And that was to just try and attack him.

So, I baited out one of his attacks, waited for him to dedicate his weapon to a swing, and then got out of the way to attack his leg.

I swung my PickAxe as hard as I could into his leg as his weapon crashed into the ground behind me.

The force of his attack, even though it did not hit me directly, still knocked me into the air and I could feel that it did damage to me.

I didn’t realize it before since I wasn’t applying video game logic when I should have been, but his attack had an area-of-effect radius. It didn’t matter if I was hit directly or not as long as I was close enough.

I looked up at his health bar.

Only a tiny, tiny dent was made in it.

I was screwed.

As for Vala, the one who was the most overpowered being in existence—the one who I desperately needed to help me win the fight against the cat… she was falling asleep while standing.

I admitted to all of my honest, embarrassing feelings earlier, and now she was about to fall asleep on me!

I wasn’t able to jump up and one-shot him like she was doing to the macho cats! She was way stronger and faster than me in every way, and she even had that rainbow beam attack!

All I had was my PickAxe and determination.

At least the boss moved slowly enough that I had plenty of time to feel the dread of the situation.

How would Vala win? Would her strength even be enough to beat him? There has to be some way to win other than restarting this all over while filling the path with towers.

There were no tricks that I could fall back on.

No traps nor special weapons.

No games.

There was—

Wait…

Games.

“Vala! Your game system!” I shouted.

Vala could barely even wake up enough to look at me. “Ehh?”

“Get it out for me!”

“Ooh. You wanna play some vidya?”

“We’re still in the middle of a battle!”

“Oh. Then why do you—”

“Hurry up!”

She rubbed her eyes, yawned, and reached down into my—her, oversized shirt.

She pulled out her game system.

I was quick to take it from her hands, and then I turned to face the approaching boss.

I had no idea if what I had in mind was going to work or not. It would have been extremely anticlimactic, horrible game design, and it would not make any sense if it did.

Why would a boss with such overwhelming strength agree to something that takes away that very advantage?

I took a deep breath and dropped my PickAxe.

“You! Conan the Catarian! I challenge you to a duel!” I shouted.

He stopped in his tracks and tilted his head at me.

And then he raised his weapon.

“Wait! If you win then I’ll promise to never hurt another cat for as long as I live! Even if I get killed by a cat and am left in the world as a vengeful spirit with a hatred for cats who will never rest in peace unless I exterminate every last cat, I won’t even think about hurting them!”

I was willing to sacrifice anything for the safety of my greenhouse.

Even my hatred for cats.

But that wasn’t enough.

He raised his weapon and prepared to strike.

And then…

“Wait!” a voice shouted.

The cat queen.

The portal reappeared over the trees to allow her voice to reach me.

Without any hesitation, the boss stopped his attack and waited for orders.

“Oh? You are willing to go that far in exchange for a duel, nya?” the cat queen asked.

“I am,” I answered. “I will even never say anything again about your character traits and multiple personalities if I lose.”

“I see. I am still not convinced. Is there anything else that have to offer me?”

“Absolute submission.”

“A-a-absolute submission?!”

“That’s right. I will listen to anything you order me to do no matter what. You could even order me to say that blanks are superior to dogs.”

“Wha-what are blanks?”

“Use your imagination. I won’t actually say it unless I’m ordered to while absolutely submitting to you.”

“Blank…ets?”

“Cats, you cat! I thought cats were supposed to be smart?!”

“Oh! I knew that, nyahaha!”

“You didn’t! You absolutely didn’t know that!”

“I see. I am still not convinced.”

“There is nothing for you to be convinced about! Vala! Didn’t she just not know what I was getting at?!”

No answer.

Behind me was a sleeping-while-standing Vala.

Even in her sleep, her stomach grumbled from hunger.

“Anyways!” I continued. “Absolute submission. You can order me to say that, you can order me to pet you, to cut your nails—whatever. If I lose, I will be your slave for the rest of time.”

“M-my slave?!” the cat queen stuttered out. “Pe-pe-pet me?! Why—wh-why would I ever want such a foul human to pet me?!”

“Why are you making petting you sound more intense than being your slave?!”

“I—I see! You must be one of those degenerates who wishes to hold the hands of girls without their consent! A-and… e-e-even  pet their heads…”

“I have no interest in nonconsensual handholding nor head petting! You don’t see at all!”

“You are bold for a human, nya.”

The banter was fun but taking us nowhere.

There was a battle to win and I doubted that I would win it by playing the straight man to the cat queen.

At least I stuck to my character traits unlike her.

“Well?” I asked. “Will you order your cat here to duel me if I promise absolute submission to you if I lose?”

“Very well!” she answered. “Whatever challenge you may have in mind, I will permit it! If we win, you will promise abso… a-absolute submission to me! If you win, then we will… we will… wha-what if you win? A-are you going to make me su-su-submit to you? You—you want me to do all sorts of—all sorts of perverted things, don’t you?! You’re—you’re—you’re going to tell me to play with your ‘cat toy’ and it won’t be a cat toy at all! A-a-and you’ll say that little kittens need their milk, and then you—you’ll—”

“What kind of perverted fantasies are you thinking of?! All I want if I win is for the battle to end and your cats to leave!”

The portal blushed.

Yes.

The portal.

Blushed.

The portal that her voice was coming from turned bright red.

“De-deal!”

With that, the portal vanished and the boss returned his attention to me.

I won.

I knew that there would be no way for him to defeat me. Just how good could a giant cat be at a video game? The cat that Vala challenged in this same way may have provided a worthy challenge to her… but she was pretty bad to begin with.

There was no way that I would lose.

I was so confident that something came over me—something that prompted me to stand straight, run a single hand through my hair and hold it there, and then point to the one who would be my opponent with my other hand.

It was a very edgy pose.

There was even some convenient wind blowing to help blow my hair back, and lightning struck in the distance behind me.

I really was the villain.

“Prism Road. 150 CC. Three laps. Whoever wins the race wins the duel,” I explained, detaching the controllers from the system to toss one up to him.

If I wasn’t evil already, I swore off my humanity by challenging the cat to the hardest course in the game at the highest difficulty.

The boss caught the controller and dropped his weapon.

Then… a wave of determination consumed him.

His muscles flexed and bulged. His deadly glare shone red. He then cracked his neck, his knuckles, and pretty much every single other crackable bone in his body.

Wait, he’s not going to actually be super good at video games or anything, right? I didn’t just sign my death warrant, did I? What if he’s actually some pro gamer reincarnated as an oversized cat? That… sounds like it would actually be the plot of something, I thought with a gulp.

After setting up the map and entering the loading screen, he sat down next to me and leaned over so that he could actually see the small screen.

Suddenly, I wasn’t so confident in my victory.

And then I won.

I came in first place. He came in last place behind every single NPC racer.

I was starting to sweat before the race began… but when I looked over at him post-race, he was the one covered in sweat with quivering eyes.

It was far easier than I originally expected it to be.

As for why, that should have been obvious to me when I first tossed him the controller.

His hands were way too big for the controller that already looked small in my own hands. Not only that, but he was barely able to see the screen without bending over in an uncomfortable position.

The whole situation… was infinitely more anticlimactic than I expected it to be. There was no epic race, no photo finish, no final lap drama…

Nothing.

There was only an overwhelming victory and an oversized cat who realized just how badly he screwed up.

He slowly stood up, keeping his head low, and picked his weapon back up.

But instead of attacking me, he walked away while dragging it across the ground.

I defeated the boss.

But it would not be without complaints.

“He-hey! He cheated!” the cat queen’s voice came from the portal once again.

	As much as I really wanted him to lose… this is totally your fault because you said, “whatever challenge you have in mind, I will permit it!” You didn’t include clauses or anything to make sure that it would be a fair challenge.


Even though Window was facing me, letting me see what she was writing, the cat queen knew what she said.

“Wha-what?! There—there is no way that I made such a mistake!”

The queen sounded genuinely shocked that she could have made a mistake.

She was definitely a cat.

	You need to include some fine print next time. This guy is evil and will take advantage of you if you don’t.


“Ta-take advantage of me?! Is he—is he going to tell me about how kittens need their milk and—and then—”

	Drake.


“Yeah, Window?” I asked while the queen rambled about something weird in the distance.

	You’re a horrible person but you’re the most normal one here other than me.


“I wouldn’t exactly call you normal.”

	Shut up. Can we be friends again?


“When were we not friends?”

	I—I don’t know. I thought you would have been mad since I kept on teasing you so much and caps-locking at you… or something.


“What? No. You were funny. I always look forward to my rivalry with you.”

	I—I just wanted to make sure since I was starting to feel bad. I don’t actually think you’re evil or anything… even if you are way too mean to cats.


“I know, my favorite informational status window.”

	It—it doesn’t really count if you call me your favorite informational status window when I’m the only one you know >///>


“Then why are you blushing?”

	I’m not!


“You totally are. I can see your window color changing.”

	YOU’RE THE WORST. WHY ARE YOU LIKE THIS EVEN AFTER I WAS BEING NICE TO YOU? GOD.



“I’m being ignored again! Nya!” the cat queen whined.

Window vanished, so I had the opportunity to return my attention to the queen.

“I won,” I declared. “You and your inferior cats lost to the power of dogs, bees, and video games.”

“We—we will not lose next time! You will promise your absolute submission to me someday!”

“You have it backwards, cat.”

“Wha-what?!”

“I will be the one who makes you promise absolute submission. I’ll even make you beg for it.”

“You—you’ll make me—ma-make me beg for it?”

“That’s right. I’m going to find you, and I’m going to turn you into my personal maid.”

“Wi-will I have to wear—wear—we-wear a maid outfit?”

“You will. And I’ll make you do anything I want.”

“Li-like co-come up from behind me while I’m dusting, and-and then you bend me over and grab my tail, a-and then—”

“No! I’m talking about helping me out in the garden, taking care of the dogs, and forcing you to admit that dogs are better!”

A tired sigh came from the portal. “I need a cat nap. I won’t lose next time!” she shouted as the portal vanished.

I was finally able to let out a sigh of my own.

All I had to do was wait for Window to pop up with the victory screen and then the battle could officially be counted as a win.

But before that happened.

“S-so,” Vala stuttered from behind. “Umm… a-about that promise…”

Vala was suddenly wide awake with no grumbling stomach and a blush on her cheeks.

Equally as suddenly, my heart started racing.


Chapter Seven

After a battle, Window would normally pop up to show us the information from it with whatever rewards we won.

But not this time.

She was going to wait until I made good on my promise to Vala.

As for Vala, all we did was stand and look at each other. Whenever one of us caught the other looking, we’d look away.

After all the dramatic confidence I had during the battle, I was left standing there like some sort of virgin schoolboy who had no idea how to talk to a girl.

And that wasn’t alright.

I was not a boy. I was a man.

It was time to prove that.

But when I opened my mouth to say something, no words came out.

I probably would have been better off if Vala would have let me bring it up on my own instead of suddenly bringing it up herself and putting me on the spot.

But even if she did put me on the spot, I was the one who said all of that in the first place.

“I might have been a bit dramatic earlier… but I meant it,” I said, struggling to look straight at her.

Fortunately, she wasn’t able to look at me either, so she didn’t get to see how I could barely look at her.

“How couldn’t I? You chose to bring me to this world. I was just some random guy supposedly chosen for being the town’s biggest virgin, and you wanted to play video games with me. You brought me to this world where anything is possible and you’re always trying to make this place even more fun for me. Also, you know, the whole virgin thing. I never even had a girlfriend before this. You didn’t expect to bring a guy here who is a total virgin, make a world of gaming for the two of you, be as so damn attractive as you are, and then have him not fall in love with you, right? This is like… the kind of cheesy ‘fate’ setup that you would find in a romance novel. I’m some average guy and you’re a perfect girl. Oh, and there’s the fact that you’re actually an all-powerful dragon. That kind of, you know, supports the ‘fate’ comparison even more. It’s one thing to be chosen by a girl. It’s another thing to be chosen by a dragon who can create pocket universes.”

I didn’t even know how I was able to say all of that, but it became easier after I started.

Though, the difficulty level started rising back up when I didn’t get any response from her other than blushing.

“Seriously, even when you blush like that—what could I have done to deserve any of this? I’m going to start thinking that I was actually some brave hero in my past life who saved the world. There’s no way that some random guy like me deserves you or any of this. I’m probably just crazy and locked up in some sort of mental asylum. And, honestly, if I am, I wouldn’t ask for a better delusional fantasy to pass the time with.”

She finally spoke up. “You’re—you’re not some random guy…”

“Wait, was I actually a hero in my past life?”

She shook her head.

I couldn’t help but to feel just a tiny bit disappointed.

“Then what?” I asked. “Was me being chosen seriously just because I was the town’s biggest virgin?”

Vala shook her head again. “N-no. It was… umm—well, it was kind of—kind of the easiest way I could ask for you without giving it away…”

“Then tell me the real reason, because I honestly can’t think of a single reason for why you would choose me.” It sounded like the original reason for bringing me there might have been a lie, but I didn’t care. I just wanted to know what the truth was. If I was to accept this reality as truth, I needed a reason—a real reason.

There was no way that it was anything but the delusional fantasy of an insane person if it was really because I was a virgin.

“This—this vessel of mine is controlled by the dark power of the elder—the elder dragon. There are none whom may stand before my all-powerful might, for the—the dra-dragon within will annihilate all unworthy in its path,” Vala said, holding one hand out to me while dramatically holding her other hand over her left eye.

“Don’t remind me of that!” I shouted. “It’s bad enough that I remember those memories in my dreams!” Then it hit me. “Wait.” How did she know that? “Vala, you—” Really? “Did you—did you used to know me?”

“I… more than just knew you,” she answered, forcing herself to look me straight in the eyes.

“I—I may have acted stupid around a lot of people before, so you’re not really narrowing things down here. I went into dungeons saying the stupidest things.”

“What about, ‘boobs are the window to the soul?’”

I cringed.

There may have been some merit to quote, but it still made me cringe. It didn’t help me figure out who she was, either.

“I may have said that to too many people,” I unfortunately admitted.

Vala almost looked shocked for a second there. “Fi-fine. Then what about—what about… how you umm… wa-want twenty wives? E-even though you couldn’t think of a single girl you talked to in over a year who wasn’t your teacher or a cashier?”

That reminded me that she was probably the first girl I talked to in years who wasn’t obligated to talk to me in some way.

More importantly, it made me realize who she was.

“You’re—you’re him, aren’t you?” I asked.

“Her, but… ye-yeah. I used to pretend I was a guy since everybody kept on flirting with me…”

I was not only falling in love with an all-powerful dragon, but she just so happened to be my best friend from when I was younger, too.

We played social MMOs together for years. I never heard his—her voice, but we communicated through text and talked for countless hours whenever we were both online.

The memory of our last conversation rushed into my head.

We were alone after running through a dungeon with some random players. During the dungeon, the two other party members kept on teasing us about how we sounded like a married couple with how we talked to each other. Even with Vala’s explanation that we were both “guys” and just friends, the other players teased us even harder.

She never got the cosmetic drop that I was trying to help her get from the final boss.

Alone after the dungeon, we sat in our favorite spot in a zone with little traffic to watch fireworks from an event that was about to end. The fireworks weren’t too special considering that they repeated every fifteen minutes, but they still made the scenery just a little bit more special than usual.

“Those guys were so annoying, right?” Vala asked me. Or rather, the “guy” who was my best friend asked me.

“I kinda saw their point,” I answered.

“What? You did?”

“Yeah. I mean, we totally do act like a married couple sometimes, right? We’re always around each other, we bicker and banter, help each other with whatever we need, and stick up for each other. It’s a bromance, but bromances are just non-romantic marriages between guys.”

She was silent for a minute after that. I figured she had to go away from the keyboard for a moment or something.

“Do you really think that?” she replied.

“Yeah. I mean, let’s face it. If you were really a girl then we’d probably be married by now. You’d be my first of twenty wives.”

“Pffftfttsshhh. I’m honored. I don’t think you’d like me if I was really a girl, though.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because you have no idea how to talk to girls. We’d never become friends if I was a girl because you’d be too afraid.”

“Ouch. You’re just going to attack me like that, aren’t you? I want a divorce. Also, I’m taking the kids.”

“The kids?!”

“That’s right. All fifty of them.”

“That’s way too many!”

“Then I guess you don’t need all of them. Maybe I’ll leave you the one who misbehaves the most.”

“I married a demon.”

“Seriously though, like… purely hypothetically, I swear I’m not into guys, don’t you think we’d make a good couple if one of us was a girl?”

“I… guess so.”

“We’d be like the happiest couple ever. Everybody would be jealous of us.”

I was seventeen at the time. It was also the middle of the night and I was sleep-deprived. I also felt more comfortable talking to her than anybody else in my entire life, so I never felt like I needed to censor myself around her.

We were best friends.

But she never replied to that.

Her avatar disappeared from next to me. When I opened up my friend’s list, she was gone.

When I went to check my in-game mail, the letters from her were still there, but they all said they were from “Deleted Character.”

I immediately went to check the other games we played together.

She was gone from all of them.

That really crushed me for a couple of weeks. The best friend that I ever made seemed to have purged herself from every single way that I could contact her.

I thought that I did something wrong.

Shortly after that, I stopped playing MMOs. Then I stopped playing games as much since nobody was able to replace her, and what was the point in playing video games if I couldn’t play them with my best friend?

So, with Vala standing before me after that revelation, there was only one question I could ask. “What happened to you?”

“I—I… the games we played were all from the same publisher, and… I umm… g-got caught buying gold and using hacks to farm dungeons by myself.… They kind of purged me from everything and detected every new account I made…. I really regretted not listening to you and getting something to talk to you outside of game with…”

“You got banned?”

She tapped her pointer fingers together and nodded, clearly ashamed of herself.

Her explanation made me laugh. It was a laugh full of relief—a laugh that took years of guilt off of my shoulders. I always thought that her disappearing was somehow my fault, but it was something as stupid as her getting banned and then not knowing how to get back in touch with me.

“Wha-what’s so funny?” she asked with a blush on her cheeks still.

“Are you kidding me?” I asked her. “What’s so funny? You are. I knew you didn’t like PvE and hated farming, but I never would have expected you to resort to RMT and cheating!”

“I—I was desperate! And I felt bad always asking for your help to farm dungeons for cosmetics…”

“I liked farming with you. Besides, I liked looking at your avatar as much as you did, so it was a win-win for both of us if you got new gear to wear.”

“You—you better not have done anything weird while looking at my avatar…”

“There may have been one time when you got that seasonal event bikini.”

“Se-seriously?!”

“I’m joking. Though, it was my favorite.”

“O-oh…”

She sounded disappointed.

Then she got serious again.

“I’m sorry. You probably hated me. I really tried every way I could think of to find you, but I wasn’t able to get back into the games we played, and I was too lazy to make accounts on anything else you used to talk… I thought we’d be fine just talking in those games forever. I—I abandoned you…”

“Vala. Relax. I never hated you. I’m honestly just—I’m happy to have my best friend back. I thought that, back then, I was the one who made you hate me somehow. I felt like shit, but it was because I was afraid I did something wrong. I thought that maybe talking about how we would make a good married couple scared you away or something.”

“What? No! I—you saying that made me really, really, really, really happy. I remember when you first said that we’re like a married couple, I had to leave the computer to roll around on my bed while hugging my pillow. And those guys in the dungeon made it so hard to concentrate since they kept teasing us about it. I was smiling the whole time…”

Hearing that made me smile. “Why didn’t you find me in real life? I mean, you’re an all-powerful dragon and all that.”

“Be-because. I was worried you hated me… a-and you were only seventeen. “

“That’s not a bad point. It probably wouldn’t have looked good if a dragon who had been around for thousands of years wanted to find a seventeen-year-old boy.”

“Then more time went by and I started thinking that you probably forgot about me. If you didn’t forget about me then you probably hated me, but… I—I never stopped missing you.”

“So, you decided to ask for the town’s biggest virgin. What if I wasn’t a virgin anymore?” If I hadn’t talked to her about where I lived, we probably never would have been reunited.

“I knew that wouldn’t happen.”

“You answered that way too confidently! Anyways, if you were worried about me hating you, why’d you finally ask for me?”

“I—I had to time it with my usual request for offerings so that it wouldn’t be suspicious, and… you were the best friend I ever made. That was—that was why I lied and pretended I didn’t know you. I thought we might get to start over, and you wouldn’t hate me if you didn’t know who I was.”

“I can’t believe you thought I hated you.”

“I can’t believe you thought I hated you…”

For such an illogical world, everything suddenly made so much more sense.

The reason why I felt like we had been friends for months after just a day was because I was friends with her for years. We were able to bounce off of each other so well because we had years of experience in doing that. Our interests were the same, our humor worked together, and being friends came as easily as breathing did.

A couple moments of awkward silence later and I finally realized what I had to say. “I already lost you once, and I’m not going to lose you again. First, promise me no more RMT or cheating.”

“I—I promise. I already stopped after getting banned…”

“Good. Now… Vala.”

“Ye-yeah?”

“I love you. I loved you as a best friend, and now I love you as more than that. You were stupidly perfect back then and you’re still stupidly perfect now. I never stopped thinking about you and always hoped that you were doing well out there, but now that you’re back, I’m not going to let you get away this time. Don’t get me wrong, I am a little bit angry knowing that you got yourself banned over something so stupid. That’s why I need to be your boyfriend. That way I can make sure you never get yourself banned from anything ever again.”

She started off blushing at the beginning of my confession only to end up crying and laughing. “What—what kind of reason for being my boyfriend is that?”

“It’s obviously a good reason seeing as how you got banned for being a filthy cheater.”

“Just because you found out who I am doesn’t mean you can go back to bullying me so much…”

“It absolutely does mean that, filthy cheater.”

“St-stop calling me that.”

“I will if you let me be your boyfriend.”

She went from laughing to blushing again. “It’s not like I need to let you do it…”

“I don’t want to be a nonconsensual boyfriend.”

“That’s not what I mean! I—I mean, you know that I—that I’m going to… you know… say yes.”

Hearing that made me turn into the one who was blushing.

“Then… I’ve got to admit that I don’t really know what happens now,” I said. It was probably a miracle that I even worked up the courage to confess to her in the first place.

Fortunately for me, Vala had an idea. “I—I think umm, I think… we—we have to kiss now, right? It’s—it’s not official yet if we don’t kiss…”

Even though she said that, she still joined me in looking away from each other.

Kissing might have still been just a bit too advanced for us.

Who would approach who? Would she use her wings to fly up to reach me, or would I bend over?

Neither of us knew how to actually go about it.

Then, a certain informational status window appeared with a clone of herself to smack our backs hard enough to send us toward the other.

No distance was left between us and Vala had to put her hands up to stop from crashing into me. So, with her hands against my chest, I went for it.

I leaned down, shut my eyes as soon as my face was in front of hers, and kissed her.

It was the first kiss of my life with the most perfect partner that I could ever ask for, and there was nothing that I would have changed about it.

Her hands left my chest to wrap around my back, holding me close as she returned the kiss.

There was no amount of time that would have made it feel like the kiss did not end too soon.

With bright eyes and a wide smile, Vala looked up at me and said something to mark the occasion.

“A-achievement unlocked.”


Chapter Eight

Neither of us knew how to act after the kiss. Fortunately, Window came back to try and return things to normal.

	You only get two stars since you lost a heart. Retry the stage if you want all three stars. Oh, and in case you’re wondering, you only get 50% of rewards when you don’t get all three stars. You don’t get the super special reward, either!
Man, it’s weird being white again.
Stage 1-3: The Third Night
Completion: ★★
Enemies Defeated: 99 Cat Runners, 90 Cat Scouts, 70 Cat Soldiers, 50 Bagged Cats, 25 Crazed Cats, 6 Macho Cats, Conan the Catarian
Rewards: 751 Gold Coins, Recipe Series: Cat Furniture, 40 Cat Fur Scraps, 30 Cat Bones, 10 Cat Paws, 2 Roast Duck Dinners with Spiked Strawberry Lemonade, and enough food for everybody in the towers.
Too bad you didn’t 3-star it. You would have got the Giant Cat Skull to make that helmet and upgrade the warrior towers. I guess you’ll just have to try again and probably fail again.



The rewards I saw appear in front of us might have been halved according to Window, but there were still more than what I knew to do with. “What are the gold coins even good for? Anything other than upgrading towers? We’re getting a pretty big pile of them.”

	You’ll see.
It’s good to be pastel again.
Wait, this color scheme might make web formatting a pain…



“What are you talking about?”

	Don’t worry about it. And why is
there so much
space between my lines? Let me see if I can fix this. How about…
this? Yeah, that’s better for a new paragraph.



“Congratulations on figuring something out that I thought you always knew how to do.”

	You’re getting pretty cheeky for somebody who only just had their first kiss in their twenties.


Before I could react, she floated higher into the air so that she would be outside of my reach.

Window discovered the one thing that she could defeat me with: staying out of reach.

	owo what’s this? Is little Drakey Wakey not able to reach me? Oh no, whatever will I do if YOU CAN’T ABUSE ME ANYMORE, HAH!


“You may have found one of my weaknesses, but it won’t be a weakness forever. I will get you.”

	You’re creepy. I’m going to spawn a jail and lock you in it.


“Knowing you, you’d probably end up locking yourself in it somehow.”

	HahaHA you are SO funny. Is this all you can do? Now that you can’t reach me, all you can do is come up with lame comebacks since you’re too dumb to use your brain to think of something better? Wow, I’m starting to feel bad for you if you have to rely on your physical strength to do everything.


“You’re starting to sound like one of those types who thinks they’re way smarter than they are while making everybody else cringe at you.”

	I would say something about insulting large groups of people, but I don’t care if that group, WHICH I DON’T BELONG TO, gets insulted.


Not being able to reach Window was harder on me than I thought it would be. Reading her text made me really want to just grab her and swing her around or throw her like a flying disc again.

Something so simple as hovering out of my reach was more effective than it should have been.

	What’s wrong? You look like you’re disappointed by something. Could it be that you’re too short to reach me? If only you weren’t so little.


“I’m six foot three! That’s not little!”

	You sound awfully insecure right now. I guess it makes sense for a man boy to be insecure about his height.


“You’re getting awfully cheeky for a sentient rectangle.”

	I’d rather be a rectangle than have the name Drake Hunter while being in love with a dragon.


“Don’t make my name sound even worse than it already is!”

	I guess you could say that you’re hunting dragons in a whole new way
( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)
Wow that face looks butchered in text here.



“Are you just copy-pasting meme faces from the internet or something since you don’t have a face of your own?”

	N-no…


Vala giggled right before leaning the side of her head against my arm. “She got her laziness from me.”

Feeling Vala lean against me after everything that was revealed and said gave me a completely different feeling from before. It felt even more intimate than whenever we slept together at night. And, when I realized that, I also realized that I had no idea how I would control myself at night if we were still going to sleep together.

Sleeping together as boyfriend and girlfriend is way more intense than pretending she’s a pet lizard! I thought.

Everything was going to be more intense from then on. Holding her hand, teasing her, sleeping with her—Window was a good distraction from what had just happened, but now I was back to thinking about how—

	virgin you are?


“Exactly. Wait, what?”

	It’s okay. If you’re not able to man up for Vala then I can always turn into a man and take her from you.


“You can do that?!”

	I can give myself any body I want!


Suddenly, I felt two arms wrap around my own arm.

“No stealing allowed,” Vala said, holding my arm against her—against her chest. Whether she was holding me there intentionally or not, the world may never know, but it was undeniable that my arm was being held against her chest.

	Hmph. But he’s allowed to steal you from me!


All I was able to think about was Vala’s chest against my arm as the two talked.

“He’s not stealing me from you. Don’t you remember the plan?” Vala asked.

	He’s way too abusive to informational status windows and cats to deserve an unlimited harem!


“Wait, what?” I asked.

An unlimited harem?

I had no idea what they were talking about.

“You—you always said you wanted twenty wives when we used to talk… s-so, I thought that you’d be happier if you had even more than twenty,” Vala explained, looking away.

Did having an unlimited harem sound nice? Sure.

Did I ever expect to actually have one or be able to handle one? Absolutely not.

Besides, I just got my first girlfriend. What kind of man would immediately pursue a harem immediately after getting a girlfriend? Especially one as perfect as Vala?

“All I need is you, Vala. Well, I’d get lonely without Window, so she can stick around for bullying,” I explained.

	I’M NOT GOING TO STICK AROUND ONLY TO BE BULLIED UNLESS IT LEADS TO ME GETTING SOME TOO
I mean… pls no bulli the informational status window.



“But—but what if I made this world like this so that you can have a harem? A-and… I might have become… obsessed with harem anime because of you, so I think it would be fun to be part of a harem.”

I couldn’t really believe what I was hearing coming from Vala. Everything might have made more sense all of a sudden, but it was every bit as unbelievable as before. Especially now that Vala wanted to give me a harem! What happened to all those discussions I saw online of people saying that harems were impossible and that no girl would actually want to be a part of one?

Though, I never liked actual harems. I liked the idea of large, poly relationships that just so happened to only have one guy in them and a bunch of girls. It was always important to me that all the girls would love each other as much as they loved me. That way, there would be no jealousy nor conflict.

And that made the whole concept even more unrealistic.

“I mean, I don’t really know what to say,” I said. “I can’t admit that there is still a part of me who wants twenty wives because that would just be extremely selfish and make it sound like I wouldn’t be happy with only you. There’s also a part of me who can’t deny it.”

Vala shrugged. “I think it would be fun. We have a whole world and all of time to ourselves, so… there’s enough time to make sure that everybody gets equal attention.”

“What if… instead of it being my harem, it’s our harem?”

“Being a harem protagonist is too much work. I just want to be one of the waifus.”

“So, you want to leave all the hard stuff up to me while you get to enjoy being lazy with a bunch of girlfriends?”

“Exactly.” She might have sounded embarrassed before, but she never had any shame when it came to how lazy she could be.

“Let me at least learn how to be a good boyfriend with you before you suddenly snap a hundred girls into existence.”

	Heh, he thinks there are only going to be a hundred waifus.


“Wait, what?”

	We came up with so many waifus. I even designed one of them all by myself! She’s a really cute and small android girl who recharges her battery with hugs and - wait, this is a spoiler. Woops.


“Vala.”

“Ye-yeah?”

“How many… how many wives do you plan on me having?”

“Like Window said. Unlimited.”

The excitement from the idea of having a harem was replaced by the stress of how I would potentially take care of that many wives.

“Can—can you maybe give me a more precise number? Like, at least a minimum? Realistically?”

“At least twenty.”

“Seriously? You’re not exaggerating?”

“Yeah. I always thought twenty would be the minimum because that was the number you always used.”

“So… I find out that my best friend who disappeared on me is a dragon—a dragon I’m now dating, and this dragon also plans on me having at least twenty girlfriends. Unironically.”

“Yeah. Oh, and you have to build up your love points with all of them to unlock the special events and bonus outfits for them.”

“Do you come with bonus outfits?”

“We-well… yeah, but I didn’t know what to pick for them. Now that I know you liked that seasonal event bikini my avatar used to have… maybe that?”

	Vala, he has a perverted look on his face. I don’t like how he’s looking at you.


“I understand,” Vala said, nodding her head. “I looked at my avatar the same way when I unlocked that bikini for her.”

	Are you sure that you’re not just giving him a harem so that you have a bunch of cute girls to play with and look at while he does all the work of taking care of them?


“I’m—I’m not that selfish! But it does sound nice when you put it that way.”

“Now that I think about it,” I said, pausing to think back on our conversations from gaming together. “You always really loved looking at other avatars. Girl avatars. I remember logging on at least twice a week and immediately getting sent screenshots of cute avatars you saw while I was offline. And you always got really happy whenever another girl wanted to take a screenshot of their avatar with yours.”

“I—I like appreciating girls…”

“I don’t know if I should feel jealous or not that you like girls’ bodies so much more.”

“That’s—that’s not true! I like yours the most! You’re so—you’re so tall a-and handsome and… hot now. You look so perfect that you’re the only guy I ever want to look at.”

“He-hey, you’re going to embarrass me if you say things like that.”

I looked to my side to see if Window was saying anything about us getting a room or something similar to that, but she got the point across with an even better message.

And that message was being gone.

She left us alone as Vala made me feel things inside that I never felt before.

Something had me worried. “If—if I have a harem, then what am I supposed to say to everybody? If I say something like that to you then isn’t it unfair to everybody else? And if I say it to everybody, doesn’t it mean less?” More and more flaws appeared regarding the whole harem thing. How could anybody actually handle having multiple girlfriends?

“It’s easy,” Vala answered. “You call me the perfect girl, then you call somebody else the most perfect, then you call another super perfect! Just don’t say the exact same thing and it’s okay.”

“That seems really lazy.”

“Exactly.”

“Seriously, I’m happy with just you.”

“And I’m—I’m happy with just you, but don’t you think it would be fun with more? Like you used to say… if we have a bunch of wives then we can split all the work up so we have more time to spend together.”

“I don’t really think that applies in a world that you have godlike control over. You could just snap your fingers and then food is cooked, dishes are cleaned, and clothes are folded.”

“You’re right, but it doesn’t matter.”

“How does it not matter?”

“Because all that matters is that we’re having fun! We’re in a world where anything is possible and we don’t have to worry about all that boring stuff. Nothing has to make sense or be logical. All we have to do is have fun together, and the more people we have around to play with, the more fun we’ll have!”

“It sounds nice, but—”

“What if there are three girls who have dog ears and tails and like being called good girls? Don’t you think it’d be awesome to have three girls like that all wanting your attention and being all cuddly?”

“I—wait, you’re not talking about—”

“Yep! But you have to upgrade their towers before they evolve.”

“If the dogs are going to evolve into that, then what about—”

“Yeah, the bee, too. A bee girl!”

“So… anybody from a tower is going to evolve into a girl when their towers get upgraded enough?”

“Exactly.”

“So, you’re telling me that if we repeat that battle, get three stars, and get enough cat skulls to upgrade the towers… eventually those dogs will evolve into human girls?”

“Well, only one from each tower. Think of it as the towers unlocking hero units when you upgrade them enough, and the hero units are waifus!”

“Oh. That’s how we get more heroes.”

“Yeah. And the gacha system, but that isn’t set up yet.”

“Are you telling me that there are seriously going to be gacha wives I have to roll for?”

“Yup!”

“That’s just taking this whole game thing too far.”

“But it’ll be fun.”

“Sure, it’ll be fun until there’s a girl we both want but run out of money to roll for.”

“That’s when cheating comes into play.”

“I became your boyfriend to stop you from cheating in games, but if it’s a gacha system, it deserves being cheated. By the way, our food is going to get cold.”

“Oh. I forgot about it.”

“Weren’t you saying something about being too hungry to fight earlier?!”

“I forgot.”

“How do you forget being hungry?!”

“I don’t know, ask my stomach.”

“That’s not—let’s just eat.”

“We need to sleep after we eat.”

“But it’s still early.”

“But we always sleep after we eat.”

“That’s because we usually have our battles at night. It’s not night.”

“B-but… I want to sleep together with my boyfriend for the first time…”

“Alright, we’ll sleep together.”

“Mission accomplished.”

“Wait, did you just act all shy and nervous to get me to agree?”

“Pro gamer strats. Get on my level.”

“I don’t know if you’re actually embarrassed about this whole relationship thing or if you’re just acting like it.”

“Acting like I’m only acting like I’m embarrassed helps my heart cope with it.”

“So, you are embarrassed?”

“Ye-yeah, but nothing is going to happen if I get too embarrassed…”

“What are you expecting to happen?”

Her wings closed around her waist as her tail curled around one of her legs. That bright blush of hers overtook her pale skin, and she could barely even look in my direction.

Oh.


Chapter Nine

My virgin-ness proved its potency. While I might have had the courage to confess to Vala, officially become her boyfriend, and mentally prepare myself for what I thought was about to happen after we ate dinner… I prepared myself for something that I had no need to prepare myself for.

And that left me unprepared for what was actually going to happen.

When she mentioned nothing would happen if she got too embarrassed… she did not mean what I thought she meant. Even though she acted all flustered and couldn’t look at me, she did not mean what I thought she meant.

The virgin mentality made me think that she could have only meant one thing.

Sex.

What else was I supposed to think? When a virgin has a girl acting and talking like she was right after they start dating, and after she mentions sleeping together, wouldn’t it be normal for any virgin to assume that was what was being implied?

But no.

Was I disappointed? Of course not. I only felt stupid.

As for what actually happened after that conversation, we ate our food, take care of everybody else, and then she said that it was time for sleep.

Naturally, I told her that it was too early to go to bed and too late to take a nap.

Vala-ly, she snapped her fingers which caused the sun to retreat over the distant mountains as the moon took its place.

It was no longer too early to go to bed, laws of nature be damned.

Speaking of beds, we finally had one. A bed appeared at the same time as the snap of her fingers. It was a pretty average looking bed on a wooden frame and the mattress looked just barely big enough for two people, but I realized that was most likely intended. Besides, with how much she draped herself over me before we were officially together, I doubted we would need that much space.

There was still no proper room or anything for the bed to actually go into. It was on the grass, surrounded by nothing but air with the greenhouse nearby. Fortunately, since it was always a perfect temperature outside and bugs weren’t anything we needed to worry about, I didn’t care. If anything, it was better than having the bed inside of an actual room. It would allow us to look up at the starry sky just as we did every other night.

As for Vala… “C-can… ca-can we cuddle?”

That was when I realized just how much of a virgin I was. She sounded and acted just like she was before, but now her intentions were clear. There was no sex planned like I had assumed there was.

All she wanted was to cuddle.

Which made zero sense to me for why she was so flustered!

“Why are you acting like it’s something we haven’t been doing already?” I couldn’t help but to ask.

“It’s—it’s not! We… I’ve only been using you as a bed… I—I want us to really cuddle this time.”

“How is it different?”

“Because actual cuddling is like… you have to wrap your arms around me and stuff… a-and maybe… and maybe we kiss and stuff… but only like, you know, like… s-soft kisses…”

Seeing her act so innocent made me think that she really must not have been purposely teasing me that one time when she was lying on top of me with her tail rubbing against it so much. After all, would an all-powerful dragon capable of teasing somebody like that really get so worked up over cuddling and kissing?

And then it hit me.

Kissing?

Shit! I might have kissed her already, but I still have no idea how to kiss! What did I do then? I was so caught up in the moment that I wasn’t even thinking about it! I—how does kissing even work?! Needless to say, I was panicking in my thoughts.

“A-and dibs on being little spoon,” Vala said.

We looked at each other and then down at the bed.

It was an extremely awkward situation. I was almost hoping that Window would appear out of nowhere again to knock us both forward onto it.

While Window never appeared, there were others invested in helping us out.

A certain small, pink dog jumped up behind Vala and kicked her back, pushing her forward onto the bed. Immediately after, two sets of four legs kicked me from behind to push me forward.

I barely caught a glimpse of the blue and purple fur of the dogs as they ran as quickly as possible back to their towers. Then… all three of the dogs poked their heads out from the towers to look over at us.

Making eye contact with each of them seemed to genuinely surprise them. It also caused them to pop their heads back into their towers.

I checked the archer tower to make sure that no prying eyes were watching, either.

“Dr-drake?” Vala asked.

No eyes from the archer tower were on us. What about Window? Was she secretly watching us from anywhere?

“U-umm…”

After seeing the dogs try to spy on us and absolutely fail at it, I was desperate to make sure that nobody else was watching us. Getting a proper house for this bed suddenly sounded like a much better idea.

“Drake!”

“What? Sorry, I was—”

I looked down.

The dogs pushed me forward, but they didn’t knock me over since I was able to catch myself before falling. And to catch myself, I put my hands on the bed… or rather, I thought I put my hands on the bed.

My left hand was on the bed. Everything was normal. The mattress underneath my hand was soft and slightly warm. My right hand was also on something soft, warm, and… squishier than the mattress?

“I—I know that this is a stereotypical flag but—but my heart isn’t ready for this,” Vala whined, her face pure red.

My right hand was in the process of squeezing one of her breasts.

My face became as red as hers was.

“Sorry!” In a panic, I pulled my hand away from her chest so quickly that I almost smacked myself with it.

It had only been a couple of seconds since my hand left her chest, but I already missed touching her.

“I—I didn’t mean to,” I said.

“I didn’t know that you have the S-rank Harem Protagonist skill.”

“I appreciate the effort but applying video game logic to me being pushed and being a dumbass isn’t going to help. But… I guess I wouldn’t have needed pushed if I’d just stop being so awkward.”

“It’s—it’s okay. I don’t—I don’t really know how to act right now. All I know is what I want…”

“And you want to cuddle and kiss. Right?”

“And I want to be the little spoon.”

“That might make kissing hard. Wouldn’t the back of your head be facing me?”

“I—I didn’t think about that. My strat needs more theorycrafting…”

“I don’t think it’s something that serious. Can’t you just be the little spoon after we’re done kissing?”

I might have been forcing myself to sound calm about the whole kissing thing, and I was a bit calmer after realizing that I didn’t want all relationship progress to result from getting pushed by informational status windows and dogs.

But I was absolutely still panicking internally. My thoughts were still very much those of a virgin, but I didn’t want to act like a virgin any longer.

“That sounds like a pro strat. Let’s do it. You tank and I heal,” Vala said, giving me a thumbs-up.

“You’re as much of a dork as ever.”

“It’s been years since you’ve called me that. I’ve—I’ve missed it.”

“Then I’ll call you nothing but a dork from now on.”

“This isn’t the time for bullying!”

“Bullying helps my heart cope.”

I still wasn’t in bed with her.

So, I finally changed that.

I climbed onto the bed right next to her and then… froze.

But only for a moment.

It took everything that I had, but I forced myself to roll onto my side and put an arm around her to bring her onto her side. Now facing each other, her tail stuck out straight into the air behind her as her wings frantically flapped. Between those and her blushing, it was easy to read how she felt.

“I know you said this isn’t the time for bullying, but you blush all the time,” I teased.

“Do—do I do it too much? I don’t want you to get tired of it, so—so I can try to—”

“You’re cute when you blush. I wouldn’t mind if you were always blushing.”

There was nowhere else for her to look since I had her facing me, so I got to watch as she smiled and burned brighter from my words.

“But what if you get tired of it?” she asked, sounding worried despite how wide of a smile she had on her lips.

“I know that you can kind of make the impossible possible and all that, but some things are too impossible even for you.”

Unable to look at me anymore, she wrapped her arms around me and brought her head closer to my chest. She didn’t want to turn away, but she didn’t want me to see her face at the same time.

Unfortunately for her, I had to stop her and lean away.

“Is—is something wrong?” she asked.

“Horns,” I answered. “You almost stabbed me with them. I’d rather not get blood all over our new bed.”

“A-ah… sorry. Here.”

And just like that, her horns shrunk down to a more manageable size so that they would no longer pose any risk of stabbing me by accident.

“You only have to keep them shrunk when we’re cuddling like this. You wouldn’t have to shrink them at all if you’re ever the big spoon.”

“Hehe… does—are you saying you want me to be your jetpack?”

“My jetpack?”

“Yeah. When a smaller person is the big spoon that makes them like a jetpack.”

“Couldn’t you make jetpacks real in this world?”

“I could. Want one?”

“It might be fun to try one out sometime.”

“I could give you wings and let you fly.”

“Thinking about growing wings and getting to fly sounds even more unrealistic than finding out my best friend is a dragon and then dating her. Wait… how are we going to date if there’s nowhere to go?”

“We have an entire world to explore.”

“Yeah, but there aren’t any movie theaters, no fancy restaurants, or any of that stuff.”

“Do you remember what I used to tell you when we talked about this stuff?”

“Yeah. You used to tell me that if you ever got married, you’d just want to spend all time together indoors playing video games and being lazy. And then I told you you’d never find a girl alright with that.”

“What… what about finding a guy alright with that?”

“That makes it easy. You know how many guys are out there who wish they could have some girl who never wants to go out and just wants to play video games all day while being as attractive as you?”

“I don’t care about those guys. I—I just want to know what you think.”

“I’m not as much of a shut-in as you,” I said, poking her forehead, “so don’t expect me to never drag you out. I’ll make you go out on dates with me whether you like it or not… if I can think of any dates.”

“But vidya…”

“Are you telling me you didn’t like that walk through the forest while holding hands that we had?”

“No! I—I loved that. I really, really loved that. It made me super happy…”

“Well, that was a date that involved not staying inside playing video games.”

“You’re good at this. You’d make a good politician.”

“Isn’t that too far of a leap?”

“You should run for god-emperor.”

“That’s even further!”

We started laughing while holding each other close.

The more we bantered and laughed, the easier it was to get over how awkward everything felt. It helped to remind us that even if we were dating now that we were still the same people we were before we started.

Vala was the last to stop giggling. Opening her eyes, she looked up at me and said, “Drake—”

She didn’t get to finish her sentence.

I went from being worried to being unable to hold myself back.

My lips pressed against hers and my arm around her back held her just a little bit tighter—a little bit closer.

Unlike the first time I kissed her, she made a sort of… noise that sounded like it couldn’t decide between being a squeak or a moan.

And it was absolutely adorable.

I already wasn’t able to hold myself back anymore, but now there was no way to resist kissing her even more. I wanted to hear more of her noises, I wanted to feel more of her lips against mine, and I knew she wanted the same since she pressed her hands against my back to keep me close just as I did with her.

The kiss was slow, gentle, and somehow simultaneously lasted forever while being over far too soon. All concerns about not knowing how to kiss vanished as we both went with what felt right. It was a kiss more perfect than anything either of us could have asked for.

“So, what were you saying?” I asked after our lips parted.

While we both kept tints of red on her cheek, neither of us were blushing anywhere near as much as we were before.

“I was going to ask if there’s anything you want me to call you,” Vala answered.

“What do you mean? Like a nickname?”

“Yeah. You know, like—like darling, or honey, or… stuff like that.”

“Daddy.”

“Y-you’re into that?!”

“Daddy-Master.”

“I—I don’t think I could handle that!”

“Daddy-Master the Dominant Supreme, God-Emperor of the Universe, Kisser of Dragons.”

“That’s even worse! B-but… the last part was kind of cute. Hehe… Drake, Kisser of Dragons.”

“I think the heroes of old had it wrong. They were told to slay dragons when all they had to do was lay with them.”

“One tried before.”

“Wait, really?”

“He was… weird.”

“What happened to him?”

“I crushed his dreams and he gave up.”

“That makes me think of all the times you told guys flirting with you in-game that you were actually a guy.”

“Heh, it was kind of like that.”

I rolled onto my back, pulling Vala with me so that she could cuddle against my side while keeping an arm around her. “So, heroes really were sent to kill you?”

“Yeah. A lot of them. Don’t they teach that stuff in the town?”

“They do, but it’s hard to tell what’s just exaggerated history and what really happened. There is… a lot of anti-dragon propaganda, you could say.”

“I can’t blame them.”

“What were you really like back then?”

“Probably however they make me sound.”

“So, a ferocious demon who laid waste to castles, devoured livestock, roasted men alive, and the eventual razer of the world?”

“We-well… maybe not that bad… at least not on purpose.”

“That last part concerns me.”

“A-accidents happen when you’re this big.”

“Big? You seem pretty small to me.” I pulled her closer, wrapping both arms around her.

“Hehe… it’s nice being the small one. Hey, what do they tell you about Vi—about the hero who defeated me?”

“Sir Kriss Genova. I hate that I remember his name since they made him sound pretentious and annoying. They even have a portrait of him in pretty much every government building and school. Anyways, they told us that he was the only human you could not kill, but he was not able to kill you either. That was why he used magic, supposedly, to lock you away inside of the mountain where you would be forced to stay until the rest of time. Then he proposed offering you sacrifices every ten years to keep you just satisfied enough to never try to break out, or something like that.”

“Pffftttsshhhh. That’s what they teach?”

“Yeah. I’m guessing it’s wrong?”

“It’s more wrong than you could know. It’s… actually kind of infuriating. It makes me want to live up to their worst fears of me.”

“You can tell me about what really happened sometime.”

“Want to hear now?”

“Some other time. Let’s just enjoy tonight and each other right now.”

“You’re pretty smooth for a virgin.”

“Hey, teasing me for being a virgin is Window’s thing. Besides, you should know by now just how smooth I can be.”

“I know. You flirted with me all the time when we played games.”

“That’s because we had a bromance. Straight men in a bromance flirt with each other more than they flirt with girls.”

“Is—is that how it’s supposed to work?”

“Yeah.”

“Men are confusing.”

“Says the all-powerful dragon.”

“You still haven’t told me if you want me to call you anything special.”

“Daddy-Master the Domi—”

“Please no.”

“Fine. What about… hero? The dragon and the hero.”

“My hero! I—

	Unless you’re a serpent waifu with dangerously lewd fantasies, you shouldn’t call anybody that.


Window vanished as soon as she appeared, leaving both of us confused about what she was talking about.

“I guess that’s out of the running then. What about… for old times’ sake, Pu55ySlay3rDe1uxe117? With the numbers and everything.”

“No. I wanted to die when you made me play with your alt named that. Then you got in trouble and a GM made you change your name.”

“I might have got a mark on my account, but at least I didn’t get banned.”

“W-we all make mistakes…”

“It’s alright. Anyways, I’m bad at this sort of thing. I have no idea what you should call me unless you want to call me something like darling, but if we pick something too obvious like that then Window might pop out again to tell us why we can’t use that.”

“Hmm… oh! I—I think I know!”

“Yeah?”

“Since—since I’m the queen… wha-what if… I—I call you my king?”

“So, I’m the king and you’re the queen?”

“Ye-yeah. Do—do you like that?”

“King Drake, Kisser of Dragons. Queen Vala, the Lazy Vidya Gamer.”

“Perfect.”

“Not as perfect as you.”

The blush returned to her cheeks. “Th-that came out of nowhere. You have to warn me before you say stuff like that.”

“But that’s less fun.”

“But you’re going to make my heart explode…”

“Mine wants to explode every time I see you smile, so it’s only fair.”

“I—you—but—”

“See? It’s more fun if I don’t warn y—”

To get revenge for doing things without warning, she rolled onto me, her chest pressing down against mine, and rejoined our lips on her own.

As nice as it was to be kissing again, she made a great point for why warning beforehand was important.

My heart was ready to explode.


Chapter Ten

I woke up the next day and was immediately met by memories from the previous night. Vala and I ended up making out—well, maybe not making out since there wasn’t much heavy kissing nor petting involved, but we ended up sharing each other’s lips until we fell asleep. Things did start getting intense at one point, but then we both started slowing down and falling asleep. At one point, we took turns falling asleep only to barely wake up and kiss the other just as they fell asleep, and it was a back-and-forth of trying to stay awake solely through the power of kissing until we fell asleep at the same time.

Embarrassment almost overcame me first thing in the morning. It would have if—well, if I didn’t wake up to somebody’s foot on my face.

Somehow, even though it made no sense to me, Vala ended up in the opposite direction that she went to sleep in. Her arms were wrapped around my leg and cuddling it just like she was cuddling against my chest before we fell asleep, and her foot came dangerously close to kicking me every single time it moved in her sleep.

It was kind of cute. As for what it was I found cute, well—

Something else grabbed my attention.

Next to the greenhouse was a massive tent even bigger than the construction tents used to build the towers.

And then another distraction popped up between me and my view of the tent.

	owo? I see you have noticed my tent. Are you going to pounce—


“I’m going to throw you if you ever make that face again.”

	What about uwu?


“It’s not as bad as the other, but please. Next thing I know you’re going to have a fursuit or start calling me daddy.”

	You wish I’d call you daddy. Sorry, but Vala isn’t into that and neither am I. If you want some girl to call you daddy you’re going to have to—


“I don’t want anybody calling me—”

Vala’s foot smacked my cheek.

	I see. You want cute girls’ feet to step on your face. That’s even worse than wanting an informational status window to call you daddy. I knew you were gross, but this is really bad.


“I’m not into that, either!” I whisper-shouted, trying not to wake Vala up.

	Then what’s this?


A mini-Window shaped like an arrow detached from her main body, flew over me, and… pointed down at my—

“This is a normal reaction for a healthy male in the morning!”

	Oh, is that why it reacted more when she kicked you?


“My whole body jumped! It surprised me!”

	Gross. Not only are you a virgin, but you’re a virgin into dragon feet who wants informational status windows to call you daddy. Does your degeneracy know no end? Maybe we need to make a therapist waifu.


“I don’t need a therapist and I’m not a degenerate.”

	But a therapist waifu would be great! Big tiddy therapist mommy who tells you that everything will be okay while petting your head on her lap.


“I’m pretty sure you’re the one revealing your fetishes right now.”

	If it was my fetish then she’d be an idol, too. An idol who acts like that whenever she isn’t on the stage, and all the other idols in the group go to her for her motherly comforting expertise. And she’d have long, brown hair and wear a sweater. Ara Ara optional.


“You’re starting to lose me, you degenerate informational status window.”

	Hey, I’m not the degenerate. I saw what you were doing to her foot in your sleep.


“One, why were you watching us in our sleep? Two, what—what was I doing to it?”

	One, I was bored and wanted to see if you were awake yet. Two, I’ll spawn you mouth wash the next time you win a battle.


“That… you’re just messing with me.”

	Is it messing with you if I have video evidence?


“Don’t just record people in their sleep! That’s illegal!”

	Notice how you have a problem with me recording you in your sleep instead of what you were doing to Vala’s foot?


“You’re lucky. You can only tease me whenever I’m being slept on and when I’m tired.”

	Don’t worry, I didn’t actually record you.


“Then, were you also joking about—”

	That’s classified information.


“It’s too early for this much sadism. Is that another one of your fetishes?”

	I just want to make sure that you remember your place.


“And what place would that be?”

	Under my foot.


“You’re awfully cocky for a sentient rectangle.”

	You already used that name on me before. Use something else.


“You’re awfully demanding for a pink box.”

	That was just lame.


“Yeah, it was. Uhh… you’re awfully picky for a—shit. I can’t think of something good to call you.”

	It’s okay. I’ll forgive you this one time.


“Thanks, Window. You’re the best informational status window.”

	I know. By the way, I teleported some of those squishy little noise-canceling earplugs into Vala’s ears, so she can’t hear anything. You don’t have to keep whispering.


“One, they make those for dragon ears? Two, you could have told me that earlier.”

	One, I know a place. Two, I know.


“Wait, you know a place? Couldn’t you just magically poof one into existence or something?”

	I did, but you asked if they make them for dragon ears, so I answered your question.


“There’s seriously a place that makes them for dragon ears?”

	Well, it’s more like… a place that can make or modify anything for people with special features.


“For people with special features?”

	I don’t think I’m supposed to say too much about it. You’ll have to ask Vala for more information. Plus, she’s the one who knows the owner and told me about it.


The amount of questions I had to eventually go through with Vala continued increasing. But, that could always be saved for another time.

	Yeah, like the next volume.


“What?”

	People are more likely to buy the next volume if they’re curious and want their questions answered, right? Then you just have to keep on teasing them with the truth until you get as much money as possible out of them while giving them a sense of pride and accomplishment every now and then just to keep them hooked.


“I—alright. So, what’s under the tent?”

	You want to know, huh?


“I do. That’s why I asked.”

	Beg.


“No.”

	Fiiiiiiinnnnneeeee. It’s already done so you can go rip the tent off whenever you want.


“How do you rip a tent off?”

	By pulling it off. It’s not really a tent so much as it is just a really big tarp. Or are you too weak to do that? Do you need me to do it with my muscles?


“You don’t have any muscles.”

I regretted saying that almost immediately.

To prove me wrong, two huge, muscular arms with bulging biceps and veiny forearms popped out from each end of Window’s body. I was able to feel my masculinity draining away in comparison as she flexed her throbbing, muscular arms. She looked as if she could crush a watermelon between her forearm and bicep just by flexing them together.

The sight reminded me that, really, she was the one always letting me bully and tease her. She could have done something like give herself a giant, muscular body to beat the crap out of me at any time. She even could have given herself a death laser to disintegrate me with if she really wanted to.

But no. She played along with all of the bullying and teasing.

Sure, I played along when she did the same to me, but I was the one doing most of the bullying. She deserved a break from it. Besides, I didn’t want her getting tired of it.

	What do you think of my guns?


“I feel pregnant just from looking at them,” I answered.

	That’s weird. Like, really weird. I know that the impossible is possible here but… please don’t tell me that you’re into that. I—I don’t think anybody wants to see you pregnant…


“No. I am absolutely, dead serious,” I said in the most monotone voice possible. “I want your biceps to impregnate me.”

	I just… I don’t even know how to tease you about this. It’s too much. Like, I’m kind of uncomfortable just thinking about that, ngl.


“Sorry, sorry. Anyways, why do you like being a—well, shaped like a box if you could give yourself a body?”

	I’m still trying to figure out my character design. Do I want to match with Vala? Do I want to contrast her? Should I have white hair because my boxes are usually white? Should I be short or cute or tall and sexy? A petite tomboy? A buxom beauty?


“Just be whatever you want. Be yourself.”

	I know, but the problem is that I don’t know what I want to be.


“But you are eventually going to give yourself a body?”

	Duh. How else am I going to join the waifu wars? It’s not like an informational status window who is a floating box could be a waifu. I mean, unless somebody has some really weird tastes. You’re not turned on by floating boxes, are you?


“There is nothing more arousing to me than a floating box,” I said in a monotone voice.

I might have decided to take it easy on bullying her for a while, but how could I resist teasing her when she made it so easy? Besides, if anything, I was giving her ammunition to use against me.

	You’re revealing too much about yourself this morning.


“What? That I’m into dragon feet and muscular floating boxes?”

	So, you admit that you’re into dragon feet…


“I’m just joking. Let me be self-depreciative without you taking me seriously. Anyways, since I’m kind of—you know, stuck here, feel free to take the tarp off of whatever is under there. It can’t be a tower since it’s not next to the normal paths, I’m guessing.”

	Hmmmm. I suppose I can do that for you, but only if you ask nicely.


“Please?”

	More nicely.


“Pretty please?”

	Keep going.


“Pretty please with a strawberry on top?”

	Isn’t it supposed to be a cherry on top?


“I like strawberries better.”

	Oh, I’ll remember that. Anyways, time to unveil your wallet’s new best friend!


With that, Window flew away, still with arms sticking out from her sides, and grabbed onto the bottom of the tarp. She waited a few moments, probably pausing for dramatic effect, before tearing it off with one move.

What she revealed looked completely out of place for its surroundings. It was… a church.

A church with a pair of dice at the top of its steeple instead of a cross.

Window flew back over to me and got rid of her arms.

	Now introducing… the Church of RNGesus! You know all those coins you’ve been getting from the battles? Now you finally have a place to use them! Inside is a slot machine donation box where you may offer your hard-earned cash tribute to the one true RNGesus. In return for your offering, RNGesus may grant you with special items such as weapons! Clothes! A new car! Or if you’re really lucky, you might even get a new waifu! Or a costume for a waifu! Or a special power! The more you spend donate, the more funds the church has, the more upgrades it can afford, and the better stuff you can get from it! Maybe there’s even a cute nun waifu if you spend enough to upgrade the church. I’m just saying.


“I haven’t played many games lately, but I still know how absolutely disgusting mechanics like this are in games. Why are you doing this? Why did you bring this cursed thing into the world?”

	But nun waifu! Come on, want to try it out?


“I mean… I guess it’s not that bad since it’s not asking for real money. Just the coins, right? And it’s not like the coins have any use other than upgrading towers, but we’re getting more than enough coins.”

	Exactly! It’s not p2w since you can only use in-game currency for it. I mean, unless… I can’t pay for my mobile games with coins, so if you want to maybe… you know, slip me some cash from the other world, I wouldn’t be surprised if you maybe find some coins lying around.
Just kidding.
Unless…?



“No. I hate pay-to-win.”

	Ugh. Fine. Anyways, let’s try it out. I can bring the donation box out here and put the coins in for you.


“You’re pretty eager to take my coins.”

	Don’t worry about it. brb


And so, Window’s arms returned as she flew into the church.

A moment later and she returned with the… “donation box.”

It was not a donation box. It was a literal slot machine with a prayer to RNGesus next to the lever. It did, however, have a golden glow around it which did make it look a bit more holy instead of like something demonic.

	How many rolls? One roll costs 1,000 coins. Wait, you only have enough for one roll anyways. If only you had more coins somehow…


“Just put the coins in.”

Window was way too excited to take our coins and dump them into the coin slot.

	You have to pull the lever. Come on, hurry up!


With a sigh, I reached out, Vala still lying on top of me, and pulled the lever.

Two rows of symbols spun. The top row had three columns full of different symbols, and the bottom row had five smaller columns with a different number of stars as each symbol.

The top row came to a stop first. In the left column, the spinning reel stopped on the symbol of a treasure chest. Next came the middle column which also landed on a treasure chest.

“What happens if they don’t all match?”

	You’ll get some random low-tier crafting material. It’s not totally useless, buuuuuuuuuuuttttttt…


“So, a lump of coal. Great.”

The third column took another fifteen seconds before finally coming to a stop.

Treasure chest.

	Ooh! Look! It’s only your first roll and they all match! I bet you would totally have equal luck if you got more coins and tried rolling some more! Don’t you want to chase this success?


“Stop trying to turn me into a gambling addict!”

Next came the bottom row.

All of the rows slowed down at once and then they all stopped in unison. Each column showed five stars grouped together.

	A-an ultra rare?! Already?! Did I accidentally set it to ultra rare instead of super rare?!


Rainbow energy glowed and flowed in a decently sized area next to the slot machine. The flow of energy grew more and more intense, shining brighter with every passing second, until it was too bright to look at. Then, it vanished.

Where the rainbow energies once were was…

A tank.

A beaten up, broken down, old tank that looked like it was abandoned somewhere after a great war. The side of its turret was shredded apart, several holes were shot through it, its tracks were falling apart—

“How is this an ultra rare? I mean, as much as I can appreciate this tank, I don’t exactly know how to restore something like this. I don’t think even the world’s best engineer could get something like this back in good shape.”

	Don’t worry about that.


“Did you make it look like this?”

	Nope! Vala told me you wanted a tank so I brought a tank from your world here and added it to the church’s loot table.


Vala finally unwrapped herself from my leg, so I was able to lean up and get out of bed.

The first thing I did was walk over to the tank and place a hand against it.

“So, she’s a real war tank?” I asked, picking off some dirt from the tank’s armored plating.

	Yeh.


“She looks like she went through a lot. I wonder what happened to her crew.”

	I found it sitting around in a field of flowers. I guess people thought they’d just leave it there. Anyways, if you restore it, I bet you could totally ride it into battle and stuff.


I couldn’t help but feel bad for the tank. Sure, it was a machine of war, but—there was just something so sad about it. My hand against the tank’s metal allowed me to feel… disappointment.

Regret.

I took my hand away from the tank and that feeling was gone.

Was I just imagining it?

“How am I going to restore her?”

	Who knows! Maybe you’ll find some replacement tank parts after battles, out in the wild, maybe in dungeons, from the church—I’m sure they’re all over the place.


“Wait, dungeons?”

	Well, they’re not dungeons for you, and I don’t want to spoil you too much. I’m just dropping some casual hints to make sure you’re hooked and curious.


“If you say so. Will the beavers be able to help me restore her?”

	As long as you have the right parts!


“Got it.”

I returned my hand to the tank’s metal and felt that feeling of regret surge through me again. As odd as it may sound, feeling that regret made me want to… comfort the tank, but of course there was no way I could do that. How would a human comfort a tank?

All I could do was run my hand against the metal as if I was trying to pet it. In return, there was a hint of joy mixed in with that regret.

“Don’t worry. I’ll fix you up.”

The feeling of regret grew weaker as it was instead replaced with appreciation.

	What happened to thinking not even the world’s best engineer could fix it up?


“I’ll get her running again. I know nothing about mechanics or tanks other than that I’ve always had kind of a fascination with how they look, but I’ll get her running again. No matter what it takes.”

That feeling of appreciation grew even stronger, bringing a warmth not my own to my heart.

	You’re… being surprisingly serious right now. Is something going on? Don’t tell me that you’re sexually attracted to rusty tanks.


I wanted to flick Window, but I also wanted to keep good on my earlier decision to give her a break from the bullying. So, instead, I pulled my hand away from the tank and looked toward the forest.

“Building a farm, preparing towers for defense, dating Vala, restoring a tank—I’m going to need a clone to help me keep up with all of this.”

	A clone? What about a gender swapped clone of yourself? Oh, and don’t forget about the twenty waifu minimum and all that.


“There’s no way I’m going to get twenty wives. You and Vala are exaggerating about that, right?”

	Only one way to find out! And by that, I mean waiting. Probably for a while. You can’t just get all twenty right at the beginning!


Just one clone wouldn’t be enough.

I was going to need an army of clones.


Chapter Eleven

Before Vala woke up, I had already finished my morning gardening work, checked on the plants growing around the archer tower, and roughhoused with the dogs. I only expected Delphi, Lavi, and Cami to play with me, but all the other dogs came out from the tower as well. I was chased around, pounced on, and chewed on by nine dogs in total. Fortunately, I had assistance.

Was it Window? Of course not.

Was it Vala? No, she was asleep still.

They who helped me were the producers of the world’s most delicious nectar.

The bees.

Each one of them was as large as one of the dogs, so they flew around just out of the dogs’ reach while tempting them to jump up and get them. The bees were much faster than I was, too, so the dogs had plenty to chase.

Back where I came from, dogs and bees didn’t exactly have a friendly relationship with one another. Pictures were uploaded online every other day of dogs trying to bite bees only to get stung inside of their mouths, have allergic reactions, and then look like squirrels hoarding nuts in their cheeks for a week. These bees and dogs, however, had fun playing with each other. The bees gave the dogs targets to chase and jump after.

It was beautiful. Dogs, the best animals, and bees, the best insects, playing in perfect harmony. It was enough to bring a tear to any true man’s eye.

After playing around with the dogs, I decided to check out the inside of the church. It looked every bit like a normal church’s interior would. White walls, rows of pews, an altar at the front—the only things that were different were the slot machine behind the altar and the designs on the stained glass. Instead of any sort of religious symbolism, the stained glass showcased… a hand of cards and dice.

They somehow took a scam and turned it into an even bigger one. At least this one gave prizes for putting money into it. Besides, I already got a tank. A broken tank that couldn’t even turn on, but it was still a tank, and what could beat a tank other than another tank? Even if it was a disgusting gacha system ruled by RNG designed to drain desperate people of all their money, I had to admit that it gave me a pretty cool reward for the first time using it.

Wait. Isn’t this Window’s plan? To lure me into a false sense of security with a good reward at the beginning to get me to pay her in exchange for coins? There’s no way that I would ever—wait. If I’m living here with Vala now… I’m pretty sure that I still had money in my bank account that I won’t be needing anymore. So, maybe… no! What if I go back for some reason? What if I want to take Vala out on a date in the normal world? I need to save my money—wait, couldn’t she or Window just pop more money into existence here? Wait… would that be counterfeiting? Would anybody even be able to tell the difference between real bills and ones that are created here to be just like them? Wait, this is probably what she wants!

Standing in the church, my mind was a raging whirlpool of confliction.

	A… a “raging whirlpool of confliction?” Really? That sounds like something an author trying to sound cool would write and then probably backspace after realizing that it doesn’t sound anywhere near as good as he thought it would.


“What kind of comparison is that?!”

	It’s more accurate than you know.


“I don’t understand you sometimes. Scratch that. I don’t understand you most of the time.”

	Yeah, yeah. Vala is up so come outside. We have a forest to burn.


“We’re not burning any forests.”

	It’s a breathtaking reference.


“How is it breathtaking?”

	SIGH


Outside, Vala was most certainly awake. She was also still in bed and playing video games. “I thought you said she was up?” I asked the floating window next to me.

	Just refer to me as Window. And she is. She’s mentally up.


Looking Vala over, her clothes were all messed up, she had some drool on her chin, and she looked like she was somehow asleep with her eyes open but still playing games. “Are you sure that she’s mentally up?”

	Just call out to her.


I shrugged and did as Window wanted. “Morning, Vala.”

Vala’s tail flicked to life, her wings fluttered, her eyes came to life, and she wiped the drool off of her chin. With a turned head, she looked my way smiled. “Good—ah! Wait!” she shouted, turning back to her game to prevent a monster in it from killing her. “I—I forgot to pause!”

She was so happy to hear me that she forgot to pause her game.

“Phew. Okay. I’m alive,” she declared.

“Good. I like my dragons alive, not dead.”

“But what about zombie dragons?”

“No zombies.”

“What’s wrong with zombies?”

“They’re cold and, you know, dead.”

“But… what if there’s a zombie waifu?”

“I don’t want a zombie wife.”

“Wait, what do you think a zombie looks like?”

“Missing eyes, guts hanging out of their stomachs, limbs broken off, bloody and gory—like that.”

“Hypothetically… what if there’s a really cute zombie waifu who doesn’t look gross or anything and can keep you cool by cuddling with her on hot nights?”

	Some parts of her could still be warm. Unless you like it cold. Smirk.


I poked Window. “Just give yourself a face instead of typing out your expressions.”

	no u


She was lucky that I decided to take things easier on her, but that wasn’t going to last forever.

“Anyways,” I cleared my throat, “I mean… are you talking more like a patchwork zombie sort of deal? Like that one classic monster with the bolts in his neck?”

“Yeah! But a cute girl!” Vala answered.

“Then there’s nothing wrong with that?”

“You don’t sound so sure.”

“I don’t think it’s possible for me to sound sure about anything when it comes to this world.”

“Wh-what about… me?” She lowered her head but kept her eyes on me, her cheeks a light shade of red.

“You—you know that I’m sure about you. You don’t count when I say when it comes to this world since you’re not from here.”

“Oh. That makes sense.” Her face was already back to normal, but only for a few seconds before returning to blushing. “U-umm, I—can I ask for something?”

“Whenever you want.”

“I want—I want, can… can you—can you give me a forehead kiss? To—to start the day off…”

“You just want a kiss on the forehead? I’m surprised you’re embarrassed about that after how much we kissed last night.”

“It’s different! It’s—it’s…”

I pushed the hair away from her forehead and planted a single kiss right on the center.

“He-hehe… forehead kisses best kisses, confirmed.”

She was too cute, so there was no way that I would be able to resist kissing her forehead again. Her smile made me want to place a million and one more kisses on her forehead.

And then she noticed what was right next to the bed. “Ooh. You got the tank? Nice.”

“Yeah. She’s had better days, but I’ll do my best to get her working again.”

“You’re—you’re really hot right now.”

“What? How?”

I looked myself over. I was dressed in the usual, not saying anything attractive, and just… standing there.

“Because you sound—you sound all dependable, and you’re looking at it so seriously and—and the way you said it could convince anybody,” Vala explained.

We might have been friends-turned-lovers and we might have flirted a few times before, but hearing her say that still flustered me. All I could do was scratch my cheek while trying to think of how I was supposed to respond to that. To know that she could feel genuine attraction to me just from something that simple—all I could think of was something lame. First, I coughed. “It’s not nice to call a lady an it.”

“I thought only boats are called girls?”

“Boats. Cats. Planes. Tanks. Trains. They’re all girls. Or guys. Either way, they don’t deserve to be called its. Isn’t that right, girl?” I smacked the side of the tank.

“Tha-that looked nice.”

I raised an eyebrow at Vala and was ready to tease her about what she just said before I felt that feeling again.

Appreciation? Joy? Warm emotions trickled into me through my hand, and they came from the tank herself.

“Hey, Vala… place your hand on her and tell me if you feel something,” I said.

Vala cocked her head before setting down her game system and coming over to the tank. “It—she feels cold?”

Cold. That was how metal was supposed to feel.

“Nothing… else?” I asked.

Vala titled her head. “Am I supposed to feel something else?”

I sighed. I didn’t know whether to tell her what I could feel or not. Was I going crazy after all? Would she believe me? No, she would believe that I really feel it, but would she think I’m crazy? She can’t feel it and Window didn’t mention anything special about the tank. What’s going on?

“Drake?” Vala asked, pulling me out of my thoughts.

“Sorry. Uh, how about now?” I pulled my hand away from the tank. Maybe only one person could feel those sensations at once?

“I still don’t feel anything. Is something wrong?”

“It’s noth—… I don’t know. It’s like… I know that this is going to sound crazy, but I can feel some kind of… emotions when I’m touching her. It’s like… there’s a—alright. I know this is going to really make me sound crazy, but it’s like I can feel something coming from within the metal. Emotions or something. It’s a really weird feeling. You and Window aren’t playing a prank on me, are you?”

Vala’s eyes widened and she brought a hand up to her chest. “Drake, what did you—did… can you repeat that?”

“It’s like I can feel a… soul or something inside of the metal.” It was obvious that she knew something, but what?

“That’s what—she had the same gift.”

“She?”

“The true hero who defeated me so many years ago. Hey, have you… ever seen a sword that looked like it was made out of blue metal before?”

“Only in the museum back in that town. The ‘Dragon Conqueror.’ They say it’s what Kriss Genova used to seal you inside of the mountain. The sword was supposedly full of magic equal to your own power, or so they say.”

“Have you ever touched it?”

“No? It’s kept safe behind secured glass. They say that it’s been sealed for hundreds of years now. You would probably get shot if you tried to touch it.”

“I see… hey, my King, I know how we can confirm why you can feel something from the tank.”

“You believe me that I can actually feel something?”

“Yeah. I used to know somebody who could feel the souls within anything. Want to test it out?”

“Sure, but how?”

“We’re going to go rescue an old friend of mine.”

“What are you talking about?”

“The sword. We’re going to break her out of there.”

“You’re not talking about the sword, are you?”

“I am—the sword that they call ‘Dragon Conqueror.’ We’re going to break her out!”

“And how are we going to do that?! They have security!”

“And you have a dragon!” Vala declared, her hands proudly on her hips with her chin held up high.

“You’re screwing with me, right? You’re not actually thinking about us going and—”

“I’m serious. We’re going to break her out. If I’m right, she might be really mad at me, but I’m already working on a plan to get her to forgive me! Oh, umm, by the way. Have you ever… I don’t know, experienced weird feelings like this before when you were younger? The emotions thing?”

“No, I don’t think—wait. There… might have been a few times before.”

“I see, I see. Let’s go bust her out!”

“Right now?!”

“Yeah, why not? It’ll be fun.”

“Can you even leave the mountain?”

“Yup!”

“You’re not going to reveal your true form or anything while we’re out, are you?”

“Only if things go south, but I have a plan. We’ll be tactical and rush B before they have a chance to understand what’s happening.”

“Tactical, rush B—what? Your plan isn’t going to get us killed, right?”

“Pffftttt, humans haven’t developed anything that could kill me yet.”

“Yeah, but they’ve developed things that could kill me!”

“Come on! You said you want to go on dates, right? Think of it as a date!”

“You’re way too excited about this! And you’re supposed to be lazy, not eager to rob a museum!”

“I’ve robbed plenty of banks before. It’ll be fun and easy.”

“How many banks have you robbed before?!”

“Probably a few hundred.”

“Real banks! Not video game banks!”

“Don’t worry about the specifics. Window! We’re going out for a bit. Hold the world down for us!”

	Have fun! Oh, here. This should help.


A couple of black ski masks popped out of the air in front of Window. Vala picked up one of them and tried to pull it down over her head, but it got stuck on her horns.

“Eh, we’ll be fine without them,” she said.

Next, a portal between worlds opened up just like that time when she pulled my greenhouse to our world. Once more, the view on the other side of the portal was that of my hometown.

“Which building is the museum?” Vala asked while moving the portal, and our view, around.

“You’re not—you’re not going to bring the whole museum here, are you?”

“Pfftt, of course not. There might be people in there.”

“Yeah, it’s broad daylight. There are going to be people everywhere.”

“Soooo, which is the museum?”

With a heavy sigh and a worried knot in my gut, I pointed out the second largest building in the town.

Vala grinned. “Got it! Ready to go?”

“Can… can I at least change first? I don’t want to look like I’m walking around wearing a costume. And what about you? Aren’t people going to panic if they see you?”

Vala snapped her fingers, causing her wings, horns, and tail to disappear as well as forcing her ears to take on a more human shape. The only suspicious part of her that didn’t change were her eyes.

There was no way for me to stop Vala from what she wanted to do. She was truly determined. Besides, the way that she was behaving and what she said the previous night—I was curious. I wanted to discover the truth behind the hero and I wanted to learn why I could feel what I could.

And…

I would be lying if I said that I wasn’t at least a bit excited about robbing a museum. After all, I had a dragon on my side.


Chapter Twelve

“Ugh, there are so many normies here.”

We only just arrived back in the real world—well, the normal world that wasn’t designed to be like a video game, and Vala was already full of regret.

At least, thanks to wearing my clothes and hiding all of her dragon parts, we blended in with everybody else walking around on the sidewalks. Though, that wasn’t to say we didn’t draw any attention to ourselves at all. Vala was still, even when looking like a normal human, an incredibly cute girl. Then there was me. I might not have been on the same level of attractiveness as Vala, but my face was all over the local news just a week ago as the sacrifice to the dragon.

While it was normal for the sacrifices—cow sacrifices excluded—to eventually return to the rest of the world, they always popped up in random places with no memories of what happened in the mountain. They would just be going about their daily lives as naturally as ever.

And now, anybody who could recognize me looked like they were debating on whether or not they should rush me with questions.

The ski masks that Window recommended for us might have been a good idea after all.

“We might need some hats and shades,” I told Vala, keeping my head low and facing away from the passing crowds.

“But I can’t put a hat on over my crown.”

“What?”

I looked up at the top of her head. Surely enough, she still had the flower crown that I made for her on. It was flattering but also kind of embarrassing to know that everybody who looked at her would be looking at something that I made. I wasn’t too self-conscious about how well I made the flower crown before, but I was now.

Wearing a hat was out of the question for her, but at least she wasn’t recognizable to people. I was the one who needed a hat.

“Can you magic some sunglasses and a hat into existence for me or something?”

“I can’t do that sort of stuff in this world.”

“So, you have the power to create an entire dimension that you have full control over like some sort of god, but you can’t finger snap a hat into existence here?”

“Exactly.”

“How… how does that make any sense?”

“I dunno. Magic doesn’t make any sense.”

“Is that the scientific conclusion?”

“Probably. Humans and others have been trying to figure out how it works since the start of time, but it just kinda works with nothing to explain it.”

“What do you mean when you say others?”

“Dragons, gods, demibeasts and demihumans—well, you humans have always just called those two monsters, umm, ghosts and other spirits, and others.”

“Are you… are you casually confirming that more dragons, gods, monsters, ghosts—are you casually confirming that all of those exist?”

“The education system must really suck if they don’t teach all of that.”

“I think that this might be beyond the local education system!”

I talked to her because I wanted to lessen the amount of attention on us, but all I ended up doing was bringing even more attention to us as I shouted in confused despair to her casual confirming of everything that isn’t supposed to actually exist.

“And don’t forget that it depends on how you define a god,” Vala added on. “Like, depending on who you ask, a god could be anything from a mad alien scientist to the programmer of our simulation to an author writing our story to the basic and boring kind that demands worship and faith and all that stuff. Or they could—well, you’ll see!”

Several passersby stopped to listen in on our strange conversation. However, as soon as I heard one of them mumble about finding me familiar, I knew that it was time to escape.

I grabbed Vala’s hand and took her through an alley to the sidewalk on the other side. RNGesus finally decided to grace me by putting a tourist shop right next to where we came out of the alley, and right inside through the window was one of those spinning racks with glasses on them.

And fortunately, I had my wallet.

Well, I had a replication of my wallet.

Right before leaving for this world, Window created a duplicate of my wallet and everything inside of it. As for how she knew what my wallet looked like and had inside of it despite not bringing it with me to Vala’s world—well, magic doesn’t make any sense. I was less concerned about how she did it and more concerned that she could do it. There was a legitimate concern that she would create another duplicate to use for the mobile games that she loved. The only assurance I had that she wouldn’t was her unconvincing text.

Inside the store, Vala was quick to jump at every single little thing that caught her attention.

In a shop for tourists… in a town known for its dragon-related history… with most of the merchandise having dragons or heroes on them… Vala, the legitimate dragon who was responsible for all of it existing in the first place, was amazed and wanted to buy everything.

Well, depending on how one might look at it, it made sense.

Maybe she was a narcissist.

“Drake! Look!” Held between her arms, hugged against her chest, was a stuffed dragon that was supposed to represent her but looked nothing like her nor her true form.

I learned to check the prices for everything while living most of my life as a normal human. If something was too expensive, I didn’t buy it. That was more money being taken away from getting to buy new plants and gardening tools. So, naturally, the first thing I did was look at the price tag on the back of the stuffed dragon’s neck.

I then set the dragon back on the shelf Vala took it from. “No.”

“But—but it’s cute! And did you feel how soft it is? Try it!” Vala took the stuffed dragon off of the shelf and pushed it up against my face, rubbing its softness against me.

It was pretty soft, but, “No. Did you look at how expensive it is?”

“It’s not that expensive, right? I bet it’s like… the cost of a burger.”

“One, what kind of comparison is that? Two, you know nothing about the value of money, do you?”

“One, burgers are made of beef and beef comes from cows, and dragons know their cows. Two, as a dragon and your elder, I know the value of cows and what they may be traded for, and a burger is made with a small piece of a cow, so I’m dividing the cow’s worth by burgers and then using that as a point of value!”

“That… I’m not good at math but I’m pretty sure what you just said makes no sense. At the same time… it somehow made sense, but there’s one thing you don’t understand.”

“What?”

“This is over ten times the cost of a burger.”

Her eyes widened and she took a step back, her face full of genuine shock.

“Wait… how do you not have a good understanding of the prices of things when you’ve been ordering human food, playing human video games, spending money on online games… how? You should have enough common sense if not experience to know how much a typical burger costs and that a high-quality plushie of this size is going to be more expensive.”

“Let’s chalk it up to plot convenience. Or is it plot inconvenience in this case?”

“You can’t justify your ignorance with lazy writing!”

“Watch me!”

She told me to, so I stared right at her.

“It’s—it’s embarrassing when you stare at me so hard…”

I kept on watching her.

“Dr-Drake…”

My watching intensified.

“F-fine! I just never really pay attention to how much stuff costs.”

“How were you even able to afford everything?”

“The sacrifice before you was super rich so I made him give me one of his credit cards. Then I kicked him out.”

“You gold-digging dragon!”

“Pfffttttt. Dragons don’t dig gold, we only hoard it! Plus we don’t even hoard gold anymore. We hoard credit cards.”

“Then if you’re so rich you can buy this stuffed dragon yourself.”

“I lost the card.”

“What? How? When? Can’t Window just make a copy of it like she did for mine?”

“Plot inconvenience.”

“You’re not going to start using that as an excuse for everything that doesn’t make sense, are you?”

“Nah. That’s what magic is for. Magical plot inconvenience.”

I was too defeated to care at that point. It wasn’t like I needed whatever money was left on my card in the first place, so buying a stuffed dragon was no big deal.

After that, I realized I still needed to buy what I came into the shop for in the first place: sunglasses. Only, as soon as I reached the rotating display with all of the glasses, Vala picked a pair out for me before I could even look at them.

“No,” I said.

Vala pouted. “But they’re cute!”

The glasses she picked for me… the front looked like some sort of dragon’s face while the sides were designed to look like scaly wings. In other words, the glasses looked like they were made for children and would gain me even more attention if I wore them.

I stood my ground and shook my head. “I’m not wearing those.”

Vala tried pushing them onto me regardless. “Just try them on! I wanna see how they look on you!”

“Why don’t you wear them?”

“Pffffsssshhhhttttt, nah. They’re like little kids glasses.”

“Then why would you want me to wear them?!”

“Be-because I’m your girlfriend and I love you and I want to see you do cute and embarrassing things for my amusement?”

“That was so honest and blunt that I’m actually tempted to do it.”

My first ever relationship wasn’t even more than twenty-four hours old yet, but I had already discovered what it truly meant to be in a relationship.

It meant being used for the other’s entertainment.

I crossed my arms. “What do I get out of it? This means that you have to do things for my amusement, too, right?”

“Duh. I’m your girlfriend now! That means you can ask me to do—to do… a-all sorts of things… e-even the really… embarrassing and… l-lewd things like… h-ha-handholding…”

Holding hands did sound nice.

But did it sound nice enough to sacrifice my pride by wearing dragon-shaped glasses for a moment?

Yes.

That was why I put the glasses on, and I didn’t dare to look at the mirror to see how they looked on me.

“I’m not sure what I expected, but… umm… nice?” Vala said with a tilted head and a confused smile.

Her reaction was worse than anything I could have feared. And so, I took the glasses off and put them back.

Or rather, I tried to.

“Hey! Can’t ya read the sign?!” the cashier shouted from the front desk.

Surely enough, there was a sign at the top of the display which said customers are not allowed to try on glasses without buying them.

“Bullshit! What about people who want to try on different pairs to see how they look? What if they don’t even fit?!” I shouted back at the cashier.

“Ya think I care?! Buy them or I’m calling the cops!”

“You’re more dramatic than a dragon!”

Vala couldn’t help but to giggle to herself while I engaged in a shouting match with the cashier. Even when the cashier, who was a very large and portly man, came out from behind his counter to get in my face, she remained giggling.

We were back in the normal world for less than an hour and I already remembered why I spent all of my time alone with my plants.

Humans suck.

“I’m half tempted to put ya in your place! And the heck do ya mean I’m more dramatic than a dragon? That doesn’t even make any sense!” The cashier poked my shoulder, trying to intimidate me.

I poked him right back in his shoulder. “You think I care about anything making sense anymore?!”

“What’s that even supposed to mean?!”

“It means I’m not buying the stupid glasses!”

“Huuuh?! You going to be a cheapskate in front of your girl here?!”

My hand was in front of the cashier’s neck, gripping his shirt, before I could even think about it. “This is between you and me. Don’t bring her into this, and don’t refer to Vala as ‘your girl.’ Understand?”

“Let go of me before I—before I really decide to teach ya a lesson!”

“I happily swung an axe into cats a tenth my size and felt joy every single time. You’re even uglier and more annoying than cats are. Do you think that you’re going to intimidate me?”

“Wha-what the fuck are ya talking about?! Are you some sort of serial cat killer?!”

“Kill? No. I wouldn’t get to keep coming back to them if I killed them.”

All color drained from the cashier’s face.

He was definitely going to call the cops as soon as we were gone. “Fi-fine! Just take the glasses and get out of here! I—I don’t care anymore!”

“What about the dragon?” I asked, looking down at the dragon Vala was still holding.

“Fine! Sure! Whatever! Just leave me alone!”

“Good boy.”

I released his shirt, picked up the dragon glasses, and grabbed my dragon’s hand to hurry up out of the shop back into the same alley right next to it.

It was only once Vala said something that I realized what just happened. “Tha-that was… re-really hot…”

The adrenaline wore off. My hands must have been shaking even more than when I felt like I was going to die from the macho cat. “I—I want to go back to our world. I forgot how infuriating most people are.” I also forgot how easy it was for me to lose my temper whenever anybody, especially other men, tried to wrong me.

I only had to interact with another human being for a couple of minutes for the first time in a while and I was already full of regret. Not only that, but I discovered that I had a protective side when it came to Vala and I had almost no control over it.

“We need to go to the museum before the cops find us,” I said. “There’s no way he’s not going to call them.”

“Ye-yeah…” Looking at Vala, she was partially hiding her face behind her new—and free—stuffed dragon. I could still tell that her face was almost pure red.

“What’s wrong?”

“No-nothing! Just—just… I—I think my love points are maxed out…”

“From what? Stealing from a store and freaking out over some insignificant nobody trying to rip people off like a piece of shit?”

The more I talked, the redder she turned.

“Th-the love points just hit limit break…”


Chapter Thirteen

The town’s museum was easy to find for two reasons: one, it was the second largest building in the area; and two, it was closer to the base of the mountain rather than being right in the center of the downtown area where all the other big buildings were. Seeing as how Vala didn’t teleport us right to the front of the museum like she probably should have, this meant that we had to ride the trolley there.

Riding a trolley with Vala was nicer than I thought it would be—well, that part of it was nice. She stood by the side, hugging her new stuffed dragon, while I stood behind her with my childish dragon glasses. As for the part that wasn’t so enjoyable… everybody looking at me wasn’t enjoyable in the slightest. The glasses hid my identity, sure, but they also made me stick out even more.

I shouldn’t have even been wearing them. If the cashier called the police, they would know to look for a girl with a stuffed dragon and a tall guy with dragon glasses.

But there was no way I wasn’t going to wear the glasses after dealing with that.

You try it, you buy it.

What absolute—I forgot just how insanely greedy everybody was in my hometown. Dragons are supposed to be the greedy ones, but no dragon could match the greed of the humans who used to be my neighbors.

There was a reason why the entire town was known as a tourist trap to visitors. Between overpriced food that wasn’t even fresh, tacky shops with utterly stupid rules that made you buy whatever you try, locals who had nothing to be proud about other than the local museum—it was incredibly obvious to anybody who visited that everybody living there clung to their reputation for the dragon and nothing else. Then there was the fact that very few normal people even believed in any of the dragon stuff. It was just like an amusement park with fictional characters walking around to most people. Only the people who lived in the town and the cryptid hunters of the internet believed that anything in the museum was real.

The town’s history was nothing more than a joke to most. A very profitable joke. If it wasn’t for the town’s rabid dedication to its history, it probably would have been abandoned decades ago. The moment that tourists lose interest is the moment that half of the town’s businesses shut down.

As annoyed as I was, I understood why the cashier was such an asshole.

I understood, but I still didn’t care and wasn’t going to tolerate it. Especially not in front of Vala.

I don’t think that I’ve ever cared so much about my pride as I do now, I thought. Girlfriends do dangerous things to men. How else am I going to change?

“Hehe, I just remembered something,” Vala said, leaning back against me.

“What’d you remember?” I asked.

“You were the same when we gamed together.”

“How so?”

“Remember that one time you got me into a raid group because I really wanted the hat that the raid’s boss dropped?”

“Yeah.”

“Remember what happened?”

“I remember that you got your hat and died three times during the battle before the healers stopped trying to resurrect you.”

“Th-that’s not the part that I’m talking about…”

“Then what part?”

“We couldn’t find any groups that would take me except for the one with the master looter rule.”

“Oh.”

“Hehe, you remember now?”

“I’m pretty sure I know where you’re going with this. I’m annoyed just remembering that bastard.”

“I was the only one who cared about the hat, but he didn’t want to give it to me since I kept on dying…”

“Yeah. He said he was going to give it to his alt.”

“And then you got really angry and—”

“And shit-talked him in front of his friends, made sure they all knew just how bad he was at his class, used his DPS numbers as proof, and found his social media accounts by searching up his username while waiting for him to talk back. The idiot was stupid enough to use the same username for everything, so it wasn’t that hard to find his real name with two minutes of searching on the internet.”

“And then he called you a creepy stalker, blocked you, and gave me the hat!”

“I was honestly amazed that you got the hat. I was worried that I might have screwed your chances even more.”

“Hehe. Even if you did, seeing you like that was way better than the hat.”

“You know, you’re probably the only person I ever played with who never managed to piss me off. Even now, I don’t think you’ve ever done anything to make me mad.”

Vala smiled and tilted her head back to look up at me. “You know, you’re the only guy who wanted to be my friend and not try to flirt with me. And then you didn’t care at all when you found out that I was a ‘guy.’”

“I thought you were cool and genuinely just wanted to be your friend. Gender doesn’t matter when it comes to friends.”

“Wait, if I’m the only one who never got on your bad side, what about your other friends?”

I looked away.

“Didn’t you used to have more friends?”

“Used to, yeah.”

“Why only used to?”

“The only ones I was on good terms with, like you, all left for one reason or another. College, boredom, girlfriends and boyfriends, work—they got other things to do. The only ones who didn’t, either I pissed them off or they pissed me off. I stopped trying to make new friends when I realized that I’d probably have to work on my anger issues before trying again, and I was too lazy to do that. I figured I’d rather give plants my time and energy. With plants, the only thing that pissed me off were cold snaps and snails.”

There was also the fact that I didn’t have to deal with all of the crap related to shady cashiers and overpriced junk when it came to the gardening supplies center. After all, it wasn’t like any tourists were going to go there. Only locals went there, so there wasn’t as much of a point in trying to rip us off.

“I don’t think your anger is that bad,” Vala said. “It’s hot, but… it’s not super bad or anything, and you’ve always been justified. You’re not going around and punching people for looking at you wrong, you know?”

“Yeah, I just take my PickAxe to cats for existing, you know?”

The people around us stepped away when they overheard that.

I really needed to stop drawing attention to myself.

“But you wouldn’t if they were in real danger,” Vala said.

“Obviously.”

“See? You’re not violent, so your anger is okay. You’re just, umm… passionate!”

“That’s one way of putting it.”

“Hehehe. Anyways, it’s okay if me and Window are your only friends now. You’re going to get a ton more!”

“Aren’t you worried that I might not get along with all of them?”

“They’ll all be cute girls.”

“My anger believes in gender equality.”

“They’ll all be cute girls in a fun world for playing around where nothing really matters, so nothing is ever serious other than the nice and fun stuff?”

“When you put it that way, it is hard to imagine actually getting upset at anybody.”

“Mhm! Besides, when we get back, I can make Window create the best stress ball ever for you.”

“That sounds good to me. Who needs anger management classes when you’ve got stress balls?” I asked, doing my best to sound as sarcastic as possible.

“Yeah!” Vala answered, sounding as serious as possible.

Before I could tell her that a stress ball wouldn’t actually do anything, the trolley came to a stop at our destination.

The museum.

“I… Vala, I need that stress ball,” I said after having to pay an absurd entry fee for Vala and I.

The last time I went to the museum was as part of a school field trip. Needless to say, I didn’t have to pay anything back then.

But this time?

“He-here,” Vala said, offering me the stuffed dragon that I was quick to squeeze as tightly as I could. “I—I’m pretty sure I’d die if you squeezed me that hard. No squeezing real dragons that hard, alright?”

“I’ll be gentle,” I sighed, handing the dragon back over to her.

“Well… y-you can be not-gentle sometimes, just not too much…”

Hearing those words and seeing her blushing cheeks made me want to tease her but, given where we were and the fact that I already brought enough attention to myself earlier, I resisted the temptation.

Teasing could be saved for later that night. Not-gentle teasing.

“Anyways, here we are. The museum. It’s as lame as I remember it being,” I said, looking around.

Suits of armor, portraits of kings and queens throughout history, paintings of the dragon—of Vala in a bunch of different styles that didn’t look anything like what she really looked like, and so on.

And then there was the most obnoxious and popular statue right in the main lobby.

The statue of “Sir” Kriss Genova.

The conqueror of the dragon.

“That’s the guy I told you about—the one who they say locked you inside of the mountain,” I explained.

“Him…? Seriously?” Vala asked, looking up at the statue with disappointed eyes.

“Yeah. That’s him.”

“I’ve never seen him or anybody who looks like him. Can I destroy this?”

“Try to save any destruction for when we’re leaving.”

“I hate his smug face. I really want to erase this statue from existence.”

“I guess I’m not the only one who gets mad.”

“But—I’m justified! They’re claiming that this random guy defeated me?! Vivi should be here! Not whoever he is!”

“Who’s Vivi?”

“You… you don’t know her?”

“Sorry, but I’ve never heard of anybody named Vivi before.”

“She’s not in the museum at all?”

“I doubt it.”

“Didn’t they teach you about her?”

“Not once.”

“They… the humans here haven’t changed at all. They’re just as horrible as they were back then. All humans are good for is making vidya…”

“As a human, I feel partially insulted.”

“I’ll make you nonhuman so that I can insult humans without insulting you.”

“I appreciate the thought, but I don’t know how to feel about being turned into something else.”

Vala sighed and looked around. “Is Vivi really not here at all?”

“We can ask one of the workers if you want to.”

“No, it’s fine. I… I’m not surprised that she’s not here, just disappointed.”

“Who was she? Vivi?”

“Vivi was Vivi. She was… my first friend. She was sent to slay me but threw down her sword instead. Even after how everybody treated her… she didn’t let me help her. She wanted to protect them even after everything. She—”

I wrapped my arms around Vala, gently hugging her against me. She was looking down at the floor before and looked like she was about to start crying, so hugging her was the only thing that I could think of to help her.

“I’m sorry. But, thanks to you, now I know her and I can remember her even if nobody else will. Tell me about some nice memories you have of the two of you sometime, alright?” I said, petting the back of her head with one hand as other visitors watched us.

Vala tightly hugged her stuff dragon between us. “Yeah. Thanks.”

“For now, we’ve got a heist to pull off. Remember?”

One of the middle-aged mothers visiting the museum with her child overheard me say that, and I caught her heading toward a security guard immediately after.

“We’ve really got to get to it. Damn it, I’m not even going to get my money’s worth out of this place by giving you a tour.”

Vala stepped out from my hug and looked up at me with a smile. “Vivi would probably be mad at what we’re going to do… but she was too selfless. I know she’d be happy even if she’d scold me for this, so let’s go make her mad.”

“We’ll piss her off so badly that she comes here to scold us both.”

Vala broke into a fit of giggling while hugging her stuffed dragon against her chest. “Alright! Let’s be thieves!”

The middle-aged mother from before reached the security guard and pointed at us.

“Let’s try to be a little bit more subtle than that… and fast,” I said, grabbing Vala’s wrist to lead her toward the museum’s most popular item.

The “Dragon Conqueror.”

Leading Vala through the crowded halls, evading security to the best of our ability, we made it to the far end of the museum where the sword—where our target was kept.

And, of course, the area in front of it was packed with guests.

The blue metal that made up the sword’s blade stood out more than everything and everybody else in the room. The sword itself looked relatively simple in its design aside from the brilliant color of its blade that could be compared to no other sword in existence.

More importantly, the sword was safely protected by a glass box that could resist bullets and explosions, and the display case for it was blocked off by thick rope to prevent anybody from even getting close to it.

“It’s her! I haven’t seen her in forever!” Vala shouted, jumping up and down behind the visitor in front of her catch quick looks at the sword. “That’s Vivi’s!”

“That sword was Vivi’s?” I asked.

“Yeah! I didn’t get along with her as well as I got along with Vivi, but we were still friends. She’s kind of—”

“Wait, wait. I had a suspicion since you kept on referring to her as a sword… but you’re making it sound like the sword is an actual person.”

“She kind of is.”

“So… that sword is a human?”

“Oh, no. She’s a sword.”

“A sword that’s also a person.”

“Yeah.”

“You say ‘yeah’ as if it’s a totally normal thing.”

“Well, beings like her are pretty rare, and they almost never get woken up unless somebody like Vivi finds them and wakes them up.”

“I’m just… going to save all of the questions that I have for later. For now, how are we going to get out of here with her?”

“We’re going to rush B, just like I said.”

“What’s that even mean?!”

The PA system had an announcement for us. “Attention all guests. If you see a girl with brown hair, a white shirt, a stuffed dragon, and flowers in her hair, or a tall male with an athletic build, dragon glasses, and—"

“I still don’t know what it means, but we’re rushing B.”

“—please report them to the nearest staff member.”

The visitors standing around trying to get a good look at the sword stopped to look around. Given that I was taller than most in the room… spotting me was easy. It only took a few seconds after the announcement was over for dozens of eyes to lock onto me.

“Vala, you’re a horrible influence on me,” I said.

“Wh-why do you say that all of a sudden?” Vala asked.

“Because we’re going to steal a sword from a museum.”


Chapter Fourteen

Despite everybody looking at us, the other visitors mostly stuck to whispering to each other while a few ran off to grab guards and other faculty members.

We were on limited time.

Unfortunately, I still had no idea what the plan was and I wasn’t about to just go and charge at a sword kept inside of a box that would be impossible for me to break through.

While I tried thinking of how we were possibly going to steal a sword, beginning to realize just how crazy we were and how insane I was for going along with this while fearing spending the rest of my life being bars, Vala pulled a vibrating phone out from her pocket. Vala typed away at it and then the phone almost instantly vibrated again.

“Here,” Vala said, holding the phone to me.

I had no idea what she could be handing her phone to me for… until I saw an open text message log with the contact at the top.

A picture of a white box next to the name Window showed at the top left of the screen.

	This one is for the virgin. Hey, virgin, put the sound all the way up and keep me in your pocket.


I had no idea how Window somehow still had pink text boxes and centered text whereas Vala’s text messages looked normal, but I already learned to not question things. Well, that’s not to say that I didn’t question her by sending her a text back asking, “Why?”

	Ugh, just trust me and do it.


Next, I sent, “I want to know why.”

	When are you going to do it with Vala so you can stop being an annoying virgin?


“Being a virgin has nothing to do with these questions!”

Vala giggled as she watched me furiously type my response to Window.

“She’s asking when we’re going to have sex,” I said, deciding to see how Vala would react to that.

She reacted by turning red and looking away.

	If I tell you then it’s a spoiler! It’ll be better if you just LISTEN TO ME AND STOP BEING A BRAT!
!!!!!!!!!!!



I could tell that she was serious because of the second text that was nothing but excessive exclamation marks. Between that and the fact that we were on seriously limited time, I didn’t have the patience nor opportunity to continue questioning Window.

With a heavy sigh, I texted her back two emojis: a sighing blob followed by a blob giving a thumbs-up.

Blob emojis were always the best emojis.

Next, I turned the phone’s volume as high as it could go and put it in my pocket.

“She told me to. I have no idea what she’s up to,” I explained to Vala.

“I bet I know,” Vala said.

“What?”

“It’d be a spoiler.”

“What is with you two and your dedication to not spoiling anything? It’s okay if real life gets spoiled. If being spoiled meant being able to invest in stocks before they shoot up or bet on sport championship winners, I’d want to be spoiled every single day.”

“I-it’s not that kind of spoiler. Besides, vidya spoilers are more serious than those.”

“We’re not even in your personal universe right now.”

“All of life is vidya.”

“Then, if all of life is vidya, aren’t my examples also vidya?”

It took Vala a few seconds before saying a confident, “Nope.”

“How?”

“Because.”

“Because why? Because how? Because who?”

“Because, because.”

“I—never mind, we don’t have the time for this. We need to get moving, now, or we’re going to get caught.”

The closest visitors to us took another few steps back, though some seemed like they were getting ready to stop us if we tried anything.

Fortunately, none of them were brave enough to tackle us.

“We have to wait for the cue,” Vala said.

“What cue? What are you—”

Sound came from my pocket.

Vala grinned and stuffed her new plushie dragon down into her shirt, letting its head poke up and out from the neck, while the music grew increasingly louder.

The song was none other than the hit from the eighties.

I took the phone out of my pocket and immediately sent a quick text asking, “Isn’t this copyright infringement?! Or don’t you need a license for this?!”

	Heh. Nope. The song isn’t actually called I Need A Hero. It’s just what people like to call it. As long as we refer to it as I Need A Hero and not the real name, there’s no proof that we’re talking about the real song.


I had no idea if that was legitimate or not. It sounded like a bullshit method of technically giving something plausible deniability to avoid getting in legal trouble, but that didn’t matter to me. I was already about to break the law by stealing from a museum, so playing a copyrighted song in my pocket wasn’t too big of a deal.

With I Need A Hero playing from my pocket, Vala finally looked ready to put into action whatever plan she had.

Vala grabbed my hand and then…

We teleported.

Rather than stand in the middle of a crowd looking more and more interested in blocking us, we appeared directly next to the protected sword.

“I don’t want to hurt anybody,” Vala said, “but being allowed to maybe hurt them a little bit would have made getting over here a lot easier…”

“How could it get any easier than what we just did? Why didn’t we do this sooner?!”

“Teleporting takes a ton of energy,” she said with a loud yawn.

“Alright, I’m not going to question anything else—we’re on seriously limited time now. What now? Can we teleport out of here with this box?”

“Can you lift it?”

I looked down at the glass container and tried my absolute hardest to lift it up. As it would turn out, a large block of bullet-resistant glass holding a sword inside of it that was also secured to a pedestal below it was way too heavy for me to lift.

“If it’s not loose then I would teleport everything attached to it,” Vala explained while rubbing her eyes.

“So, you’d basically teleport the entire building then?”

“Yeah, and everything inside of it.”

“Including the people?”

She nodded.

Yeah, that was definitely a problem. We didn’t need to add kidnapping to our list of crimes.

Looking around, it seemed like the only option to loosen the pedestal enough for it to be loosened from the floor—and from the rest of the building—was by unscrewing several large, heavy duty bolts keeping it secured.

“We’re screwed,” I admitted.

Vala yawned once again before saying, “Nah, we’ve got this.”

“How?!”

She looked at me with a too-tired-to-be-properly-smug smile before turning her right arm into that of a dragon’s—or rather, it looked like a human’s arm but covered in large, jagged scales with the fingers being replaced by deadly claws even sharper than the protected sword.

All she had to do was tap the side of the box.

The glass instantly broke, shattering into thousands of tiny pieces.

Following a sigh, I asked, “Why do I even worry about anything when you can just pull out tricks like this to make the impossible possible every time?”

“I dunno. I told you we’d be fine,” she said, reaching out to take the sword in her still-human hand. A soft smile spread across her lips as she brought the sword closer to her. “It’s been a long time. Don’t worry, I’ll leave you alone soon.”

Rescuing a sword only to leave it alone didn’t exactly make sense to me, but, again, the questioning could be done later.

“We can teleport now, right?” I asked.

A couple of guards arrived at the front of the crowd watching us. More importantly, they had handguns drawn and their fingers on the triggers. I wanted to question their lack of trigger discipline but not getting shot was more important.

“Right?!” I asked again.

Looking next to me, Vala stood there with the sword in one hand, her other arm still transformed, and she was busy letting out the loudest yawn yet. “I need a nap.”

“Later! Nap later! Less us-getting-killed now!”

I could already see the headlines.

Local virgin who was sacrificed to dragon attempted to steal a sword and was fatally wounded by the museum’s guards shortly after. And yes, he was still a virgin when he died. More at eleven.

No way! That’s definitely not happening! I mentally shouted to myself.

I grabbed her nearest hand which just so happened to also be the hand holding the sword. Only a couple of my fingers barely touched the blade’s grip, but that was all that it took. The feeling of… incredible annoyance washed over me coming from the blade. Then that sensation of annoyance quickly turned into something else.

Surprise.

The spirit within the blade was no longer annoyed, but surprised—surprised that I could feel it.

Surprised that I could feel her.

And then that surprise turned into something.

It turned into the proud desire to protect.

The sword left Vala’s hand and, by extension, my hand. There was somebody else who wished to wield it instead, and this somebody had far more experience with blades than either of us.

After all, she was the blade.

A woman as tall as me with dark blue hair that flowed down to her waist stood between us and the guards. In her hands was the blade that we sought to steal—it was the woman’s true form. I just knew by looking at her who she was. Clad in metallic armor as brilliant in color as the blade with a cape reaching down to her ankles, she gripped the sword in each of her hands and faced the crowd looking like a legendary hero facing down an entire army.

She looked over her shoulder, directly at me. Her left eye was covered by a patch, but her right eye looked me over from head to foot before she smiled and said, “Heh, so this is how things have turned out. Do you have a plan for getting us out of here, boy?”

Boy? You look my age! You could even look younger than me! I wanted to shout, but I kept those thoughts to my mind. I didn’t want to get on the bad side of somebody who looked as dangerous and as experienced as her, especially when I was already on the bad side of people with guns.

People with guns who shouted about her wielding a weapon before firing their guns.

Like in some sort of action movie, she cut the bullets straight out of the air with motions so swift that a human could not ever hope to see them. One fragment from a bullet grazed her cheek enough to draw blood.

“Tch. It’s been too long. I’m slow now,” she said, wiping at her bleeding cheek with one of her thumbs before pointing her sword straight at the guard who shot the bullet that hit her. “You feel like dying?”

Naturally, everybody except for the guards ran away in a panic at that point if they weren’t already running as soon as the guns were drawn in the first place.

Part of me was surprised that things escalated so much. The other part of me remember that I agreed to robbing a town of one of its most valuable and important treasures from a museum with armed guards. I was surprised when I had absolutely zero right to be!

How did we go from having glorified play-fights with cats to legitimately robbing a bank?!

“Boy! Plan?” the woman shouted at me.

“I—Vala is supposed to teleport us out of here!” I answered.

“Vala? That dragon? Don’t tell me that your plan relies on that lazy dragon to do anything.”

“It does!”

“Even my partner’s descendant has got his fate mixed up with that dragon. The generations did nothing for phasing the love for dragons out of your bloodline, I see. Regardless, I have no interest in allowing harm to come to my partner’s grandchild… or great-grandchild, or whatever you are. The dragon can fend for herself.”

“Look, I know we’re in a serious situation right now, but she’s got a name. I’d appreciate it if you’d call her by it.”

“Heh, you’ve got her spirit, boy.”

“And my name isn’t ‘boy,’ either, while we’re at it. It’s Drake.”

“Drake, huh? Got it. You ever wield a sword before?”

“Axes and hoes, but not swords.”

“Did you miss training somehow?”

“What training?”

“Huh? Don’t the humans here train their kids to fight once they are old enough?”

“I think a lot more time has passed than you realize. Do you know anything of the current state of the world outside of this museum?”

“I don’t even know what the rest of this building looks like.”

I wanted to question her more. I really, really did.

But there were still guns pointed at us. Fortunately, the guards realized that we had no idea what we were doing, so they were more than happy to let us talk to each other while staying in the same place as they called for assistance.

“Watch, Drake. I will show you my strength,” the woman said, taking a single step forward before… dropping to one knee. She also dropped the sword so that both hands could grab onto the back of her left leg as she groaned and whined. “Cramp, cramp, cramp! I needed to stretch first! I haven’t moved in I have no idea how long! Ahh… damn it! I missed my opportunity to be cool and show off! Being old sucks!”

“You look like you’re in your early twenties! And how can a sword even get a leg cramp in the first place?!” I couldn’t help asking.

Spotting an opportunity, the guards made their move.

Instincts made me pick up the sword, but what was a sword going to do against guards with guns? Besides, there was no way that I would seriously harm any of them in the first place.

Holding the sword just put me in more danger if anything.

Just as I was about to drop the sword, my left hand was grabbed, and then the woman’s right hand was grabbed.

Vala stood between us. “Poof,” she said.

Just like that, we were back in her personal pocket universe.

The first thing I did was lie down on the soft grass underneath me. “Why didn’t you do that sooner?” I asked, too relieved to be upset.

“I wanted to give her the chance the show off since I know she likes that, but,” Vala said, looking at the woman who was on the ground rolling from side to side as she frantically rubbed her leg. “Yeah.”

“Yeah…”

“T-the cramp won’t go away!” the woman whined, tears forming at the corners of her eyes—well, at the corner of her one eye and then at the corner of her eyepatch somehow.

She looked so cool before, too.

Now, she looked into my eyes and said, “Help,” like a helpless child.


Chapter Fifteen

“Nngh… I see that skilled hands is another trait passed on through her blood. The way that you grip me takes me back. Your rough fingers, tempered by conflict—your strength, forged by battle. This is wonderful,” the sword-turned-woman moaned… as I massaged her cramped leg.

“My fingers are rough from gardening and I’m only strong because I exercise,” I explained, though she didn’t seem to be listening. “That cramp better be gone because I’m only doing this for a few more seconds.”

“But—but why? A sword is meant to be handled! Let your rough, strong fingers become one with my—”

I took my hands away from her leg, causing her to look up at me with a pout.

With a sigh, I turned to look at Vala and said, “This sword is weird. Is she really even a sword? Not just some weirdo?”

“She’s always been like this,” Vala explained.

There was something else that I wanted to say but a certain somebody popped up right in front of me.

	How long are we going to ignore the obvious implications that you’re related to the hero for? She implied like a hundred times already that you’re related to the hero! Shouldn’t you be like, super amazed and curious and asking a bunch of questions or being all like, “Me? I’m related to the hero? No, I’m not special enough and too virgin to be that cool!”


“Why would I care about that? You’re going to turn me into a demon king if you keep this up,” I said, grabbing onto a corner of Window.

	Come on! It’s awesome! I feel like I’m the only one here interested in this revelation! And heroes aren’t supposed to turn into demon kings!


“I don’t care who my ancestors are. They could have been emperors who took over the world and it wouldn’t affect me. Besides, I probably have a bunch of cousins I don’t even know about who are just like me if it’s because of blood.”

“No,” the sword said, finally getting up from the ground. “Only the strongest of Viviana’s blood would inherit her power. It is likely that there are others who have descended from her, but for you to awaken me… you are undeniably her true heir.”

“I’m not going to be asked to go and save the world or anything, am I?”

“Did you not wake me for such a purpose?”

“We woke you up because Vala was curious if she was right about something. Plus we apparently thought that stealing from a museum would make for a good date.”

“I—wait, you mean to tell me that there are no corrupt lords abusing their countrymen that need slain in their thrones?”

“We don’t have that sort of thing anymore. Well, I guess politicians might count.”

“No rampaging monsters?”

“Only in movies and games.”

“How about evil sorcerers wishing to break the barrier between realities, allowing unspeakable horrors to consume the world?”

“Politicians are as evil as you’re going to get these days.”

“Politicians… I see.”

“And we don’t kill them. They kill each other.”

“They fight each other for superiority in the arena?”

“When’s the last time you were ‘awake?’”

“That would be the last time Viviana held me. It was on her deathbed.”

“Hey… was she—umm… happy? Was she peaceful?” Vala asked.

“That she was. She was surrounded by her husband and children, though I am sure that she wished you could have been there.”

Vala sighed with her hands held over her chest. “So, she had a big family after all… good.”

“That she did. Unfortunately, her descendants were not as pure as her. It only took two generations before one of them sold me for coin. I eventually made it into the basement of some church where they studied me, blacksmiths tried to duplicate my metal, and eventually I was stuck in that box and turned into a thing for everybody to look at. As annoying as it was, I have to admit that it was peaceful. Nobody could annoy me if they could not even reach me in the first place.”

“If you’re aware of all that then how are you not aware about everything else? It sounds to me like you were still conscious even if you didn’t have a body,” I asked.

“I was limited to wherever I was stored. This is the first time in centuries that I have been out of that room, and it has been even longer since I last breathed in such fresh air. Now… you said that you two were curious about something. What was it?”

Vala perked up. “I wanted to see if Drake had the same power Vivi had! But I didn’t know that he would be related to her. Then again… I’ve never met anybody but Vivi with that power. Vivi said there were others, but—”

“She said that because she refused to believe she could truly be so special. Not once had she seen nor heard of others with her gift.”

“Heh, she always was humble.”

“Was that all? Was your curiosity the only reason to interrupt my rest?”

“Oh, yeah.”

A vein popped in the sword’s forehead—well, the sword’s humanoid body’s forehead. Just as quickly as the vein appeared, she held the actual sword—her real body—and pointed it straight at Vala’s neck. “You—”

“Put the sword down or I’ll never massage you again,” I threatened.

The sword immediately fell to the ground.

That worked far more effectively than it should have.

“How do you think Viviana would feel if she was here?” she asked Vala.

“She’d be mad that I made trouble for people, but I know she’d also be happy that I got you out of there! She wanted you to have your own life. Vivi never would have wanted you to stay locked in some box where everybody goes to stare at you and doesn’t even realize you’re alive,” Vala answered, holding a finger out at the sword as she spoke.

Suddenly, a chair popped into existence directly behind me. There was even a bowl of popcorn on it.

	This is gonna be good.


A part of me wanted to sit back and eat popcorn while watching like Window recommended, but I didn’t want to sit around and only watch while my girlfriend got into an argument with a living sword.

Then I sniffed the air.

The popcorn smelled perfectly buttered and there was not only salt, but parmesan to garnish it as well. If that wasn’t tempting enough, Vala gave me a thumbs-up and a nod. She was confident that she could handle the situation on her own, so it was my duty to respect that decision as her boyfriend. Or something like that.

“I would respect those words if you had not already answered that you came out of curiosity rather than to free me for the sake of freeing me. Centuries upon centuries of my life were spent in the hands of those not able to see my soul,” the sword explained. While the message itself sounded sad, her voice sounded more annoyed than anything.

“I didn’t think that’d be a good enough reason to do anything. And we never really got along, so… and even if I did, I wouldn’t be able to wake you up,” Vala explained.

“And why do you think we never got along? It’s because of you that—it’s because of you that she was ostracized. Her own people despised her, all because you had to… all because you just had to be who you are. You were never the fearsome, destructive dragon that we were led to believe. You were, and obviously still are, some foolish girl who only acts in the moment and never thinks about your actions. Her life would have been easier if you hated her and wished her dead.”

Alright, that’s enough. I’m—

My thoughts were cut off as Vala smiled—a genuine smile that was not the least bit affected by the harsh words of the other.

“I know,” Vala said. “But me and Vivi were friends. She wanted to be friends, and I wanted to be friends, and I don’t regret any of it. Vivi would be mad at me if I regretted that. Stealing you from the museum couldn’t compare to how mad she’d be. There are a lot of excuses I have for why I didn’t think about getting you out sooner, but none of them matter. I’m sorry.”

“It’s—it’s not like I wouldn’t be annoyed even if you had the best reason in the world to rescue me. I simply have no idea what use you could possibly have for me now that you have brought me here. I am useless without a cause. Swords are good for naught more than to defeat the enemies of their wielders.”

“We have play battles here, but I know you wouldn’t be interested in those. That’s why I want to offer you retirement instead!”

“Re-retirement?”

“Yeah. You loved it when me, you, and Vivi went fishing together, right?”

“I—I loved it because it was time to relax with my wielder, but yes.”

“Then I’ve got the perfect idea! But, you have to promise me something.”

“Why would I promise a dragon anything? Why would I promise you anything?”

“I want you to promise that you’re going to be happy and have fun since that’s what Vivi always wanted for you. Promise it for Vivi if you don’t want to promise it for me.”

“I… even if I am a sword, how do you expect me not to promise such a thing?”

“Because you’re not a sword. You’re a soul that just so happens to have the shape of a sword.”

“That absurd logic of yours is as present as ever, I see. Is a loaf of bread not bread but grains that just so happen to be shaped like bread?”

“Exactly!”

I wanted to comment about how that was a very, very deep rabbit hole that could go all the way to down to the atomic level, but my mouth was happily full of popcorn. I also only just realized that the dragon glasses were still on my face, so I took them off and threw them to the side.

As it would turn out… Delphi, Lavi, and Cami were all sitting right next to me staring up at my popcorn. The glasses ended up landing on Delphi's head perfectly enough that she looked like she was actually wearing them as her tongue hung out from her mouth, all of their tails wagging behind them.

“Window, give them their own bowls of popcorn,” I ordered.

	Wow, you’re too selfish to share yours?


“No. If I have to share then that means less for all of them. If they have their own bowls, they get more.”

	That’s a good point.


“And get some for the rest of the dogs, too. And the archers, if they eat popcorn.”

	What am I? Your servant?


“What makes you think that you have a title as high as servant?”

	I-I’m even less than a servant?! A slave?!


“Keep going.”

	What’s lower than a slave?!


“I’m not sure, so congratulations on your promotion to slave.”

	Don’t you think that calling me a slave is a bit controversial? That kind of job title is pretty risky to use these days.


“I’m a demon king. Do you think that I care?”

	You were serious about turning into a demon king?!


“All I need now are the horns and a castle with lava pouring over its walls.”

	Wait, aren’t you supposed to be the straight man in this relationship?


“The straight demon king.”

	Great, you’re seriously calling yourself a demon king now. The cat queen is going to freak out… not necessarily in a bad way, either.


“You mean that perverted cat queen?”

	Oh! If Vala is the lazy dragon queen, she can be the perverted cat queen! We can have a theme going on like this! But Lazy Dragon Queen will still be the title.


“Did you give the dogs their popcorn yet?”

	Oh, no. Hang on.


Multiple bowls of popcorn popped into existence before the faces of the three dogs to my side. Even so, the good girls did not immediately dive in. They looked at me, down at the bowls, and then back up at me with the cutest faces that I had ever seen come from dogs. They were such good girls that they waited for me to give permission even as food was within their attack range.

“Good girls. Dig in,” I said.

And then those cute faces turned into the faces of killers. The eyes of each dog went from looking like pleading puppy eyes to the overly-glowing-red eyes commonly found in online memes to signify something intense. Then, so quickly that they appeared as a blur, they buried their snouts into their respective bowls of popcorn.

“I wish you looked this intense during our battles… wait. I just got an idea.”

	What idea?


“Sorry, can’t say. It would be a spoiler.”

	You’re such a virgin.


“And you’re such a floating window who can’t come up with better insults.”

By the time I looked back over in the girls’ direction, they seemed to have more or less made up. The sword did not seem nearly as annoyed as before, at least.

“Do you remember what she called you?” Vala asked.

Vala’s words caused the personified sword to turn red. “Of—of course I remember. If she had any flaws, it was her ability to name things. To have given a blade such as myself such a name…”

“But it’s a nice name! And it’s fitting, Lake.”

“You don’t—you don’t have to go out and say it like that.”

The roles were reversed. The sword, who was apparently named Lake, was no longer the threatening one in control. She became the one being teased by Vala.

And who names a sword “Lake?” My ancestor had strange taste.

“Watch!” Vala said, flying high into the air before coming to a stop and spinning around. Window left my side and appeared next to Vala, and the two seemed to talk about something for a few seconds before Window appeared back down next to me.

	Time for feels. Well, you probably won’t feel that many feels. This is mostly for her.


Before I could ask Window about it, a couple of speakers appeared on the sides of her elongated form to play a pretty, happy song that seemed like it would be played during an emotional-but-good moment in something. Next, Vala lifted her arms and caused the ground behind the greenhouse to cave in. At the same time, trees and beds of flowers sprung up all around the rim of the crater Vala created. Most of the flowers were sunflowers that immediately pointed in the direction of the sun, and the trees were almost all weeping willows with hanging foliage that reached the ground.

The landscape being created was beautiful, but it wasn’t exactly emotional.

Then I looked at Lake.

With one hand over her chest and the other over her mouth, tears ran from the corner of her visible eye.

Next came a massive raindrop—massive as in meteor-sized that had hundreds of varied fish swimming around within it. The raindrop then dropped into the crater that Vala created, filling the area up to the rim with crystal clear water full of life.

One final addition was created. A log cabin connected to a wooden pier appeared in an instant at the lake’s edge. Three chairs and fishing rods decorated the pier.

It looked like a scene out of a fairy tale. Everything about it was picturesque beyond belief. Just looking at it was soothing.

Finally, Vala returned to the ground to check out Lake’s reaction. “How is it? I might have messed up a few details, but I tried my best to make it look like—”

“It’s perfect,” Lake answered. “I… I would not have been able to create such a perfect copy of it. How? Where are we?”

“Oh, I never explained that. I created a personal universe to have some fun in.”

“You—you what?”

“Don’t question it,” I said.

“I—”

Vala giggled. “The three of us had fun fishing there. Vivi might not be with us anymore, but I hope that it still makes a good retirement home for you. It’s all yours!”

“How—why… after how I used to treat you, this is what you do for me?”

“Consider us even for me taking so long to break you out! And as long as Drake is anywhere in this world, you should be able to keep your body. I think. I can even make it so that you get hungry and need to sleep!”

“You can give a soul like mine the ability to live like a human?”

“Now I can! I’m stronger than ever before!” Vala declared, arms confidently crossed over her chest.

Watching and listening to Vala… I was reminded of just how incredibly powerful she was. It felt safe to assume that she truly was the most incredible being to ever exist and that ever could exist.

She was godlier than any religion’s gods.

Yet, when she turned to look at me with a wide smile and closed eyes, all I could see in front of me was an incredibly cute girl—just a normal, cute girl who somehow became my girlfriend.

“Hug,” Lake said.

“Hm? What?” Vala asked.

“You heard me. Hug.”

“Hug what?”

Lake clenched her fists before slowly lifting her arms up, stretching them out to her sides as her face burned red. “D-don’t make me say it again…”

Vala tilted her head, genuinely confused before finally understanding. With one of the widest smiles that I ever saw on Vala’s face, she flung herself forward to wrap her arms around the armored woman.

Lake hesitantly closed her arms around Vala. “Thank you. I did not believe I would ever see such a sight again.”

“You deserve it,” Vala said. “I even put some vidya consoles inside for you.”

“Vi-vidya consoles? What are those?”

Lake could not seen Vala’s face due to their positioning, but I saw it.

I saw Vala’s devilish grin.

	You’ll still do the tower defense thing with me even if Vala abandons us to sit around inside playing games all day, right?


“Probably. Even I would feel bad if you got lonely and bored,” I answered Window.

	In that case…
BATTLE TIME SINCE IT’S NEVER GOING TO HAPPEN UNLESS I START IT OUT OF NOWHERE SINCE YOU TWO ARE TAKING FOREVER




Chapter Sixteen

Window suddenly forcing us to begin the next battle made me think of something—it reminded me of one of the earliest “game mechanics” that I discovered but saw nothing about afterward. “Shouldn’t we be getting experience and leveling up? We have levels, don’t we?”

	💦 💦 💦


“What’s that supposed to be?”

	Sweat.


“You’re sweating? Couldn’t you just make your body sweat?”

	How is a window supposed to sweat?


“In the same way that you can give yourself a mouth and arms.”

	Copy-pasting emojis is more fun. Plus it’s easier.


“Isn’t Vala lazy enough for all of us?”

Vala looked smugly proud of that.

	She might be the queen of laziness, but that doesn’t mean the rest of us don’t get to be lazy. Being the king of virginity doesn’t mean that others don’t get to be virgins. It just means that nobody can be as virgin as you.


“Vala, we’re making Window watch when we have sex,” I said purely just to make a point to Window without actually thinking about the words that left my mouth.

It was only when nobody gave me a response that I looked around to see what the problem was.

Vala was the reddest that she’d been in a while.

“My partner’s descendent is that sort of man, I see,” Lake said. “The world has changed more than I know if such a thing is acceptable enough to say so boldly now.”

	…


“You’re all taking me too seriously. I didn’t mean it,” I tried to explain. “It was just a joke.” Then I felt as if I might have been saying something wrong. After all, I made a joke about having sex with my girlfriend and then claimed to not mean it. Was there a chance that Vala would think I didn’t want to have sex with her in that case? “I mean, I was only joking about the making Window watch part. It’s not like I don’t want to have—”

It was then that I realized I was saying too much.

	. . .


As stupid as I might have felt, I was more worried about Vala. I didn’t want to accidentally embarrass her or anything, especially now that we were in front of one of her old friends. There is a difference between teasing somebody to embarrass them in the good way and being an idiot and embarrassing them by accident in the bad way.

Fortunately for me, she didn’t seem upset or anything. She was pure red, yes, but she didn’t look angry or annoyed or anything. She just looked… extremely cute which made me want to finish what I was about to say.

But I wouldn’t. Not in front of Lake and Window at least. Besides, we were together for less than twenty-four hours. Even if we knew each other for years prior to getting together, it wouldn’t have been right for me to start talking about sex so early. Right? It wasn’t like I had experience with relationships or anything, but I didn’t want to let my desire to lose my virginity ruin anything. I wanted Vala to know that I cared about way more than just sex. Sex wasn’t even a big deal to me in the first place. I was mainly interested in having it just so that I could shut Window up and force her to find a new way to tease me.

Finally, Vala spoke up. “Y-you don’t have enough love points for that yet… bu-but you might by tonight…”

What she said made me think that she wanted it just as much as I did, but she also didn’t want to sound too easy, so she gave me an easy requirement to pass. Or so I thought. Again, I wasn’t exactly good with relationship stuff, so all I had to go off of was my gut feeling.

And my gut feeling told me that I had to try my best to get those love points up. Hearing what Vala had to say—I didn’t even care about depriving Window of her go-to insult anymore. All I wanted was Vala.

“You know that he is thousands of years younger than you, don’t you?” Lake asked Vala.

I was worried about embarrassing Vala only for Lake to be the one to embarrass her.

Lake sighed and crossed her arms over her chest. “Don’t you think that you should find another dragon to enter a union with?”

“That’s not allowed,” I said, stepping between Lake and Vala. “Vala is mine. Not even another dragon can take her from me.” Regardless of who Lake was and what connection she had to my ancestors, all that mattered to me was that she was implying Vala should be with somebody other than me.

And I didn’t like that.

Maybe it was jealousy. Maybe it was possessiveness. Whatever it was, I knew that I didn’t like the idea of Vala being with anybody other than me. Even if we were only friends, I wouldn’t want anybody getting between our friendship. Not when I used to think that she was a he who I played games with, and certainly not now that I was dating her.

“You look nothing like her,” Lake said, “but I can see her in you. Viviana must be proud to know that her descendant is such a man, even if you do have a debaucherous side. If it is really your wish to stay by this dragon’s side, I will not only honor it, but I will protect your wish to the best of my ability.”

“That’s a big change from implying we should break up,” I said.

“It is not that I want to separate you two. Vala has given me that which I thought I would never see again, and you are the descendent of my partner. I only struggle to see how a dragon and human can find happiness with one another. It only brought conflict to Viviana.”

“I’ll punch conflict in the face.”

“Heh. Viviana threatened to stab me into the face of conflict. You really are like her, except more perverse.”

“Listen, I’m not some kind of pervert. I was only saying that to mess with the floating window over there.”

“It’s alright. Viviana might not have been as perverse as you, but she had her own tastes. She brought new dresses to make Vala wear every time they met.”

“Too bad she didn’t live during the time of cosplay.”

“Cosplay? What’s that?”

“You’ve got a lot of catching up to do.”

	OKAY FOR REAL THIS TIME I’M STARTING THE BATTLE BECAUSE I’M BORED AND NOT BEING INCLUDED IN THE TALKING


“Wait, you never explained leveling!”

	💦 💦 💦 BATTLE STARTING TIME 💦 💦 💦


Before anything could be explained, the scenery around us changed from the typical field to the center of a forest with a dirt path in front of us. Ahead of us was a large clearing with a river running through the center of it, and the path split into two branches that went over the river with the assistance of wooden bridges before rejoining at the far side of the clearing. The next thing I knew, Window lifted us up into the air and I was given the ability to place towers from a pool that featured those we already built, and the hero selection showed three of us now with Lake. Though, only two of us could be chosen still.

And, of course, my greenhouse was right behind us at the end of the path again.

“Now that I’m thinking about it, isn’t this kind of bad design for tower defense? You’re supposed to be able to build, demolish, and replace towers during the battle. And upgrade them. Then you start over the next time. Instead, towers carry over and we can’t exactly reposition them or remove them during the fight,” I said.

	Who said you can’t? Just because you haven’t tried doesn’t mean you can’t.


“That’s not a bad point. How do I do it during the battle?”

	Just say “Tower Mode” or something.


“Still kind of feels like this wouldn’t work as an actual game.”

	Probably not. If we ever get a video game adaptation then we’ll have to make a system that actually works. I’m hoping for a mobile game adaptation, personally. Just imagine how much money we could make by locking waifus behind a gacha!


“Of course you would. Anyways, Vala, any ideas?” I asked, looking at the tower selection. A miniaturized version of each tower floated in front of us as the potential locations for them on the ground glowed.

I didn’t get an answer.

“Vala?” I repeated.

“O-oh, sorry,” she said.

“Something wrong?”

“Ju-just… you—you were really cool… and it made me really happy to hear that you won’t let anybody else take me…”

“Are my love points high enough now?” I teased, hoping that the implication was obvious enough. I just couldn’t resist since she refused to stop being so irresistibly cute.

She turned even brighter before nodding her head.

Whether we were actually going to do anything or not didn’t matter to me as long as I got to see her reactions.

As much as I wanted to tease her some more, we did have a battle that we had to do before we could think about doing anything else. Window would make sure of that.

“How about we place one warrior tower in front of the greenhouse again to catch anything that slips past us, another right in front of the split to intercept enemies coming down both paths, and another all the way back by the split to slow them down when they first come in?” I proposed.

I felt bad about having some of the dogs basically sacrifice themselves just to slow the enemy down, but it sounded like a good strategy to me. There was another slot open between the first two warrior towers where the third could be placed, but I figured that leaving that spot open for another damage-dealing tower would be more useful. Not only that, but slowing them down as soon as they entered the map would give us more time to react and reposition ourselves as well as give us time to finish off the enemies from the previous waves in case we weren’t fast enough.

“Yeah,” Vala agreed. She still sounded flustered, but gaming talk calmed her down some. “We… can place the archer tower here,” she pointed at the location where the path split into two, “and the bee tower up here?” she said, pointing at the spot on the outer side of the northern path right before the bridge.

Her suggestion put the archer tower in a spot where it could attack enemies coming down either path and then support the nearest warrior tower, and it didn’t matter where the bumblebee tower was, so it made sense to put the bees’ tower in an out-of-the-way spot.

“Let’s go with that,” I said. “What about heroes? Which two of us should go?”

“Do you wanna play, Lake?” Vala asked, looking at the personified sword hovering in the air with us.

“This is some sort of play battle, right?” Lake asked.

“Yeah, it’s fun.”

“I’ll pass… but I will watch. Even if it is a game, I am interested in seeing how the descendent of Viviana carries himself in battle.”

I chose Vala and I as the heroes, and then Window lowered us to the ground. “I carry myself by having no idea what I’m doing while swinging around an axe,” I answered. “I guess it’s me and you again,” I said to Vala.

She smiled and held her hand out only for her favorite spear to appear in front of her fingers, dramatically grabbing onto it before spinning it around and striking a cool pose. She stood on one foot with her other leg bent upward, her spear facing downward in one hand at her side.

Even I recognized the pose. “The classic dragoon pose? That’s pretty fitting.”

“Hehehe, right?” Vala answered.

“Now if only you had a better spear and some armor to match the pose.”

“Oversized shirts are the best armor.”

“I’m not so sure about that.”

“The more you love me, the higher the shirt’s defense is!”

What she said made no sense, but I was starting to love that about her. “Then I guess it just got even stronger.”

	Is it me or did you two get even flirtier now that somebody else is here? Are you exhibitionists? Are you trying to make her feel like a lonely, old woman who’s destined to be single forever? She’s supposed to be a sword, not a Christmas cake.


I expected a less-than-pleased reaction from Lake in response to what Window displayed… but, when I turned to look at Lake, she had a smile spread across her lips. “Please, I would be happy to be alone with my new home. As long as I can sleep, go fishing, and enjoy a firepit, I will be glad to stay alone,” she explained.

	It’s okay. Even if you don’t join the harem, you can still be a waifu.


“A what?”

“Just ignore her,” I said.

“Oh, that reminds me,” Vala said. “Wanna join Drake’s harem?”

“Drake’s… harem?” Lake asked with a confused expression.

“Yeah. I’m gonna make sure he has at least twenty wives. Me included.”

“Why… why would any man wish to have that many wives? The thought of having one lifelong partner, in that regard, is too much for me. And wouldn’t you rather keep him to yourself? Why share?”

“Because it’s going to be the kind of harem where we all love each other instead of us only loving him! That means we all share each other. That means if he gets at least twenty wives, it means I get at least nineteen wives and one husbando.”

“A husbando?”

“Don’t question it,” I said.

“I’ll… pass. Romance has never interested me. Even friendship is tiring.”

“Do you want me to get you a pet dog at least?” Vala asked. “Maybe a pet wolf?”

“You can get me a pet wolf?”

“Ye—”

	Can we start please?


“Oh, sorry, Window. Yeah, let’s start. I’ll give you a pet wolf later, Lake,” Vala said.

Lake looked childishly excited and was quick to nod her head before stepping back to the greenhouse, leaning her back against it to watch as our battle began.

The metal tower rose in the distance, the battle’s information floated in the air next to it, and the first enemies could be seen approaching. At the far end of the clearing, Delphi and her fellow dogs ran out from their doghouse of a tower to block the path to the best of their ability. The dogs of the other towers got ready, too. Cami’s tower was the one next to the archer tower and Lavi’s tower was the one nearest to my greenhouse again.

At least Delphi wasn’t totally without support. The bees took flight and shot their stingers at the approaching cats as soon as the cats entered the “map.” Whichever cats made it past Delphi’s group were harassed by bees until they were within range of the archer tower. They traded stingers for arrows as the bees returned to Delphi’s group to shoot the next batch of cats making it past them.

The few cats that made it through Delphi’s group, the bees, and the archer tower came against Cami’s group which was supported by Vala and I.

They stood no chance.

“This is easier than I thought it would be,” I said.

“That’s because it’s only the first level of the second stage,” Vala explained. “We get to take it a little bit easy since the last fight had a boss!”

“Makes sense.”

I was so used to things not making sense that I felt like questioning something that did make sense.

But there was no time for questions.

We made it to the third wave without any enemies even making it past Cami’s group, but that had the potential to change now.

	New Enemy Discovered!
Cat Raider
Threat: ★★
HP: They’ve got some nice health.
Damage: 9
Defense: 4
Dangerous cats from The North that have come to pillage your greenhouse and steal your flowers!



Delphi’s group was in the process of healing up, so they weren’t able to slow down the newest enemies to come down the path.

Five cat raiders approached us. They had fur armor that made them look like wannabe Vikings and they held axes in their mouths instead of swords.

“Let’s see if we can stall a couple of them,” I told Vala. “We’ll let the dogs and archers deal with the ones that make it past us.”

“Wanna make a bet to see who can beat one first?” Vala asked.

“What does the winner get?”

“The loser has to do whatever the winner wants for the rest of the night!”

“So, if I win, I can make you exercise and garden before bed?”

“Ye-yeah. Stuff like… that.”

“Deal. I’ll win and then I’m going to train some of that laziness out of—”

Vala flew forward and slammed her spear into one of the cat raiders, knocking it off of the path into the river which took it downstream and away from the battle.

I didn’t even get to take a single step toward one of the cat raiders before she defeated one.

I was suddenly worried about what she was going to make me do if she was so eager to win the bet. But, for the moment, I at least got to enjoy how cute she looked as she held up a peace sign to me.


Chapter Seventeen

The first cat raiders were easily dealt with thanks to Vala’s sudden intensity. Only one of the raiders actually made it past us to the rest of our towers, and it was sent running back to where it came from between the dogs, bees, and archers.

Vala was the first to defeat one of our newest enemies, so that meant I had to do whatever she wanted for the rest of the night.

“Will you really do whatever I want?” Vala asked, narrowing her eyes at me.

“I’m a man of my word, especially to my girlfriend,” I answered.

She giggled with a smile before looking at the next wave of enemies coming toward us. “Then… I want you to defeat one of them with the power of friendship!”

“How am I supposed to do that?!”

“By befriending one! No, wait, you have to hug one! Hug one until it surrenders!”

“I don’t want to hug a cat! And it’s going to scratch me!”

“B-but you said you’re a man of your word… especially to your… to your girlfriend…”

I clenched my fists and looked at the incoming cats.

To think that my first ever girlfriend is a massive sadist… but if that’s what she wants me to do, I’ll do it. And then I’ll repay her for this the next time we have a challenge to make the other listen to them!

I had absolutely zero interest in playing nicely with any sort of feline, but I was a man of my word.

I dropped my PickAxe and charged straight into the incoming wave of cats.

The first cat to make its way past Delphi and her group stopped in its tracks when it saw me coming straight for it. It looked to its fellow cats at its sides, but each of the other cats backed away from it to get out of my way—to leave my target by itself.

And it was one of the cat raiders.

The thought of hugging a cat was reprehensible, but I was a man of my word!

I picked the cat up, causing it to drop the axe held by its mouth, and squeezed my arms around it! The cat yowled as its claws scratched me from my forehead down to my shoulders. Its small body desperately tried to break free from my grasp, but I would not stop hugging the cat until it surrendered!

The cat was so warm… and fluffy… and it had cute little whiskers… but no! I shook the corrosive thoughts from my mind and reminded myself that it was my enemy! That all of feline kind was my sworn enemy!

Yet, holding the cat so closely… it had such pristine fluff. It felt like I was hugging the pillow of royalty—no, the pillow of deities. Its little ears twitched, its tail smacked against me… no! Not only were dogs objectively fluffier and cuter in every single way perceivable by mankind, but I could barely see because of how much blood covered my face because of the cat scratching me!

I had to hug the cat even tighter. I had to defeat it. I had to force it to surrender. I had to feel its fluffy body more—no, I had to conquer it! I had to put it in its place!

And so, I squeezed as tightly as I could—I gave the cat a hug so powerful that it could be called an ultra hug! No, my hug went even beyond ultra!

“This,” Vala paused, staring on in disbelief at what she was watching, “this is a plus ultra hug!”

Finally, the cat surrendered.

And then I heard the crack.

Its head fell to its side as one of those cartoonish ghosts flowed out through its mouth.

The next thing I knew, I heard the sirens of an ambulance as all the cats and dogs in front of me moved to the sides of the path. Running down said path were two cats, only standing on their back legs, holding a cat-sized stretched between them. They both wore white uniforms with hats featuring red crosses. The cat in the rear had what looked like a music box with a megaphone attached to it strapped to its back, and that was where the siren came from. Meanwhile, the cat in front had a collar with a red flashing bell hanging from it.

They ran right up to me and pointed at the limp cat I was holding. I carefully lowered the overly hugged cat down onto the stretcher, and then they left… but not before looking up at me with disgusted glares.

Once the medic cats were gone, Delphi and the other dogs looked away as all the cats directed their glares at me. Even the bees, which were supposed to be performing strafing runs, held position in the air while looking away from me.

I only had one ally left in this.

I looked at Vala.

Vala looked away, scratching the side of her face while whistling.

“It’s—it’s the cat’s fault for being so huggable!” I shouted.

	Really? You’re already a horrible person without victim shaming. Do you really want to add victim shaming to the list of things that make you a despicable virgin?


“How am I supposed to resist?! I don’t know how to be gentle! This is why I love dogs! Dogs like when you’re rough! Cats just scratch you and bite you and hiss at you and it’s my fault that they have such fluffy fur?!”

	Why can’t you just be as gentle as you are with plants?


“They’re obviously different!”

	Yeah! Plants are less important than c


“Don’t finish that sentence.”

	Yeah! Plants are less important than ca


“Don’t finish it, Window!”

	Yeah! Plants are less important than cat


“I’m warning you!”

	Yeah! Plants are less important than cats


“Don’t add a punctuation mark to finish it!”

	Yeah! Plants are less important than cats!


“I’m going to—I’m going to…”

	You’re going to what? Try to break me in half like you tried doing to that poor, innocent, fluffy little cat? Oh, maybe I should give myself cat ears. Will that excite you more, you perverted, virgin, cat-abusing, victim blamer?!


“You’re lucky that I feel bad about hurting that cat!”

	Wait, you actually feel that bad?


“Of course I do!”

	You know it was just for comedic effect and that it’ll be totally fine, right?


“Breaking spines isn’t for comedic effect!”

	Everything is for comedic effect if you’re brave enough.


“That’s how you get controversies. Do you want controversy?”

	I can vanish to leave you alone with the controversy if I need to.


“That’s not right.”

	It’s just like how I can vanish to leave you alone with a bunch of cats who want your blood if I need to.


“I think we should banter some more instead.”

	I’m not feeling it.


“Come on, Window. Say something stupid that I can react as the straight man to.”

	You’re a wonderful person.


“I said something stupid.”

	I know. I guess it was just so unbelievable that it wasn’t even funny.


“You—”

She vanished.

The cats had all the opportunity in the world to just go right on past me while I was distracted by Window, but they planned on waiting as long as it took.

At least they had the manners to wait.

“Vala, if you have any tricks, now is the time to use them,” I said.

She still refused to look in my direction. “S-sorry, but I kinda think you deserve it…”

“You’re the one who ordered me to hug one of them!”

“I—I didn’t mean try to hug them to death…”

“Will you at least take care of me after I’m done being mauled nearly to death?”

“I’ll pamper you… if you survive.”

“Have some more confidence in my survival!”

She ignored my request, returning to whistling instead.

There was only one thing left to do.

“Alright,” I said to the cats, turning to face them once more. “I know you all want to kill me, but I can’t allow that. One, I would never let a cat kill me. Two, I’m going to be pampered by my girlfriend if I survive. Three, I don’t want to die. Four, I’m not going down without a fight. If you’re going to try to kill me, I’m going to try to kill you!”

The cats readied their blades and extended their nails.

All I had was my PickAxe.

Not even the dogs nor bees were willing to help me.

“I don’t suppose a heroic cavalry charge can come and save me now?” I asked, looking around just to be sure.

There was no heroic cavalry charge coming to save me.

I took a deep breath and said, “Come at me, you degenerate hairballs who are objectively worse than canines.”

Needless to say, they came at me. All of them. At once. Unfortunately, it wasn’t like one of those fight scenes in movies where the bad guys only approach one at a time.

I only got to swing my axe a single time before I was trapped inside of a ball of cats. Similar to how bees could surround hornets and vibrate to essentially cook the hornet to death inside of a death ball made of bees, I was cooked alive by cats.

But replace cooked alive with scratched and bitten alive.

When they finally got off of me, my entire body was covered in scratch and bite marks, there was blood pretty much everywhere, and so much hair came loose from their bodies that I had to spit the hair out of my mouth before I created a hairball of my own.

And then when I looked up, I saw a timer floating above me. It was counting down from thirty seconds.

	This is your respawn timer. You’ll get teleported back to the start when it reaches zero.


“Where’s my ambulance? Where’s my stretcher?” I asked, barely even able to move my mouth enough to speak.

	What makes you think you deserve one?


“Nothing, but I still want one. It’s not fair.”

	What are you? A little kid?


“I’m in pain.”

	You deserve it. Oh, by the way, how do you feel about getting scars from this? I can make it so you respawn without any lasting effects, or I could give you some scars.


“I’d rather not ruin what good looks I have with scars.”

	Vala would think they’re hot.


“Scar me up.”

	I’ll only give you a couple of scars. You don’t deserve to keep every single scratch you just got.


“Leave me the coolest looking ones.”

	I’m tied between three of them. You have one on your face, one on your neck, and one on your chest. Pick two.


“Is the one on my face one of those badass scars that go over the eye?”

	No, it’s one of those small ones that goes over the nose that spunky young kids have in shounen anime.


“Does it look cool?”

	I mean, it’s a cliché for a reason. People think it looks cool.


“Alright, keep it. And for the other one…”

	The one on your neck could get Vala to kiss and bite there. Same with the one on your chest.


“S-so, it depends on where I want that.”

	Somebody’s blushing even though they’re “dead” >3>


“I’m going to throw you.”

	You’re such a tsundere even though I’m trying to be a wingwindow right now.


“I appreciate it, but I’m still going to throw you. And… keep the one on the neck.”

	Yeah, yeah. You better appreciate me. And you better appreciate me letting you keep a couple of scars even though they were only caused by cat claws.


“Cat claws are seriously dangerous!”

	You’re so dramatic. Anyways, I’m respawning you now. Try not to break any backs this time.


If there was one positive side to being attacked by cats, it was that they were too weak and small to break my back in revenge for what I did to their fallen companion.

I still felt bad about that cat, too. Even his little ghost looked so cute and sad.

And the instant I was “alive” again, I immediately shook that thought from my head. The cat’s ghost was every bit as horrible as its real body!

More importantly, I was the one filled with a desire for revenge now. I was lucky, too. My respawn had perfect timing. One of the cats made it past my final line of dogs. If it wasn’t for me respawning when and where I did, it would have taken one of the hearts on my greenhouse’s door.

I swung my PickAxe into the cat, sending it flying off of the path and into a nearby tree.

Crack.

The cat’s back slammed into the tree, and it wasn’t the tree that made a cracking sound.

The sound of sirens reached my ears once more as a ghost drifted out of the cat’s mouth.

“Seriously?! All I did was attack like normal that time!” I shouted.

Vala, the dogs, the bees—they all looked away from me.

“This isn’t even funny! I’m going to get mauled again! And you better not say that this is all for comedic effect, either! There’s nothing funny about being covered in bloody scratches, Window!”

	Leave me out of this. You’re the one who just tried breaking another cat’s back. And right after I tried doing something nice for you…
*sniff*
Where did I go wrong? Did I not love you enough growing up?



I grabbed onto Window as the cats surrounded me.

	He-hey! What do you think you’re doing?!


“If I’m going down then I’m taking you with me.”

	But I didn’t do anything! I don’t deserve to be taken down with you!


“It’s for comedic effect.”

	BUT


The cats mauled us.

Fortunately, Vala and what animals could reach the cats were enough to finish them off before they reached the greenhouse, but Window and I were side-by-side covered in scratches and bites.

	Rest in Peace
Window
XXXX - XXXX
Window was a friend, lover, and informational status window to many. She will be missed and fondly remembered.
🖕



“Don’t just copy-paste your tombwindow message from the last time. Be more creative,” I groaned.

	Rest in Peace
Window
XXXX - XXXX
Window was killed by cats by a stupid jerk virgin who decided to take her down with him FOR NO REASON OTHER THAN “COMEDIC EFFECT” TO TRY AND BE A SMARTASS
🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕



At least I could still laugh while dead.

And at least the rest of the battle went smoothly after that. No new enemies were introduced, I took extra care to stop breaking the backs of cats, and I didn’t get brutally mauled to death anymore. I also got an extra two scars, one on my left arm and one on my chest.

But all I was really interested in was making Vala stay true to her word about pampering me after the battle.

I died twice. I deserved it.

But at the same time… I still had to do anything she wanted for the rest of the night.


Chapter Eighteen

	Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Stage 2-1: The Forest of Cats
Completion: ★★
Enemies Defeated: I’m kind of tired of counting. Does it even really matter? I mean, it’s not like you need to know how exactly many you beat right after getting done fighting all of them.
Rewards: Enough Gold Coins to be convenient to the plot, 50 Cat Fur Scraps, 40 Cat Bones, 20 Cat Paws, 3 Roast Duck Dinners with Spiked Strawberry Lemonade, and enough food for everybody in the towers. Oh, and some… uh… something specific to the new area… umm… what about… 10 Tough Cat Hides?



“Wait,” I said, looking over Window’s window. “This looks familiar. Did you copy-paste this from the last post-battle screen and only change a few things about it?”

	N-no…


“Then why do we only have two stars for competition when we didn’t lose any hearts?”

	Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Stage 2-1: The Forest of Cats
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: I’m kind of tired of counting. Does it even really matter? I mean, it’s not like you need to know how exactly many you beat right after getting done fighting all of them.
Rewards: Enough Gold Coins to be convenient to the plot, 50 Cat Fur Scraps, 40 Cat Bones, 20 Cat Paws, 3 Roast Duck Dinners with Spiked Strawberry Lemonade, and Tough Cat Hides.



“You can’t just change it. I already saw your mistake.”

	L-look, I’m an informational status window. My job is to present information in a window format. I’m not a game developer and I have no idea how to do all the balance stuff and counting is boring and it’s harder than you know to come up with this stuff! I think I’ll start only listing the types of enemies instead of how many…


“Is that why you only gave us enough coins for plot convenience instead of actually giving a specific amount that you would need to keep track of?”

	Yeah, and I won’t even try denying it! Counting is stupid! I’m going on strike until my working conditions are improved! I’m seizing the means of informational status windows!


“You don’t exactly have to go on a strike when you’re kind of in charge of everything. You’re your own boss.”

	Oh. Right. So, I can stop trying so hard to do numbers and all that stuff? Coming up with descriptions and names for enemies is fun, and crafting stuff is fun, too, but all the other stuff is so boring. It’s even grindier than the mobile games I play without any of the pay-for-ease since I’m the one who has to do the work in the first place.


“As long as we get food after the battles, I’m happy.”

	Deal. Don’t worry, if we ever get a video game adaptation, everything will be designed to actually make sense to make for a fun game. Until then, I’m going to copy my creator and be lazy. No more overly-complicated numbers that nobody actually cares about! The only time I’ll include stuff like that is if it’s super important! Oh, and this includes the material items you get. I’ll just give you “enough” so that nothing gets tedious, and then if you need more, you can just say you repeated a battle or something so nobody complains about where you’re getting the materials from.


“You lost me again with that last part.”

	*sigh*
Let me demonstrate.
Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Stage 2-1: The Forest of Cats
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: Cat Scouts, Cat Soldiers, Cat Runners, Bagged Cats, Cat Raiders
Rewards: Gold Coins, Cat Fur Scraps, Cat Bones, Cat Paws, Roast Duck Dinners with Spiked Strawberry Lemonade, and Tough Cat Hides [NEW].
Look, I even spiced it up a little bit by putting a [NEW] indicator next to the new item. I might have simplified things, but I made sure to include a quality-of-life change!



“Alright, I think I understand. Can we have something else to drink this time, though?”

	Oh, yeah, sure. Do you want something different to eat too?


“No way. I’m not going to turn down roast duck. For the drink… either of you want something?” I asked, looking at Vala and Lake.

Vala, rather than give me an answer, looked at Lake. “You haven’t have anything to drink in a long time, so you pick!”

“Something to drink?” Lake asked. “I… I do not—I am not familiar with anything other than water and milk. I was never fond of ale, so… water?”

“Come on, it’s your first drink in forever! You need something more fun than water!”

“I do not need any liquid.”

“That’s why it’s even more important to drink something other than water! Water is only for us who need it to survive! You need some Mountain Condensation or Monsters!”

“Monsters…?”

“Yeah, it’s an energy drink with a big M and a bunch of monsters on it. It’s super good. Some people mix it with coffee or alcohol.”

“Please don’t suggest something that can lead to a caffeine overdose to a sword who doesn’t know any better,” I cut in. Even if Lake was a sword, the last thing she needed was whatever disgusting combination that Monsters and coffee resulted in.

“I—I don’t need you to protect me,” Lake said, both sounding and looked flustered which surprised me. “I am the sword. I will be the one who protects.”

“But all you did was watch during the fight.”

“Because I did not want to waste my strength on playing!”

“Did they look like they were playing when they catpiled me to death?”

	dogpiled*


“No, catpiled. Dogpiles are good thing. Catpiles are bad things.”

	😩


“I like your other faces better.”

	You mean these ones? owo


“Never owo me again.”

	Okay uwu


“Never uwu me again.”

	*oWo intensifies*
…
UwU



I had to turn my attention back to Lake before Window drove me insane.

“Vala is right. Water is boring. She’s also wrong. No Monsters and coffee. So, we’ll get you a… whiskey,” I declared, snapping my fingers at Window.

She wagged her window around as if trying to get my attention, probably to complain about not being my slave or something and that she wouldn’t listen to me just because I snapped my fingers.

And then she popped a glass of whiskey into existence for Lake.

“Woah, are you sure?” Vala asked me. “Whiskey is strong! And she never liked that kind of stuff before.” Vala then turned her attention to Window. I still had no idea what Window was trying to say, but it was clear that she was trying to get my attention to say something, and Vala seemed to be enjoying Window’s attempts.

“She seems like a whiskey type to me,” I answered and then looked at Lake. “Besides, whatever alcohol you had back then wasn’t distilled, probably sour because sanitization wasn’t a thing so it was likely infected, and—just try it. Take small sips.”

Lake brought the glass up to her nose and gave it a few sniffs. She pulled away from the first sniff, but then kept her nose close to the glass for the next few sips.

And then she sipped it.

Except her idea of a sip was to apparently take a swig of it.

Her eyes shot open wide as she coughed and spit out most of the whiskey. The hand that wasn’t holding the whiskey grabbed her throat and rubbed it to try and get rid of the new burning sensation likely filling it.

“I said to sip it. Little sips,” I said, shaking my head.

“It—it is not bad, but… I feel like my throat is on fire,” Lake said with a raspy voice.

A few seconds later and she went back for another sip. This time, she actually sipped it like she was supposed to.

“Well? How is it now that you’re not trying to burn a hole through your throat?” I asked.

“Much better,” Lake replied. A sigh of relief left her lips after that.

And then she took another sip.

I returned my attention to Window. “You make sure to give her something good and smooth, Window?”

	WHO DO YOU THINK YOU ARE SNAPPING YOUR FINGERS AT ME? YOU THINK I’M JUST GOING TO LISTEN TO YOU AND POP SOMETHING INTO EXISTENCE BECAUSE YOU SNAPPED YOUR FINGERS LIKE SOME SORT OF SNOBBY BOSS IN A TUXEDO OR SOMETHING?
HEY, DON’T IGNORE ME. YOU KNOW THAT I’M TRYING TO TALK TO YOU RIGHT NOW.
I WILL SMACK YOU IF YOU DON’T LOOK THIS WAY.
WHY AREN’T YOU LOOKING OVER HERE?
???
WOW OKAY
FINE
JUST IGNORE ME
YOU’RE LUCKY THAT THIS IS FOR LAKE OR I WOULDN’T DO THIS FOR YOU
AND HERE I THOUGHT WE WERE BEING FRIENDLY AND NICE TO EACH OTHER AGAIN
INSTEAD YOU JUST WANT TO SNAP YOUR FINGERS ALL LIKE MISTER SNAPPY SNAPS AND THEN IGNORE ME
K.
KKKKKKKKKKKKKKK.
F U
YOU’RE SERIOUSLY IGNORING ME STILL?
VALA, I SEE YOU LAUGHING, STOP GIGGLING. YOU’RE ENCOURAGING HIS BEHAVIOR.
DON’T ACT LIKE YOU CAN’T SEE THIS. I KNOW YOU SEE THIS.
YOU BOTH SUCK.
AND HERE I WAS GOING TO HELP SET THE MOOD FOR YOUR PLAN TONIGHT
SET THE MOOD YOURSELF
Wow, I’m going to have to decrease the line spacing between all that since it’s taking up way too much space right now.
Yeah, I gave her the best stuff I knew of.



“Window, you uh, have a lot of struck out text there.”

	What? I don’t know what you’re talking about.


“You just deleted all of it.”

	Somebody was saying something and then it was ignored, and now you’re being ignored when you finally bring it up? Hmm… weird. I wonder if you’d get an answer if only you would have paid attention in the first place.


“This isn’t weird at all. I know exactly what you’re doing.”

	Maybe you should snap your fingers again. You seem to enjoy bossing people around with your little virgin fingers. I bet they’re not the only little virgin things you have.


At that point, I had no choice but to snap my fingers out of spite.

And then she bit me.

Window, the informational status window, gave herself a large mouth full of sharp teeth that she latched onto my hand with.

I waved my hand around to try and shake her gnawing mouth off of me, but Window refused to give up.

“Vala! Window turned into a vampire! Or some other monster that bites people!” I shouted before lowering my hand to the ground so that I could step on the end of Window’s window to hold her down as I pulled my hand away.

It didn’t work.

“I don’t know if I should help or watch,” Vala said. “You’re my boyfriend, but… this is kind of funny. Maybe I should take a nap while you two figure it out.”

“You’re supposed to be pampering me right now! Instead, I’m having my hand devoured by an informational status window! Hey, sword, help me!”

“Ehh?” Lake asked, swaying from side to side where she stood with reddened cheeks.

The sword-turned-woman was drunk.

After just a few sips.

It was one of those things that didn’t make sense that I actually wanted to question, but I was too distracted by the fact that Window was still biting me!

“You wanna wield me? You think you have what it takes to be my master?” Lake asked. “My old mashter defeated a bunch of monsters with me. You think you’ve got what it takes, boy?” Then, while holding her own sword—which really didn’t make sense to me since she was a sword turned into a human wielding… herself—she pointed it down at Window and took a swig of her whiskey. This time without any coughing. “You wanna die?”

Delphi and Cami jumped in front of Window with their swords ready to defend her. Meanwhile, Lavi stood off to the side looking up at Lake with sparkling stars in her eyes.

Window finally let go of my hand once she was threatened by Lake.

Looking down at my hand, it was covered in bloody bite marks that made it look like a shark was trying to tear my hand off!

And Window had blood dripping down her window where her mouth used to be!

“You bit me!” I shouted at her.

	You should appreciate it, you masochistic virgin.


“Don’t make it sound like you did me a service! Give me my blood back!”

	I’m an informational status window. I’ll die without blood.


“Are all informational status windows vampires?!”

	Every informational status window you have ever seen in a video game was fueled by the blood of virgins offered to them by the developers before release in a blood ritual.


“Video games are evil! You’re evil!”

	Mwahahaha! I am the true antagonist of this game! I am the ultimate enemy who you think is your friend until the final mission, and then I betray you and you’re all like “Oh no! Not my love, Window, who I thought would be by my side forever!”


“You’re playing your hand way too early! You’re not an antagonist, you’re just a sadist with a biting fetish!”

	Li-listen… you don’t just call out an informational status window like that…


“Do you really have to keep calling yourself an informational status window instead of just a window, you informational status window?”

	It pads the word count to say informational status window instead of only window. Besides, I am very proud of being an informational status window. Informational status windows should never shorten informational status window to something like window because that is an insult not only to one’s own status as an informational status window, but it is an insult to informational status windows everywhere that no informational status window should ever have to tolerate.
Informational
Status
Window
- Window, the Informational Status Window



“Vala, I’m ready for my pampering,” I sighed.

“Don’t forget that you still have to do anything I want tonight, too!” Vala was sure to remind me.

“I know, but you have to pamper me, first.”

“Si-since when are you able to admit you want to be pampered so easily? I thought you were too tsun for that…”

“I’m not a tsun, whatever that is. You’re my girlfriend, I got killed by cats twice, I almost lost my arm to an informational status window that was created by a blood ritual, and I just want to spend some time with my girlfriend because I’m still in the new phase of a relationship where I want to spend as much time being clingy and lovey as possible with you.”

“Y-you—” Vala turned red from her neck up to her horns. “You—you’re way too good at suddenly being really honest and throwing me off guard… I don’t even know how I’m supposed to react to any of that…”

“You can react to it by being my girlfriend and hanging out with me where we’re not under danger by drunken swords and ravenous, informational status windows.”

“We-well, there’s… something I had Window prepare for us. Do you—do you… umm… maybe—maybe want to… g-go on a date? W-well, maybe not a date. You don’t have to do anything since I know you’re tired! You just have to… go there with me and I can do everything.”

“Sure, we can go wherever you want.”

Agreeing to her plan turned her an even darker shade of red.

I had no idea what she had in mind for me—I had no idea what I just so easily agreed to.

But if I had known what it was that I agreed to, I wouldn’t have been able to agree with such a calm voice.

“Window! I—I know you said you wouldn’t help me earlier, but… can you please teleport us there now? A-and make sure everybody is fed and take Lake to her cabin?” Vala asked.

“Huuh?” Lake asked. “What’s that about a cabin? That some kind of dragon or something? Does it want to die? Hey, boy,” Lake poked me, “you want to wield me?”

Window smacked herself into the back of Lake’s head, knocking her out with a comedic bump forming where she hit her.

	I’ll make sure she’s safe. I’ll teleport your food and stuff to the place, too.


“Thanks, Window,” Vala said.

	I spawned some rubbers there, too.


“Wh-wha—”

	I’m joking. I know you won’t be needing those.


“Tha-that makes it sound even—even…!”

	Go get you some, girl.


Smoke puffed out from Vala’s ears as Window turned to face me.

	I know she’s a dragon but you still have to be gentle. You better appreciate this.


“What are you even talking about?” I asked Window.

It should have been more than obvious what she was talking about, but I was killed by cats, twice, and then assaulted by an informational status window.

And there was the whole virginity thing, too.

	You won’t be able to use the excuse in that last sentence anymore after tonight.


“What?”

	Have fun, virgin.
Also if you hurt her I’m going to make your pain sensitivity a billion times higher and then slowly dismember you.



Before I could raise any concerns over that last part, Vala and I found ourselves teleported to a place that could be described as nothing short of perfect.


Chapter Nineteen

Billions of stars surrounded us. No matter what direction I looked in, there was a chorus of shining lights there to greet me. Yellow, red, blue, white—there were even colors that shouldn’t have been possible for stars to be as far as I knew. It was as if every color of the rainbow was represented among the stars.

And there I was staring at all of them with a dumbfounded look on my face.

Somehow, somehow, Vala and Window managed to surprise me yet again with just how absurd everything was.

“S-so… what do you—what do you think?” Vala asked, tapping her pointer fingers together as I couldn’t resist looking in every which direction.

“This is insane,” I answered honestly. It was, without a doubt, insane. But it was also more than that—far more than that. “This is… absolutely beautiful—amazing. I never thought I’d actually get to see a sight like this. This is… the kind of thing that only exists in movies and games.”

“Hehe… w-well, it’s real. It’s all real! I—I made it all, and Window helped. I’m pretty—pretty awesome, right?”

“Awesome is one word for it.”

After the shock caused by the beauty of the countless stars, I finally realized where I was.

And that made it even more impossible.

Space.

We were in space.

Below our feet was what looked like wooden flooring shaped into a large circle. There was also a table with two chairs. Dinner and drinks were already waiting atop it for us. Aside from that, the only other object present was a large bed covered in pillows shaped like hearts with rose petals decorating the sheets and floorboard surrounding it.

“Gravity? Air? How are we—”

“Magic,” Vala answered before I could even finish my question.

“What if I jump off the platform?”

“You—you probably shouldn’t try that…”

“Yeah, I probably shouldn’t.” I waved my hand over the edge of the platform. There was no invisible barrier to stop me like I thought there would be. Then I looked down.

Nothing was below the platform except for… nothing. There were infinite stars shining in the distance, but there was nothing between us and them.

There was one more thing to look at, though.

Before us was the world itself—our own world dedicated to having fun. It was immediately obvious that it was nothing like the world I came from.

How?

Because it made no sense, just like everything else.

Climates that should have been impossible to be next to each other were—well, right next to each other. Deserts next to arctic wastelands. Jungles next to plains. There was even one place that looked like a large stretch of land covered in volcanoes. Then there was the vast ocean full of various colors and lights beneath its surface even visible from orbit.

I assumed we were in orbit around the planet, anyways.

“Why space?” I asked.

“Because… I—I bet no human has ever gone on a date and stuff in space before,” Vala answered.

“You’re the best, Vala. Seriously. But you’ve also made me reconsider that I might actually be insane.”

“You’re not insane! You just… have a top tier dragon waifu.”

“Whatever that means, I agree with it.”

“Dr-Drake?”

“Yeah?”

“I—I want you to say I’m your waifu.”

“You’re my waifu, Vala. You’re my top-tier dragon waifu.”

“Hehehe… it was as cheesy as I thought it’d be.”

“Space, cheese… don’t tell me that the moon can actually be made out of cheese here.”

“Everybody knows the moon’s made of cheese!”

I laughed half because of the reference we made and half because of how absurd it was that the moon could actually be made out of cheese now.

“I just thought of something!” my fellow astronaut said.

“Yeah?”

“There can be a waifu who specializes in making stop motion claymations! That’d be pretty unique, right? I’ve never heard of a waifu who spends all her time with stop motion claymations before. And then she gets all upset and cute and stuff whenever somebody accidentally messes her up, but it’s okay because me and Window can fix it when that happens.”

“You’re really serious about this whole harem thing, aren’t you?”

“Yeah! I’ve been looking forward to being in a harem, so… it’ll be fun.”

“Won’t you be jealous?”

“Nah. There’s nothing to be jealous of as long as you still love me, too!”

“Of—of course I will. But, I think I have a better idea.”

“What?”

“You said before that you don’t want to be a harem protagonist because it’s too much work—that you just want to be one of the members of the harem. Well, first of all, I don’t want any actual harem. If there are going to be other girls, we’re all going to love each other equally. It’s more like… one giant poly relationship instead of one guy and all the girls loving him. I’d—I’d want my wives to love each other, too, you know?”

“Oh, yeah, that’s already planned. I’m gonna be so gay to them.”

“You’re bi?”

“I guess so.”

“Why don’t we just make it our ‘harem’ instead of my ‘harem?’”

“Because, it’s too much work being a harem protagonist.”

“So, in other words, you’re going to make me do all the work while you do all the gay things to them.”

“Yeah. I wanna hold their hands, get lap pillows, use them as body pillows, and other really lewd things like those.”

“None of those things are lewd.”

“Handholding is extremely lewd.”

I grabbed each of her hands with my own, interlocking our fingers together. Needless to say, she immediately turned a bright shade of red as she struggled to look at me. “Y-you can’t just… sur-surprise a girl with raw ha-handholding…”

“You’re making it sound way worse than it is. What, should I put a glove on for protection instead?”

“No! I—I like feeling you directly…”

“Didn’t we just make out the other night? How is this lewder than that?”

“I wouldn’t say that was making out…”

“But we kissed for like, at least an hour it felt like.”

“But—but it wasn’t intense enough to count!”

“So, in other words, you want to kiss intensely enough for it to count as making out?”

“I… I might want to—want to, umm… d-do… other things… too…”

It started to hit me why we were where we were—why we were completely alone, in space, with nothing but dinner and a romantic bed set up for the two of us.

Neither of us were hungry. Dinner might have been involved in the plan, but the direction that we kept on looking in was the direction of the bed.

“You still owe me some pampering, don’t you?” I asked.

“A-and you have to do anything I want… which includes letting me pamper you,” Vala answered.

“I feel like it’s not very fair if me doing anything that you want is what I want in the first place.”

“There’s something else I need you to do…”

“What?”

“I—I need you to be brave for the both of us. If you—if you… aren’t brave then I don’t know if I’ll be able to be either.”

“What part of being pampered requires bravery?”

“It’s the stuff that comes after the pampering…”

“Wait, are we—”

When it previously hit me why we were where we were, my mind went to romantic pampering. Holding hands, cuddling, spooning, kissing—stuff like that. However, if there was something that was meant to come after the pampering…

It really hit me what was about to happen.

What Vala requested suddenly made a lot more sense. She needed me to be brave because this was new territory for us both. If I freaked out and was too nervous to do anything, then that would affect her as well and nothing would happen.

So, I had two options.

The first option was to be the sort of guy that everybody hates in stories who has the chance to have sex with a beautiful girl only to not do anything for whatever reason.

The second option was to man up and put on a confident face so that my virginal self wouldn’t ruin the mood. And have sex.

Obviously, the second option was the best option and the one that I wanted to do the most.

But…

But nothing.

My girlfriend wanted me to be brave and I had to do whatever she wanted for the rest of the night.

“You’re not—not going to kick me out afterwards, are you? I thought you only asked for me because virgins are the best at games. What happens if I’m not a virgin anymore?” I asked. I might have still sounded nervous with a stutter here and there, but I tried my best not to.

Vala pouted and poked my chest before smiling and giggling. “You know the real reason I wanted you already. Being a virgin or not doesn’t matter as long as it’s you.”

“You mean I held onto my virginity all this time for nothing? It doesn’t even matter to you.”

“Th-that’s not what I mean! I’m—I’m super happy I get to be your first. It makes me so happy that I’m afraid of smiling because I know I’ll look dumb…”

“Oh, so you’re just a cherry hunter. You only care about me because I’m a virgin.”

“That’s—that’s not what I’m saying!”

“Perverted, cherry-hunting dragon.”

“I—I don’t know if you’re actually nervous about this at all if you can tease me right now…”

“Acting like I’m only acting like I’m nervous helps my heart cope with it, or something like that. You wanted me to be brave, didn’t you?”

“It’s embarrassing if you’re actually brave while I’m still like this…”

I lifted her hand up to my chest so that she could feel just how rapidly it was beating.

Spoiler alert: it was beating rapidly. Very rapidly.

“Does it feel like I’m not nervous?” I asked.

“Or just really excited,” she answered with a gentle smile.

“Let’s go with both.”

Vala looked down, sighed, and then looked back up into my eyes with a determined look that wasn’t there just a moment ago. “Alright. I’ll do my best. Pampering time begins now!”

I expected us to walk over to the bed together. Instead…

She scooped me up in her arms.

“He-hey! What are you doing?” I asked as my attempt at bravery quickly failed.

My girlfriend, who was almost small enough to be half my size with skinny arms that looked like they were never used for any labor a single day in her life, picked me up like a princess without any effort at all.

“Hehehe, I might look small, but I’m still a dragon!” Vala explained before carrying me over to the bed.

It was the most emasculating thing I had ever experienced. Sure, part of it was nice in a sort of lovey-dovey way, but it was far more embarrassing than nice.

I wanted to be the one to carry her!

But… she was supposed to pamper me and I had to do whatever she wanted for the night. I would just have to get revenge by carrying her around sometime later.

The next thing Vala did was sit down on the bed, scoot backwards so that we were on the center of it, and then set me down while position me so that the back of my head rested against her lap—against her thighs that were as soft as pillows to me.

“I thought I’d need you to be brave… but you look really tsundere right now which gives me confidence, I think,” she explained.

“That’s the thing that’s like a nut, right? The ones you have to crack open to get to the good stuff on the inside?” I asked, recalling the explanation she used that prompted the cat queen to ask not to be compared to a nut.

“Yeah. They say stuff like, ‘It’s—it’s not like I want you to give me a hug or anything, I don’t care about you at all,’ but then it’s super obvious that they actually do want those things.”

“So they’re either mentally unstable or play games instead of being honest with themselves?”

“Kind of.”

“And acting like that gives you confidence?”

“Yeah.”

“Then… it’s—it’s not like I want you to pamper me or anything. There’s no way I’d enjoy you touching my head and stuff.”

“I’m torn on whether that was really cute or cheesy.”

“It was supposed to help you! Now I just feel embarra—”

She leaned down and pressed her lips against mine. I was caught completely off guard and didn’t even know how to react for the first couple of seconds before closing my eyes and kissing her back.

“Hehehe,” she giggled once the kiss was over. “Tsunderes are always my favorites in dating sims. Teasing them and surprising them is the best. If you act like a tsundere, I know exactly how to conquer your route to unlock the good CGs!”

“I don’t know how to feel about you using video game logic to conquer my emotions.”

“Everything is a game. Love is just the game-of-the-year one!”

“Love only lasts a year long?!”

“I meant the game of all time! The best game of all time!”

“That’s reassuring.”

“Wait! I just thought of something!”

She sounded much more excited all of a sudden; she had an expression on her face that told me she couldn’t wait to tell me what she just thought of.

“What?” I asked.

“When me and Window came up with this idea, I thought of a joke! It was—umm… uhh… what was it? It was a really good joke! It was like one of the main reasons why I wanted us to do this in space!”

“Sounds like a pretty important joke.”

“It was! But I can’t—oh! I remember it! Are you ready?”

“I’m all ears.”

“Okay, okay,” she paused to take a deep breath. “Are you listening? Are you ready?”

“I’m still all ears.”

“Alright. Here it goes.” A few seconds passed. “I guess we’re taking the mile-high club to a whole new level!”

More amusing than the joke was how proud she looked of it. That was enough to make me laugh, though the joke itself was funny, too.

“Hehehe, it was a good one, right?” she asked.

“The best one. Everybody’s going to be jealous of us,” I answered.

“Exactly! You’re going from a virgin to the first human to ever have sex in space!”

“And you’re going to be the first dragon to ever have sex in space.”

“Oh. Nah… I was already beaten to that.”

“Wait, seriously?”

“Yeah. Dragons don’t really have anything better to do.”

“Then we’re just going to have to find out something that you can be the first dragon to do.”

“I’ve already done the best thing that no other dragon has done though.”

“And what would that be?”

“I’ve fallen in love with you.”

“I—”

Once again, she caught me completely off guard.

But I wasn’t going to simply struggle to react this time. Instead, I leaned up and pressed my lips against hers as I gently pushed her down until she was on her back surrounded by those heart-shaped pillows.

“I’ve thought of something even better than being the first human to have sex in space,” I whispered.

“Ye-yeah?” Vala asked, sounding out of breath.

“I’ll be the first human to spend the rest of my life with you—to love you as much as I possibly can. If love is a game, I’ll beat even the most extreme challenge mode to prove it.”

She looped her arms around my neck and brought our lips back together. Though, it was hard to kiss when she started giggling, and her giggling made me laugh as well.

“What—what about pampering you?” she asked.

“I have a better idea. I’ll make you pamper me some other time, and you make me do whatever you want some other time, too. For now, let’s just… be equal and do whatever feels right.”

“You’re—you’re pretty smooth for a virgin.”

“And you’re pretty perfect for a dragon—the most perfect dragon there is.”

“You’re going to make my heart burst out of my chest…”

“And you’re going to make something else burst out of my pants.”

We stared into each other’s eyes for a moment longer before sharing another laugh.

“I’ll try my best to stay good at games even after tonight,” I whispered.

“It’s—it’s okay. Unlocking new achievements requires sacrifices sometimes. The only bad thing is that you won’t be able to become a wizard now…”

“What’s becoming a wizard have to do with anything?”

“You’re bad at memes, but I still love you.”

“You’re lazy, but I still love you.”

“You hate cats, but I still love you.”

“You… I can’t think of anything else ‘bad’ except for you being lazy.”

“That’s because you said I’m perfect, remember?”

“That’s a fair point.”

We kissed again.

And this time, I made sure that our kissing was intense enough to qualify as making out to her.


Chapter Twenty

Vala and I stared up at the countless stars above us. I knew we were both blushing and panting, but I had no idea which one of us was doing it more than the other.

It actually happened.

Window’s primary nickname for me was no longer valid.

I lost my virginity.

To a dragon.

A very cute dragon in the body of a mostly human girl, but still a dragon.

The more I thought about it, the more I smiled—the more proud of myself I was. Finally, finally, I lost my virginity. Sure, it wasn’t exactly something that I cared about losing, but I still felt amazing for finally losing it!

And I lost it to the most perfect girl there was!

How could my life get any better from that point onward? Was that even possible? I mean, not only did I lose my virginity, but I was the first person to have sex in space, probably the first human to lose my virginity to a dragon, and the first human to lose my virginity in the personal pocket dimension of a dragon. Probably.

More importantly, I had sex.

I didn’t exactly know what I was doing at first since my days of watching porn multiple times a day were nearly a decade behind me, but I still managed to do what I needed to do. And, going by the smiling, blushing, and giggling dragon next to me, I was fairly confident that I did a good job.

The faces and noises that Vala made during it made me fall in love with her even more.

Though, there was one part that I really didn’t expect.

Her pupils turned into the shapes of hearts at one point. It looked cute and kind of sexy, so I was alright with it, but I didn’t expect it.

That wasn’t exactly supposed to be possible as far as I knew. Then again, very few things that happened with us were supposed to be possible.

“S-so… how was it?” I asked, barely able to speak properly from how excited I was.

And from how tired I was.

I might have gotten a bit too rough at one point. I just… couldn’t resist and Vala said it was okay.

“It—it reminded me of the time I got stabbed by a sword in the beginning,” Vala answered.

I didn’t know whether to take that as a compliment or not. It obviously sounded horrible but, at the same time, it made me sound impressive, I thought. “Is that a good thing or a bad thing?”

“A—a bad thing, but the pain went away, so it’s okay.”

“Wait… is that why you held the pillow over your face?”

“Ye-yeah… I didn’t want you to see how much I was crying.”

“You should have told me to stop if it hurt that bad!”

“But—but I knew I wouldn’t get used to it unless I toughened up, and I was right! It felt really… really good once the pain went away! And… I knew what it was like from when I saw it in the mornings… but it was even bigger than I thought.”

“Wait, what do you mean from when you saw it in the mornings? Were you taking my pants off or something in my sleep?”

“N-no! I—I mean! I mean… like… y-you know, g-guys get excited in their sleep and stuff and it… b-bulges…”

“Wait…”

I didn’t even consider the fact.

I enjoyed sleeping with Vala so much that I completely forgot about morning wood. Without blankets or anything to cover us up, there was nothing to stop her from seeing my pants every time that she woke up before me.

“Te-ten out of ten… would be stabbed again,” Vala mumbled.

“I think I feel more embarrassed by you seeing my morning wood than from having sex with you. This must be how it feels when girls aren’t upset from being seen in their swimsuits but don’t want to be unexpectedly seen in their underwear.”

“Being seen in our underwear is way more serious.”

“How?”

“Because I said so.”

“Is that the girl in you speaking or the dragon-as-powerful-as-a-god speaking?”

“Both!”

“Well, I can’t argue with a dragon who’s basically a god.”

“Hehehe, that’s right. You’ve got to listen to everything I say still since the night isn’t over!”

“Wait, we’re in space. Do we even have a night up here?”

“Nope. That means you have to listen to me forever.”

“I see. I’ve been trapped. You made me do anything you want for the rest of the night so that you could bring me to a place where night never ends. Now I’m trapped forever.”

“Exactly! There’s no escape! This is like… a dragon who captured a princess and space is where I keep my hoard of treasures!”

“Are you saying that I’m your treasured princess?”

“Yeah!”

“I’m not sure how I feel about being a princess. Wait, if I’m the stolen princess, shouldn’t you have been on top?”

“Th-that’s not relevant…”

“You’re dominant enough to steal me but not dominant enough to get on top, huh?”

“Tha-that’s—”

I rolled over under the blankets, positioning myself over her as I held myself up with my arms, my face hanging directly over hers. “What’s wrong? Aren’t you the one in control here?”

“Y-y-you’re… re-really… c-close and… really kind of… hot right now… i-is this the power of a man losing his vir-virginity? Ha-have you leveled up?”

“All you have to do is order me to go again. I have to listen to whatever you want for the rest of the night, remember?”

“I—I… wait!” Vala shouted, leaning up and accidentally smacking her forehead into mine despite the fact that she was looking straight at me and such a thing should have been extremely easy to avoid.

My first thought was that I did something wrong to get headbutted like that. I was just trying to be seductive for her, but then she hit my forehead so hard with her own that I got knocked off of her.

It was a miracle my skull didn’t break.

“Did I do something wrong?” I asked, rubbing my forehead.

“I’m a failure of a gamer!” Vala whined with tears forming at her eyes.

“H-how?”

“I—I… do you remember when we stole Lake from the museum?”

“Yeah?”

“I… I didn’t make a reference calling it a stealth mission… or a heist mission. That was the perfect opportunity for a gaming reference and I missed it! I’ve—I’ve let down gamers everywhere today…”

“Wouldn’t you have disappointed them more by losing your virginity?”

“I—I think you’re insulting a large group of people…”

“That’s my line.”

“We’re dating now, so that means we get to steal each other’s lines.”

“Is that how this works?”

“Yeah. Everything you own is mine and everything I own is yours.”

“Does that include your body?”

Vala blushed and blinked a few times to process what I just said before covering her mouth with her hands. “Y-you’re so lewd… bu-but yeah…”

“By the way, I have a question.”

“Wha-what?”

“Your eyes turned into hearts. What was up with that?”

“Oh… I made it so that whenever a girl has an—an or—whenever a girl feels really good, her hearts turn into eyes.”

“You mean her eyes turn into hearts?”

“That’s—that’s what I said?”

“You had it backwards.”

“Oh. Yeah. Eyes turn into hearts.”

“Good. It’d be weird if your heart randomly turned into eyes in your chest whenever you felt good.”

“Pfffttt… I could make that possible but that’s too weird.”

“Wow, there’s actually something that’s too weird for the Vala?”

“Of—of course! It’s not like I don’t have any limits.”

“I see. One more thing.”

“Yeah?”

“I love you.”

Vala opened her lips as if to say something in response, but then she realized what I said and turned bright red from the bottom of her neck to the tips of her horns. “I—where—wh-why say something like that so suddenly?!”

“Because it’s true.”

“It’s—it’s super embarrassing when you say it while I—while I… af-after what we did!”

“Hey, Vala. One more thing.”

“Ye-yeah?”

“You’re beautiful.”

It was at that point Vala could not resist pulling up the sheets to cover her face with them.

“One more thing.”

“Ye-yeah…”

“You’re perfect.”

Vala rubbed her face side to side against the sheets as her tail rapidly wagged behind her like a dog’s would.

“Sorry, one more thing.”

She didn’t even say anything this time. All she did was mumble and wag her tail even faster.

“I want to go again.”

“Y-you’re only complimenting me because you—because you want to sl-slay me some more!” she whined against the sheets.

“Wait, what does slaying you have to do with anything?”

“Be-because. You know… you’re Drake Hunter.”

“I think I’m more of a Drake Layer now.”

“Y-you’re—you’re putting the layer into dragon slayer…”

“Also, I meant everything I said. You’re beautiful, you’re perfect, and I love you.”

“I—I see…”

“It’d be nice if you said the same back to me.”

“I’m not good at this stuff… I—I rolled a one for my charisma stat…”

“What if I promise to try and be gentle this time?”

“I—that’s—you’re so embarrassing! H-how come I didn’t level up as much as you from doing it?! I feel like a noob dueling somebody in best-in-slot gear…”

“I’ll give you the best gear for your slot.”

Vala stopped blushing to stare me directly in the eyes.

To be fair, I wanted to stare myself in the eyes for how utterly lame that was, too.

We both started laughing and I eventually fell back onto the bed by her side.

“I was so lame that I killed my own arousal. I didn’t know that’s possible,” I said.

Vala cuddled up to my side. “Post-virginity powers are amazing.” Then she leaned up and looked at me. “Put your arm there.”

“Where?”

“Under where my head goes.” I did as she requested, resulting in her lying back down and using my arm as a pillow. “Hehehe, you make the best pillow. I want to try using your butt as a pillow, too.”

“Wh-what? One, I thought this stuff is embarrassing to you. Two, why my butt?”

“The answer to both of those is because you have a nice butt. Nice butts overpower embarrassment and need to be used as pillows.”

“I feel like a baseball player being objectified by wives who are forced to watch baseball with their husbands.”

“What’s baseball have to do with anything?”

“Aren’t the guys there stereotyped as having nice asses?”

“Oh, I dunno. I don’t do sports. Only vidya.”

“Of course you wouldn’t.”

“My point stands. You have a nice butt. It’s like a dragon-tier butt.”

“Is being dragon-tier good?”

“Obviously! Dragons are totally better than humans.”

“You’re speciesist.”

“I—I mean… some humans are alright. Like you! Okay, I know. You have a Drake-tier butt.”

“Can we stop talking about my butt?”

“If you let me pinch it.”

“I’m dating a perverted old woman!”

“I—I mean… I am older than you and lewd things are fun…”

“Next thing I know you’re going to be trying to pinch me every single time I walk by you.”

“I’ve… already been resisting the temptation so I think I can continue resisting…”

“You make it sound like you’ve been holding yourself back or something.”

“Because I have been! I mean… you’re you. I—I love you and you’re hot and… now I know how good lewd things feel with you, so how am I supposed to hold myself back now…”

“Why do you have to hold yourself back at all?”

“Because if I do lewd things with you all day then there won’t be any time for vidya! All my villagers are going to miss me and what if my favorites move out to different towns?! I’d be heartbroken!”

“I think you have an addiction.”

“I know I do, but I’m also addicted to you, so it’s okay.”

“I think your addiction to games might be stronger than your addiction to me.”

“I—I promise I’m more addicted to you than games now that we’ve… you know…”

“I wasn’t that good… was I?”

“You reminded me of when you give battle speeches or that time you got really rough in the store… I—I think you’re way rougher than you realize… but I’m a dragon so I can handle it!”

“I promise to try and be gentle next time.”

“That does sound nice…”

“Speaking of a next time…”

Vala leaned up and looked down to where the sheets covered my crotch. “Woah, seriously? It—it keeps coming back to life. It’s like a zombie…”

“Please don’t compare my dick to a zombie.”

“Hey, not wanting to be compared to things is my line.”

“We’re dating now, so that means we get to steal each other’s lines.”

“That’s my—ooooohhh. I see what you did there.”

“It took you a moment.”

“I’m still recovering from going heart eyes, you have to take it easy on me…”

“Speaking of heart eyes…”

“Wa-wait! Did it just get even bigger?! You—you’ve been replaced by a monster! I had no idea that guys evolve so much after they do it… I should have grinded more. I didn’t expect this boss fight to have multiple phases…”

“You’re really going all in on the gaming references.”

“The more I treat this like a game, the easier it is to admit what I want.”

“And what do you want?”

“I—I… I want you to… ravage my pussy, onii-chan.”

“I—wait, what?!”

“I’m—I’m sorry! I thought that it would be super unexpected and out of character to say that so I couldn’t resist! Please—please forgive me!”

“I think I was so shocked by what I heard that I can’t even remember what you said.”

“That’s okay, it’s for the better. But, umm, really… I—I just want you to hold my hands more while we do it again… I like holding your hands…”

“So, we can go again as long as I hold your hands and try to be gentle?”

“You don’t have to try and be gentle… but it—it would be nice…”

“Then I’ll hold the fuck out of your hands and try my best to be gentle.”

“Hehe… it’s cute when you say you’ll hold my hands like that.”

“I’m trying to be hot, not cute.”

“Too—too bad. You’re cute.”

It was slightly emasculating but nice at the same time.

Well, if anybody was going to think I was cute, I was fine with Vala being the one to think so.

I got back over Vala and intertwined my fingers with her own while looking into her eyes. Even though we already did it once, her expression was still a hybrid of excitement and nervousness, and that made me all the more eager to try my best for her.


Chapter Twenty-One

The two of us remained in orbit around our personal world for—well, the exact amount of time was unknown. After all, we were kind of in space and all that, and it wasn’t like I was paying attention to the planet’s rotation which would have been the only way to tell.

Basically, we didn’t make it back to the world’s surface until the next day.

And, at that point, I realized something.

I’m a horrible pet owner! What about the dogs? The bees? What about my flowers?! All I’ve done for the past day is cuddle in bed! I thought as soon as we made it back to the world’s surface. Fortunately, everybody seemed fine and nothing was broken, there were no fires, and not a single cat was in sight.

“Vala, we need to set some limits. Cuddling in bed all day takes way too much time away from doing important things,” I said.

“But cuddling is important. Don’t… don’t you think cuddling with me is important?” Vala asked with the eyes of a puppy rather than the eyes of a dragon.

“Of course cuddling with you is important, but there’s more to life than cuddling.”

“Like vidya?”

“No, like feeding your pets, working in the garden, and—”

“And kissing?”

“Of course kissing is important, but there’s more to life than cuddling and kissing.”

“Like dressing up avatars to be really cute?”

“No, like making sure we don’t starve to death, studying plants, and—”

“And sleeping. I see, I see.”

“You don’t see at all!”

“That’s because I’m blind.”

“That’s fair—I mean, what?”

“See?” Vala asked with shut eyes, her hands waving around in front of her. “Oh no, I can’t see. I’m blind.”

“You’re going to offend people who are actually blind!”

	Then I guess it’s a good thing they can’t read this >3>.
Wait, audiobooks and screen readers are a thing, and we might get one someday…
U-umm, blind people are awesome? Yeah, who needs eyesight? Only losers have working eyes!



“What are you talking about now?” I asked Window.

It might have been less than a full day or so since I had last seen her, but a part of me missed her.

	D’aww, the little virgin missed me.


“One, what are you, a mind reader?! Two, you can’t call me a virgin anymore.”

	Huh. You actually did it? I thought you’d chicken out and be all like, “I’m too pure for this uwu.”
Or maybe something like, “I’m just a lame virgin who isn’t good enough for a dragon waifu, I’ll castrate myself instead so that I’m stuck being an eternal virgin since that’s all I deserve.”



“Yeah, yeah. Whatever you say, virgin.”

	H-hey! Don’t get full of yourself, you cocky virgin! I might still be a virgin, and you might technically not be, but you’re still more of a virgin than I’ll ever be!


“How does that even work?!”

	Because I’m alpha enough to want a harem full of cute idol girls, onee-sans, and dominant mommies.


“That just makes you like one of those guys living in their mother’s basement obsessed with women but never actually getting within five feet of one.”

	Didn’t you used to want a harem? >_>


“Yeah, but for romantic reasons. Not sexual reasons.”

	You’re such a virgin.


“At least I’m not technically a virgin.”

“Window,” Vala said, “when are you going to get an actual body? I had my turn, so it’s your turn next.”

	Don-don’t bring that up around him! We don’t need to let him get any ideas! What do you think is going to happen to me if this abusive, perverted virgin sets his eyes on me?! I’m going to turn back into a white window and it’s not going to be from me editing the table background!


“You’re more of a tsundere than the cat queen sometimes. Oh, yeah, we need to conquer her. Drake, you need to hurry up and defeat her so that we can do fun things with her.”

“You’re starting to make me feel like this is actually your ‘harem’ and I’m just here to do all the work for you,” I said with a sigh.

	That’s because Vala has good taste unlike you. She’s actually cultured and wants to collect all the waifus. Meanwhile, you’re all, “b-Bu-but what ABOuT mY plaNTS?!?!?!????”
Imagine having a waifu who wants you to have more waifus and you’re too busy thinking about plants to play gotta-catch-‘em-all with waifus.



“Speaking of plants, I’ve realized that I’m going to need some fertilizer. Hey, Window, you’re a living thing. I’m sure you’ve got some good stuff in you to fertilize my fields with. Now, where’s my PickAxe…”

	LOOK, VALA. HE’S THREATENING TO MURDER ME AND CHOP ME INTO DOZENS OF TINY PIECES TO FERTILIZE HIS PLANTS ALL BECAUSE I’M TEASING HIM ABOUT HOW HE’S SUPPOSED TO GET A BUNCH OF WAIFUS. CAN’T WE REPLACE HIM WITH SOMEBODY WHO IS ACTUALLY LIKABLE?


“Nope,” Vala said with crossed arms and a shaking head. “Drake isn’t allowed to be replaced.”

	BUT HE WANTS TO KILL ME???????? ARE YOU JUST LIKE, GOING TO LET HIM KILL ME? YOU’RE BASICALLY MY CREATOR. YOU’RE LIKE MY GOD. WHAT KIND OF GOD ALLOWS HER CREATIONS TO DIE FROM SUCH CRUELTY?


Vala and I both looked away to chuckle to ourselves, most likely offending large groups of people once more.

“Anyways,” Vala said after clearing her throat, “Drake, let’s build some stuff! I wanna do more gaming things.”

“It looks like my plants are alright, so that’s—wait. Do you hear that? Do you feel that?”

There was a powerful disturbance. The ground shook as if there was an earthquake and it sounded like a horde of stampeding animals was on its way to us.

It was easy to figure out the source of this disturbance.

Looking toward the towers… a stampede of small, fluffy dogs was on its way to us.

Delphi, Cami, and Lavi ran straight at us with the rest of the dogs following behind them. All of them except for Cami had their tongues hanging out of their mouths with burning excitement in their eyes. As for Cami… she might have had a pretty dull expression on her face, but her tail wagged faster than all of the others.

“That’s all you,” Vala said, patting me on the back before moving to stand farther away.

I wasn’t going to allow that. I grabbed her wrist and pulled her next to me. If she wanted a harem, she was going to have to get used to overwhelming amounts of attention. “Nu-uh. If I’m going to get glomped by a pack of dogs, you’re going down with me.”

“Did… di-did you just say glomp? I haven’t heard that in like a decade…”

“It might be cringeworthy, but if there has ever been a situation to use it, it’s no—”

The dogs jumped up and tackled us, knocking both Vala and me over before piling on top of us to where our bodies could no longer be seen underneath the wave of sentient fluff.

I opened my mouth to shout something but was immediately licked, so I had to keep my mouth shut to avoid accidentally getting some tongue action with any of them. Vala was in the same situation since I could hear her muffled whines and squees.

One dog in particular was all over my face.

Delphi. The only reason I was able to tell it was her was because of the blue fluff constantly trying to poke me in my eyes.

The blue-haired dog that was always the most hyper and loving of all the dogs rolled all over my face, licked all over my face, nibbled all over my face, and all over my face all overed my face.

It was as if my face no longer even belonged to me. It became Delphi’s.

After a few minutes of intense snuggling and licking by the dogs, they finally got off of us which allowed me to see the aftermath.

Vala’s hair was all over the place, her face was covered in dog drool, and her eyes dizzily spun around as if she were a cartoon character.

“Too… too much licking,” Vala mumbled.

	Imagine the licking if they were all cute girls and licking more than just your face.
( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)



“Maybe… maybe a harem is too much after all.”

	Weak.


“Wait, the skulls from the third battle can be used to upgrade the dog towers, and they eventually turn into humanoid girls or something like that, right?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Vala answered.

“So, not only do the dogs get stronger to further assert dominance over the cats, but they’ll become uh—what’s the word you like to use? Wives?”

“Waifus!”

“Yeah, that. They’ll become ‘waifus.’”

“Mhm!”

“So… girls with dog ears and tails who serve as knights?”

“Yeah, basically.”

“Wait, does this mean the ra—I mean, the archers are also going to become girls?”

“Hey… you almost said what they are, didn’t you?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“No fair… but yeah.”

“And the bees. Is… is there going to be a woman with like, bee wings or something?”

“And a stinger!”

“The archers make me a bit worried, but as long as they stay inside their tower, my garden should be safe. Dog girls and a bee girl, though…”

“Hehehe, you’re finally getting into the harem stuff, aren’t you? You won’t just be getting a harem of boring human girls. It’s a harem of monster girls!”

“Don’t you mean animal girls?”

“Eh, animal girls are just softcore monster girls. Not all monster girls are animal girls, but all animal girls are monster girls. Oh, before we do that, let’s do crafting stuff!”

“Like what?”

“Well… we—we need a house to live in so we stop sleeping outside every night… and we can decorate it with lots of cute stuff.”

“Our own house… yeah, alright. How’s this going to work? Is it like, a preset design that those beavers will make, or do we have to design it ourselves?”

“I’ll design it and then they’ll build it! They’ll also build all the furniture stuff.”

“So, we just have to gather the resources?”

“Yeah.”

“And how much is it going to cost for a house?”

“Uh… Window?”

	That depends on how big of a house you want. Here.


From nothingness appeared a table and chair, graph paper, and some pens.

	Design a house and then I’ll get an estimate.


“That’s all you,” I told Vala. “I’m horrible at that sort of thing.”

“It’s okay, I’ll make sure it’s super cute. It’s going to have to start off pretty small, though,” Vala replied, sitting down at the table to design our future home.

About thirty minutes later, I had gotten some gardening work done and Vala finished up the concept for our house.

She proudly held the paper up to me like a child showing their parent a drawing to be hung on the fridge… which made me shake the comparison out of my head since I hated thinking of her as anything childlike.

As for the design itself, it featured a kitchen, living room, two bathrooms, a dining room, and a single, large bedroom.

“Wait, is that a basement?” I asked. “What do we need one of those for?”

“A gaming den!” Vala answered. “I feel more at home when I’m gaming underground.”

“I think you spent too much time under the mountain.”

“My point stands.”

“Fair enough. Well, Window? Got an estimate?”

	Hang on.


Window hovered close enough to the ground to smack on it three times with one of her corners. She almost looked as if she was knocking on the ground.

And that was because that’s exactly what she was doing.

Burrowing up from underground was the lead beaver in a construction helmet. The beaver hopped up, took the design from us, and looked it over. Then, the beaver looked up at Window, made some beaver noises, and nodded.

	Alright, this is how much it’ll cost!
Basic House
Difficulty Level: ★
Build Time: 4 hours
Required Materials: Any type of wood (x250), any type of stone (x100)
A simple, wooden house built on a stone foundation with all the previously described features that I don’t feel like copying for this description!



“That’s a lot of wood,” I sighed.

“That’s what she said,” Vala said, holding her finger guns up at me. “Pew pew.”

“Pew pew. I guess I’m going to have to go and grind gathering.”

“Sounds tough. Good thing you have a cute girlfriend to comfort you when you’re done. Maybe I’ll give you a massage or something, too.”

“You’re helping.”

“But—”

“I’m sacrificing you to the dogs if you don’t help me.”

“Sa-sacrifice?!”

“You’ll be licked until you submit and help me.”

“You make things sound a lot kinkier than they are…”

“How do you know I won’t be the one to lick you until you submit?”

Vala looked like she didn’t know whether to be more flustered or amused, so she went for a combination of blushing and giggling. “H-how do you know I won’t play… play hard to get then so you do it?”

“Because I have faith in you to understand that I can tell if you’re actually being lazy or only being difficult to get rewarded, not punished.”

“No fun…”

“I know. Now, come on. We have to—wait, there’s other furniture we can make, right?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Then we should get a list of everything we need so that we can get all the gathering done at once. It’s better than going out, coming back, and then having to go out again.”

“That’s a good point.”

“And we can make some more wheelbarrows for the dogs. Three groups of dogs, one wheelbarrow each. They can transport everything while we gather. Window, what’s the rest of the stuff we can make?”

	I’m only showing you stuff from the Cat Furniture recipe series since there’s too much to show and it’s the most unique stuff for now. Also, not everything will be shown.
AKA I don’t feel like showing everything and can’t think of a bunch of different things right now, so I’m only going to show what’s probably relevant to the “plot.”
Cat Bed
Difficulty Level: ★★
Build Time: 2 hours
Required Materials: Any type of wood (x25), cat fur scraps (x20)
A wooden bed that comes with sheets made from cat fur and two pillows (with cat fur pillowcases).
Cat Blanket
Difficulty Level: ★★
Build Time: 1 hours
Required Materials: Cat fur scraps (x50)
A super big and comfy and warm blanket made out of cat fur. Like if you used this as the wrap to turn a waifu into a burrito, she would be super comfy.
Cat Training Bag
Difficulty Level: ★★
Build Time: 3 hours
Required Materials: Cat fur scraps (x10), cat bones (x5).
This one is super messed up, so you better appreciate me including it. It’s a standing punching bag that has a cartoon cat as the “bag.” Why I’m including this, I don’t know. It’s almost as if somebody else is forcing me to include this because they think it’s a hilarious idea despite how seriously messed up it is.
Seriously, whoever likes this, I’m judging you.



“Hey, beaver. I’m going to need four of those cat training bags while we’re busy collecting all the wood and stone and other things,” I said.

	OF COURSE YOU IMMEDIATELY GO FOR THE CAT TRAINING BAGS. GOD I WISH I COULD DELETE THAT FROM EXISTING. WHY CAN’T I BACKSPACE? WHY CAN’T I GO BACK TO EDIT THAT TABLE AND REMOVE IT?


“Alright. So, I think we have enough cat stuff for all that stuff. We just need the wood and stone. We should also, as lame as it makes me feel, get more to build repeating towers. The more towers we have, the easier these battles are going to be.”

“That’s okay,” Vala said. “The waifus you can get from the towers are limited. Even if you build like, a hundred dog towers, you’re only gonna get three waifus out of them.”

	AKA thinking up unique waifus every single time is hard, so, because of “plot reasons,” some towers will offer more waifus than other towers and stuff.


“I won’t waste time questioning that when we’ve got work to do. You ready, Vala?” I asked.

Vala pulled out her gaming system, looked at it with longing eyes, and sighed before putting it away. “I guess…”

“Good. The sooner we finish, the sooner we can relax and the sooner you can play video games.”

“Wh-why didn’t you say that sooner?!”

“Because it should be common sense! And I’m pretty sure I’ve said something like this to you before!”

Before I could say anything else, Vala took my PickAxe and flew toward the forest with her wings.

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen her this motivated before,” I said.

	I think she just really wants to play video games. Spending all that time with you yesterday must be making her go through withdrawal.


“Maybe.”

“Oh, you have returned,” Lake said, standing in her humanoid form as her sword—her real body stayed strapped to her side. “Is everything alright? Also, that drink you gave me… was very strong, but good. Very good.”

“Hey, Window, spawn her an axe. Freeloading isn’t allowed.”

“Wha-what? What are you talking about?”

	She can use her real body. It’s not like an axe is better than she is.


“Use—use my body? For what?”

“You’re helping me and Vala chop down some trees and mine some rocks.”

“That is not what a sword is—that is not among a sword’s duties!”

“It is now. Come on.”

Lake looked hesitant, but she followed me all the same.

If the dogs were going to help, a sword-turned-woman was definitely going to help.


Chapter Twenty-Two

“Such physical labor… is not something that I am used to,” Lake said with a sigh, wiping sweat off of her forehead as I looked over everything we gathered.

We had everything that we needed. Mountains of stone cubes, piles of wooden logs acquired from trees that I made sure were ethically gathered, and a dogpile of dogs. The dogs were even more tuckered out than the rest of us which was saying something since “the rest of us” meant me, Vala, and Lake. While the dogs had larger bursts of energy, they also had the smallest bodies out of everybody present. Their small bodies could only store so much energy in them to compete with the rest of us.

“Draaaaaaaaaaaaaaake. Can I play vidya now? I totally helped. I deserve a break to play vidya and nap, right?” Vala asked, tugging on my arm.

“Please act more like my girlfriend instead of my daughter,” I replied.

“But what if I’m into that?”

“Into what?”

“You know, acting like a kid and calling you daddy and stuff.”

“If you were actually into it then you probably wouldn’t be able to say it so calmly.”

“Dang, that’s good logic. It’s not embarrassing to say since I’m just joking and stuff. It’s not like… i-it’s not like I’m talking about hol-holding hands or anything…”

“Even if you were joking about it, wanting to call me daddy should make you more nervous than wanting to hold hands!”

“Do-don’t kinkshame me!”

“Holding hands isn’t a kink!”

“Holding—holding hands is the lewdest kink there is! Daddy stuff is vanilla in comparison to it!”

Rather than say anything else, I grabbed her hands and interlocked her fingers with my own while staring directly into her eyes. Surely enough… she turned bright red. “Hey. You know we’ve had sex, right? We’re dating, right? We’ve known each other for years, we’re dating, we’ve had sex, and we’ve been sleeping together every night. You do know all of that, right?”

“N-none of that matters! Handholding is super lewd and—and you’re doing it in front of everybody… I—I didn’t know that you’re an exhibitionist…”

“You know what? Yeah, I’m an exhibitionist. I’ll exhibit the heck out of you. I’m going to hold your hands in front of everybody everywhere. We’ll even go back to the other world and I’ll go on live television again to hold your hands.”

“My heart wouldn’t be able to handle that! That’s—that’s way too embarrassing! But… sa-saying you want to exhibit the heck out of me is really cute…”

“I’m going to exhibit the ever-living heck out of you. I’m going to exhibit you by holding hands in front of everybody so hard that nobody else ever tries to hold hands with anybody ever again because they know they won’t ever be able to hold hands like me and you.”

“Your handholding level is that high?!”

“I power leveled it when you weren’t looking.”

“Woah… you’re even stronger than I thought.”

Still holding her hands and looking into her eyes, I couldn’t resist. My girlfriend was just too cute. That was why I leaned down and kissed her no matter how many others were around us. “I’ll kiss the heck out of you in front of everybody, too.”

“Ge-gentle loving kisses like that are way too strong! That was almost as deadly as a forehead kiss…”

“Kissing your lips is less deadly than a forehead kiss?”

“Only less deadly in terms of cuteness. Normal kisses feel a lot nicer but forehead kisses are undeniably the cutest of kisses. And wrist kisses are the sexiest.”

“Wrist kisses? I haven’t tried that yet, have I?” I still had her hands held, so I leaned down while bringing one of her hands up so that I could kiss the underside of her wrist. “Like that?”

I received my answer in the form of Vala biting her lower lip and nervously nodding. “You—you must have a hidden skill that allows you to be so bold in front of everybody…”

“Don’t you remember me talking about PDA before? I know I’ve rambled to you about that at least a couple of times back when we gamed together.”

“I think you’re gonna have to refresh my memory.”

“Do you even remember what PDA stands for?”

“Umm… aren’t those like… devices that people tried to make a thing before everybody had cellphones?”

“Public display of affection.”

“Oh! I knew that!”

“Are you sure about that?”

“I’m as sure as a dragon!”

“So, you’re not sure then.”

“Li-listen…”

“Anyways, PDA. Public displays of affection. I’ll keep it simple and hopefully that will be enough to help you remember. Ever since I was a kid, whenever I saw couples being all lovey-dovey in public, I’ve wanted to do the same. I wanted to hold hands, kiss, cuddle, and make old people angry from it. And teachers. And employees. I always dreamed about loving my girlfriend in public so much that it pissed everybody off and made them cringe. So, one, you’re my girlfriend—you deserve to be shown off in public as much as I can show you off. Two, fuck authority. If I want to make out with my girlfriend while in line at the store, I will, and nobody is going to stop me. I don’t care if there’s a kid in the line behind me or what. I’m not going to let others tell me what I can or can’t do with my girlfriend.”

“You’re such a rebel… but I really like that. I remember you telling me about that sort of thing before. I always thought that… it sounded really nice. S-so, I guess that if you want to hold my hands in front of everybody… you can. Just—just warn me first.”

“Hearing you call me a rebel makes me think of just how effectively we could rebel against the other world now that we have this one to escape to. How are we going to get in trouble for anything if we just escape back to here whenever we need to?”

“You want to use our personal universe as some sort of criminal hideout?!”

“If by criminal you mean doing the right thing and then escaping to here before any pigs can—”

	Hey, are you trying to cause controversy? You’re getting dangerously close here to getting political in a series about cute waifus and doing lewd things to them while defending stuff with towers. Please don’t cause controversy, you anarchist virgin.


I sighed. “You’re right, Window. I mean, you’re not actually right about most of what you just said, but I understand.”

Vala let go of my hands so that she could wrap her arms around me, joining me at my side to look at Window. “It’s okay. I remember Drake ranting about stuff like this when we played vidya together. It was part of what made me like him! I mean… I always wished I could be brave like him and want to stand up against all the other dragons, but… I don’t think I could ever be brave enough to even consider it.”

“Screw that. I have no idea what the other dragons are like or how many there are or anything, but I’ll stand up against them for the both of us.”

“B-but they’re way stronger and older than me…”

“You think I care about that? I’m Drake Hunter. Standing up against dragons is my job.”

“But I don’t want you to stand up against me. I want you to pet my head and stuff…”

“You’re an exception,” I said, petting her on the top of her head. She smiled and giggle in response.

	How’d we go from holding hands to wanting to defy the strongest beings in existence?


“Anarchism,” I answered.

	Just don’t get any more political than that, you edgelord anarchist virgin. Do you want people complaining and accusing us of forcing political opinions or ideologies or whatever into our discussions in an attempt to brainwash them? Seriously, it only takes one vague political reference in a book to get readers complaining about the author pushing some political ideology onto them.


“It’s not like anybody is going to know what we’re talking about. Well, it’s not like anybody not already here. Unless we’re being recorded or something and have an audience watching us that I don’t know about.”

	I mean… I don’t think we’re ever going to get an anime adaptation, so I doubt that we’re actually being watched. Maybe we could get a vidya adaptation though.
OH. VALA. WE SHOULD TRY TO GET A VIDEO GAME ADAPTATION. THERE COULD TOTALLY BE LIKE A VISUAL NOVEL OR A MOBILE GACHA GAME MADE ABOUT US, RIGHT?
DRAKE NO MORE BEING EVEN SLIGHTLY POLITICAL. IT HURTS OUR CHANCES.



“That’s censorship.”

	DO YOU THINK I CARE ABOUT CENSORING YOU IF IT MEANS GETTING AN ADAPTATION? JUST IMAGINE HOW MUCH MONEY WE’D MAKE. I COULD ROLL ON ALL THE WAIFUS IN ALL THE GAMES!


“Capitalism,” I sighed. “Wait, what? How did—did I just get censor-bleeped?”

	Yeah.


“You’re really doing me dirty, Window.”

	It’s for the greater good. I’m doing this so that we may one day have the best adaptation ever.


“By best, you mean most profitable.”

	Yes.


“I’ve lost respect for you, Window.”

	Oh no. Whatever will I do.


“Vala, can we replace her?”

Vala looked up at me and said, “Umm, we can, but—”

	REPLACING ME ISN’T ALLOWED. I’LL GO ON STRIKE. I’LL UNIONIZE. YOU CAN’T JUST REPLACE ME BECAUSE YOU—


“Oh? You’ll go on strike? You’ll unionize? But, Window, I thought we weren’t getting political here?” I teased. “Or do you only want to get political when it personally benefits you?”

	Tch. You’re cheeky for such a non-virgin virgin.


“Yeah, yeah. Anyways, don’t censor me again and I won’t replace you. Deal?”

	Deal, but please don’t say anything that would make me want to censor you in the first place.


“No promises.”

	Sigh.


“You know you could just give yourself an actual mouth to sigh with, right?”

	SIGH.


Vala giggled and leaned her head against me before turning her attention over to Lake. “How’d you like your new house?”

And so, to Window’s relief, the subject was changed.

“I love it. Thank you again,” Lake answered. “After I woke up… and I woke up with a raging headache which I suspect was from that beverage, I went fishing for several hours. It has been centuries, so my technique has rusted, but I did catch a couple of fish.”

“You caught fish?” I asked. “We could try to start a fire and roast th—”

“I released them.”

“Oh.”

“I am a sword. I have no need for food. I fish only for sport.”

“Are you sure that you’re not a fishing rod pretending to be a sword?”

“I am confident I am a sword.”

“Wait. Random question, but if you’re a sword, is your sheath like a bed? What do you prefer more, sitting in a sheath or resting on a bed?”

“Being sheathed on a bed.”

	( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)


I shooed Window away.

“Hey, Drake, I’m gonna go play vidya now, okay? Give Lake some attention so she doesn’t feel lonely,” Vala said before skipping away with her gaming system.

“I—I do not need attention!” Lake shouted at Vala but to no effect. “Truly, that girl…”

“She’s just looking out for you,” I explained.

“What do you mean?”

“She considers you friends. You were locked up in a box for centuries. She’s just being a good friend and worrying about you now that you’re free.” I figured I didn’t need to include the part about how Vala left Lake locked up for centuries in the first place, not that Lake minded, and Vala knew that. I was sure that Vala would have done something if Lake would have wanted it. If anything, breaking Lake out of that museum was a bad thing to Lake in the first place even if she did help us out during it.

“I understand that, but she has no need to. She has already done far more for me than I could ever ask. In fact, I’m the one who owes her now… as much as I never thought I would say such a thing.”

“Don’t worry about it, she did it because she cares, not because she’s trying to get anything out of yo—”

“That’s it!”

“What?”

“I know how I can repay her.”

“How?”

“Training you.”

“What do you mean by training me?”

“Training you on how to fight. Knowing proper technique will greatly benefit you during your times of play with her—during those mock battles you have against the felines. I could not help but cringe during most of your performance the other day.”

“Hey, I was trying my best and I’ve never fought with weapons until coming here. I always used my fists when I was in school.”

“Regardless, you must learn how to fight, and you will not find a better teacher than me!” Lake placed her hands on her hips and looked at me with a sort of confident smile, almost going into smug territory.

“I’d rather not train in my free time. I have gardening to do.”

Lake’s confident smile was replaced by a frown and an insecure eye. “Am… am I not good enough? Are you worried about my age? Or is it because I have not fought in so long?” She tapped her pointer fingers together in front of her. “You would be several times stronger than you are after just a few hours of instruction, but… if you don’t want to…” She only looked up at my eyes every now and then. If I had less faith in her, I would have assumed that she was trying to manipulate me by acting so meek, but I had a feeling that she was being genuine.

That was why I sighed and couldn’t help but to agree to her proposal.

“Alright,” I said. “You can teach me. “

Lake lit up and almost looked like she was about to squeal from how happy she was before forcing herself to calm down by clearing her throat. “Very well. We will—”

“Wait, you’re not going to cramp up all of a sudden again, are you? Are you sure that you should train me when you get cramps?”

“Tha-that was one time! I have stretched since then! I will not repeat such a shameful thing!”

I narrowed my eyes at her.

“I assure you that it’s not a problem!”

I narrowed my eyes even more at her.

“Pl-please!”

I sighed. “Make sure to stretch again before doing anything. Actually, you go do that and I’ll build the new towers since that was the whole point of gathering earlier.”

“Fine,” Lake said with a huff, walking away to go stretch where I couldn’t see.

I looked over at my farm plot and sighed again. “Don’t worry. I’ll give you some attention before the day is over.” With that, I looked over at all the towers and thought about which towers I should build copies of.

We had three dog towers, an archer tower, and a bee tower. Given the layout of the “map” in the forest, one more dog tower would be useful to help chokepoint the invading cats. Aside from that, more archers for more outgoing damage was the most important thing that we were lacking.

Not only that but, if we were to use these new towers to help us out with the boss battle again, we could potentially three-star it and then get that cat skull to upgrade one of the dog towers. And if we could three-star it once, we could three-star it multiple times to upgrade all of the dog towers.

That became my plan.

Using all the gathered materials, I used Window to get the construction of another dog tower and two more archer towers going. While those were under construction, I’d go and train with Lake.

Then, after training with Lake, we’d repeat the boss battle to get that skull so we could upgrade the dog towers. Between building three new towers and upgrading four of them, we’d be able to make actual progress much faster.

“Alright, Lake! I’m ready!” I shouted.

She was nowhere to be seen, so I went in the direction that I saw her walk off in.

That was when I found her curled up on the ground while holding one of her legs, tears forming at the corner of her eye.

“Did… you manage to get a cramp while stretching?” I asked.

She whimpered as she nodded her head.


Chapter Twenty-Three

Before I knew it, all of the dogs were standing with me as Lake stood across from us. Each dog had a sword held in their mouth and I had my trusty PickAxe with me. Not only that, but all the dogs seemed to be paying special attention to Lake. We looked like a line of soldiers standing at attention of our superior. Well, the dogs did.

“Are you all ready?” Lake asked, resting her hands on the underside of her sword’s pommel as the blade’s tip pressed into the ground in front of her. “I will warn you now that my training is fierce. It will break you both mentally and physically. After all, I am a sword that was forged in order to slay the mightiest monsters to ever roam the world! I am sharp enough to cut even a dragon’s hide! I—”

“Hey, you never hurt Vala, did you?” I asked, narrowing my eyes at her.

“N-no…”

“Good. You can go on.”

Lake cleared her throat. “As I was saying, I was forged by a masterful blacksmith! The metal of my body comes from the stars themselves! That is why—”

“Are you saying you’re an alien?”

“Wh-what? How—no, I am not saying that.”

“Alright. You can go on.”

She cleared her throat again. “As I was saying… for the second time, I will not take it easy on any of you just because you are amateurs! Whether you are a man or a canine, I will treat you equally and break you just as thoroughly regardless! You—”

“You’re not going to hurt my dogs, are you? Keep in mind that I’ll treat you like I treat the cats if you hurt them.”

“I—I do not intend to hurt them, but if they get hurt on their own, then—”

“Then I’m blaming you. Anything that you order them to do—you’re responsible for.”

“I won’t tell them to do anything that would hurt them…”

“Good. You can go on.”

Lake cleared her throat yet again. “As I was saying… again, again, you will become far better fighters by the end of my instructions.” She paused to look at me. I nodded. “You will become brave warriors capable of conquering any threat.” She paused to look at me again. I nodded again. “And… we will teach those cats who the true warriors are?”

I wasn’t able to hold back the excited smile that spread across my lips when I heard the part about putting the cats in their place. Even my fellow dogs howled from around their swords in excitement as their tails wagged behind them.

“Good! Now, you, boy,” Lake said, looking at me, “I may not be an axe, but you will still benefit from my instruction. War is war, after all, and war never changes.”

“I don’t know if you know this or not, but we’ve got guns, planes, and nukes now,” I explained. “War has changed. A lot.”

“But it still involves fighting each other on the field of battle!”

“Yeah, sure, if unmanned aerial drones aren’t bombing people without them ever knowing that a bomb is falling toward them while the drone’s controller sits across the ocean. Yeah, I guess that sending an ICBM from the other side of the world to wipe a city off the map in a second is the same as attacking castle gates with battering rams and flinging oversized rocks around with catapults.”

“You… you may have a point, but I feel the need to inform you that trebuchets are the superior siege weapon. Catapults are vastly inferior in comparison.”

“Same thing.”

“You—you what?!” Lake shouted. “There is a huge difference between catapults and trebuchets!”

I shrugged. “Trebuchets are just tall catapults.”

“No! Catapults are just short trebuchets!”

“So then you’re admitting they’re basically the same thing but different sizes?”

“There is more to set them apart than that!”

“Whatever you say, Catapult.”

“Please don’t name me after something so inferior!”

“What are you, siege weaponist?”

“… can I please train you now? You’re being mean to me after I haven’t done anything like this in almost a thousand years…”

I was so used to teasing Vala and bullying Window that I assumed Lake would be able to handle the banter just as well as them, but she actually seemed kind of upset. An instinctive sigh left my lips and then I apologized. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you. I’ll shut up and let you do your thing, Teach.”

Apologizing to women was far easier than apologizing to men. When it came to men, I almost always refused to admit that I ever could have been in the wrong. But, when it came to women, I had no problem admitting when I was the one at fault.

Though, not even a woman would have been safe from me if she tried pulling the sort of bullshit that the guy in the store did.

You try it, you buy it.

I got pissed off as soon as I remembered that. Then I realized something. I could potentially bring up that annoying memory the next time I fought the cats to give myself some raging inspiration. Similar to how berserkers in games would sometimes inflict harm upon their bodies to deal more damage or whatever, I would inflict harm upon my mind by remembering all the idiotic things I’ve been through in life to fight the cats better.

Of course, there was also the training from Lake to help with that.

“Now then!” Lake announced. “Onto the first lesson! This lesson may be the first of many, but it is undoubtedly the most important lesson there is! So, pay attention! Now, do any of you know what the most important thing to a swordswoman is?!”

Delphi barked first.

“No, it’s not talent,” Lake replied.

“Wait, you can understand them?” I asked.

“No.”

“Then how—”

She blinked.

That was when I realized what she was doing.

She was… playing along with the dogs and putting words into their mouths so that this could progress like normal.

“You?” Lake asked, looking at Cami.

Cami barked.

“Wrong. No amount of experience can compare to this most important thing.”

Next, Lake looked at Lavi, and Lavi barked as soon as she noticed she was being looked at.

“Nay. It is not killing intent either. What say you, Drake? Do you know?”

“If it’s not talent, training, or the ability to kill, then… I don’t know. Knowing how things are, you’re probably going to say something like love is the most important thing,” I answered.

“Yes! Exactly! I knew you had the making of a master swordswoman inside of you!”

“What?! How—how is love important to being able to fight with a sword?! And I’d be a swordsman, not a swordswoman!”

“Right, my apologies. I am not used to associating with men.”

“You completely ignored my question about love!”

“I’m getting there, no worries. You see, love is the most powerful thing in the entire universe. It reaches beyond time and space. It is transcendent and all know it. It is even capable of reversing entropy.”

“Are you the one who taught Vala that love can reverse entropy?”

“No. It is common sense and we both already knew that.”

“I’m pretty sure that there are literally zero scientific, peer-reviewed research studies supporting the fact that love can reverse entropy.”

“It is not something that can be proven no matter how much you study it.”

“Then how do you know it’s true?”

“Because it’s common sense.”

“That makes no sense!”

“To think that humans have remained so uneducated after all of these years. That is truly a shame. Moving on, love is the most important thing there is and that should be obvious. Without love, why would you ever fight? Those with the purest intentions always win in the end.”

“History has disproved that at least hundreds of times over! It’s usually the opposite!”

“No, love has never lost. Those who have died while fighting for love can never be considered anything but victorious. Love is the most powerful motivator and the most righteous cause. While it is true that you may lose your life by fighting for love, and sometimes horrible people have accomplished truly disgusting crimes without being brought to punishment, love is still the winner at the cosmic scale. Hate could never wish to accomplish anything on a cosmic level that love could easily manage.”

I was tempted to continue playing up the straight man since that was what I would normally do when somebody was talking to me about such an impossible concept, but I couldn’t. Lake was too serious—too genuine. I could tell that she passionately believed everything that left her mouth. That kind of made me want to tease her even more about it, but I had already decided to stop teasing her. For the moment, at least. “So, you’re saying that something like hate could, for example, never reverse entropy. But love could?”

“Exactly. Hate is a temporary feeling—a mockery of emotion. Hate is not a natural thing. You are not born to be hateful. You don’t just randomly decide to hate anything nor anybody. You are born of love, you immediately love your parents, you naturally find many more things and people to love, and so forth. Look at animals. Do you think that they hate? No. They may have instinctual fears, but they do not hate. Hate is distinctly unique to those with at least a human level of intelligence. It’s an unfortunate side effect of intelligence. Love, however, can be felt by all. Dragons may love. Humans may love. Dogs may love their owners and whales may love jumping out of the water. Fish love worms and spiders love their webs. Love is true and felt by all. Hate is false and a disease that targets the intelligent.”

There were some serious scientific flaws that could be brought up with her theory but, again, I wasn’t interested in actually refuting her. Besides… what she believed in sounded pretty nice. It might have been the kind of rhetoric that people who hugged trees a bit too much for their own good would believe in, but I was somebody who put those people to shame with my attraction to trees.

If there was anybody who should have believed in something like that, going purely based off of one’s attraction to trees, then it was me.

“Alright. Love always triumphs over hate. That’s something I can respect. So, how do we fight with love?” I asked.

“By letting love guide your body, mind, and soul. Every swing of your blade should be for a loved one’s benefit. Every step you take should be taken out of love. Your desire to live, and sometimes your desire to sacrifice yourself, should all be born out of love.”

“So, basically, just use love as motivation for literally everything during combat?”

“Exactly. You are a fast learner, boy. The stronger your love is, the more powerful you will become and the more righteous your cause will be.”

“But what if I hate cats?”

“You should never use hate for motivation unless you intend on becoming a villain of the universe.”

“That does sound pretty epic. A villain of the universe.”

Lake sighed while glaring at me.

“Sorry. Anyways, I don’t see how I could fight for love against the cats. I could say that I’m fighting out of my love for Vala… but it’s not like the cats have ever done anything to her, so I don’t think that would work. I guess I could try to say I’m fighting out of love for having fun with Vala, but… I don’t know, that doesn’t really sound legitimate to me. Those just sound like trying to force love into the equation somehow.”

“I suspect that there may be a love you could harness that you refuse to admit to,” Lake said.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I think you know.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” my conscious mind said to her while my subconscious mind understood exactly what she meant.

“You will figure it out. Personally, I had two loves. One, I loved to serve my purpose. I am a sword. I was forged for battle. I have no interest in killing nor harming others, but I love battle itself as contradictory as it may seem. Two, I loved my wielder. I wanted nothing more than to protect her. Even now, my love for her inspires me to continue living on as I know it is what she would want.” Lake turned her attention away from me to focus on the dogs. “What about you all? What is it that you love? Who or what do you fight for?”

Every single dog turned their heads to look at me.

Once more, they proved that dogs are the best possible pets.

But then they turned away.

“I see,” Lake said to the dogs. “While you love fighting for your master, your true love comes from wanting to make everybody happy. You fight for the boy and the dragon because you love them and want to make them happy, but you also fight for the cats because you want them to have fun with you, too. The lot of you have some of the purest love to ever exist. Your love is genuine and extends to all, as to be expected from dogs. Your love is pure enough that you may very well be the saviors of the universe.”

The dogs nodded their heads at her.

“Wait, can you actually understand them or not?!” I shouted.

Lake shrugged her shoulders before looking back at me. “You cannot underestimate the cats, either. Why do you think you struggle so much against them?”

“Because they’re evil and full of hate. It’s how cats are.”

“Wrong.”

“Right.”

“No, wrong. Do you genuinely, with all your heart, believe that cats are evil?”

“I mean, no. Like you said, animals don’t really hate. They might be sadistic little assholes, but they’re not actually evil.”

“But why do you think they are ‘sadistic little a—b-butts…”

“Did… did you just replace assholes with butts? And stutter like an innocent schoolgirl while saying butts?”

“I’m not used to such vulgarity! You humans held yourselves to much higher standards when my master was alive!”

“You mean the standards where everybody used the outdoors as a toilet, nobody brushed their teeth, deodorant didn’t exist, and fine dining was potatoes and bread?”

“Just because you have so many fancy toys these days doesn’t mean that our standards were lower! When I was in that place where everybody came to see me, there were so many visitors who behaved as if they lived their lives through those small devices they held! All they ever did was hold onto those and look at them!”

“You’re starting to sound like a boomer who thinks that cellphones are bad.”

“Back in my day, the youth were not shackled to such devices!”

	ok boomer


“Thanks for backing me up, Window,” I said.

Window swung her left end toward me and I met her with my right hand. It was a high-five, though I was technically slapping her body instead of her hand.

“Hey, Lake, shouldn’t you love that humans have invented such technologically advanced devices? Shouldn’t you love that people are happy to live their lives with them? What happened to love over hate?” I asked.

Lake took a step back and covered her mouth. “I… I suppose you have a point. Yes, you’re right. I should not judge modern humans over what I don’t understand simply because it is different.”

	Woah, it’s possible for boomers to admit they’re wrong?


“We’re seeing history in the making here, Window,” I said. “Wait… if Lake is a boomer, and she’s younger than Vala, then…”

	oh no


“Not only that, but I’m in a relationship with somebody who’s potentially thousands of years older than me. Does this make me one of those guys into cougars or something? Or… or even worse, does this make Vala a GILF?”

	pls cease this line of thought


“And what’s this make me to her?!”

	CEASE. WE ARE GETTING INTO DANGEROUSLY PROBLEMATIC TERRITORY. STOP APPLYING REAL LOGIC TO ANY OF THIS. YOU’RE NOT INTO GILFS AND VALA ISN’T A SUPER BOOMER INTO YOUNG HUMANS. YOU’RE BOTH THE EQUIVILENT OF IN YOUR TWENTIES MENTALLY AND PHYSICALLY, AND YOU’RE BOTH ABLE TO LEGALLY PROVIDE CONSENT, SO THAT’S ALL THAT MATTERS.


“You’re right. That’s all that matters,” I said, wiping sweat off of my forehead.

I was safe. I wasn’t dating a super boomer. Then again, with how much I loved Vala, I still would have even if she was a super boomer.

And then it hit me.

“I know what to fight for,” I announced.

“Oh? You’ve figured it out, boy?” Lake asked.

“Yeah. If the dogs can fight because they love everybody and want to have fun with everybody, then why can’t I do the same? If I love spending time with Vala, the dogs, the bees, and the ra—I mean, the archers, then my love for spending time together with everybody can be my motivation.”

“Wrong.”

“What? How?”

“Well, it is not that it is wrong, it’s just… not the love that I know is within you and is waiting for you to acknowledge it.”

“And how do you know about some secret love inside of me?”

“Because I can see right through you, boy.”

“I have a name. I’d prefer if you used it.”

“A-ah, sorry… old habits. Alright! Drake! I will give you a hint since you seem to be struggling. Are you ready?”

“Thanks, and sure, I guess.”

“Very well. Your hint is this: FCB.”

“F… CB? What kind of hint is that? An acronym?”

“It is an acronym for what may serve to be the most powerful motivation you can muster in your fight against the cats. The previous love you stated is a wonderful love overall that will surely serve you, but there is an even stronger love that will help you specifically against the cats. FCB.”

“I have no idea what FCB even stands for. If it’s related to cats, then I’m guessing that the C stands for ‘cat,’ but what about the F and B?”

“Think hard and true, Drake. You understand what they stand for.”

“But I don’t… under… wait. No. No, it can’t be—that can’t be what you think I should use for my love!”

“Search your feelings, you know it to be true.”

“I refuse!”

“Do you refuse because you are afraid to admit the truth, or do you refuse because you are afraid of what may happen once you come to peace with the FCBs?”

“Never! No way!”

“Say it, Drake. Declare the truth of your love. Bring to the surface your ultimate desire!”

“Stop making this sound so serious! I’m not—I’m not doing it!”

“You are.”

“I’m no—”

I looked down when I felt a dozen touches around my legs.

Surrounding me, all of the dogs squeezed in closely together to place a single paw each on my legs to support me. I felt like I was in a support group where everybody was holding onto me as I broke down.

I was terrified of admitting the truth, but I could feel that it was coming closer and closer to bursting out of me. The truth was an unstoppable force and I was a movable object.

“Fl—” I choked on my words.

“Go on, Drake,” Lake encouraged me.

“I—I…”

“We’re here for you. Embrace your love, do not shy away from it.”

“Fl… flu—”

“Nobody will judge you. This is for your own good.”

I took a deep breath.

And then I finally let that pressure building up within me out.

“Fluffy cat bellies, damn it! It’s not fair! I want to pet their bellies! They’re so fluffy and soft and I love them and I want to pet them more than anything else but they won’t let me!” I shouted to the heavens.

Lake crossed her arms over her chest and nodded like a wise old sage. “I’m proud of you. By acknowledging your love for fluffy cat bellies, you have officially earned the right to be called my disciple. Now, my disciple, what love will you use in your battle against the cats?”

“I’m going to use my love for fluffy cat bellies to conquer them! Then I’m going to stroke their bellies! I’m going to surround my hands in their soft fluff!”

	gross


“Yes!” Lake shouted. “Wear your love for their fluffy bellies as armor! Wield it like the ultimate blade! By fighting them into submission, they won’t be able to resist us petting their bellies!”

	hold up
Did… did you just bring out Drake’s suppressed desires to use him to defeat the cats so that you can pet their bellies?



“Manipulating people is alright when it is for love,” Lake said.

	That’s messed up. Hey, Drake, snap out of it. She just wants to—


“No,” I replied. “I’m going to use my love for their fluffy cat bellies as my armor. I will wield it as the ultimate weapon.”

	Oh god, I thought you were going to turn into a hero instead of being like a villain all the time, but aren’t you turning into even more of a villain?!


“Just imagine it!” Lake shouted. “Imaging stroking your hand across their soft, warm bellies! Imagine your hand getting lost in all of that fluffy hair!”

	DRAKE, SHE’S DROOLING AND HAS A WEIRD LOOK IN HER EYE. YOU’RE NOT SUPPOSED TO LISTEN TO PEOPLE WHEN THEY LOOK LIKE THIS. THAT’S THE LOOK OF A PREDATOR.


I couldn’t resist. “Fluffy… cat bellies…”

	SNAP OUT OF IT! YOU’RE STARTING TO LOOK JUST LIKE HER! NEXT YOU’RE GOING TO BE SAY “A CAT IS FINE TOO!” WE’RE GETTING INTO REALLY DANGEROUS TERRITORY HERE!!!


“Together, my disciple, we will conquer all of the fluffy cat bellies,” Lake said.

“Even the Queen’s,” I agreed. “I’ll defeat her army and then take her for myself. She must have the best belly of them all if she’s the queen of cats.”

	Yup. I’m officially snitching to Vala.


While Window vanished to go report on us, Lake and I bonded over the greatest mutual interest we had.

FCBs.

Fluffy.

Cat.

Bellies.


Chapter Twenty-Four

What came next was the sort of training that would get quickly summarized in a montage featuring sweat, tears, and—most importantly—inspirational music. Maybe some jogging up and down some steps, too, but there weren’t any steps around for me to run up. Even so, I was left covered in sweat and dirt by the time that my training with Lake was done.

She even taught me how to swing around my axe better. The dogs, too. She might have been a sword, so she wasn’t exactly used to teaching somebody who used an axe, but she figured it out pretty quickly.

When Vala came over to check on me and Lake, she found us huddled together with the dogs in a circle. Lake and I had our heads close together, looking down with our hands on the other’s shoulders, while all of the dogs squeezed in around us to look up with one paw touching whichever dog was next to them.

“Woah, were you guys getting along together this well before? Did I miss something?” Vala asked.

	I already told you exactly what you missed and what degeneracy these two have been up to. Hurry up and snap him out of this. It’s creepy. Also, I’m even more scared for the cats now. Whatever he’s planning is probably even worse than wanting to take an axe to them.
Couldn’t you have chosen somebody else to be a harem protagonist?



“Good timing, Vala. We’re ready,” I answered, ignoring Window.

“I have trained him well. You should be proud of him,” Lake said.

Hearing that from her actually made me a little bit happy. Though, I was also in a good mood in general because of the plan that we came up with.

	Hey, Vala, I’ve got a bad feeling about this. This non-virgin virgin just mentioned that they came up with a plan.


“Ooh, I want in,” Vala said.

	YOU’RE SUPPOSED TO USE MY POWER TO BREAK THE FOURTH WALL FOR GOOD, NOT EVIL!


“Ehh, good and evil are the same thing. It’s all subjective.”

	Are you trying to cause people to argue over whether good and evil are the same thing and subjective or something? Because this is how you get a bunch of people arguing on the internet about what you just said. Please take it back or rephrase it in such a way that people aren’t going to be annoying about this.


“Annoying is subjective.”

	Next you’re going to say that everything is subjective.


“Everything is subjective. Other than love. Love is the only real objective thing in the universe. All the universes.”

	YOU’RE NOT HELPING THE SITUATION. DANGEROUS STATEMENTS LIKE THAT WILL GET YOU A BUNCH OF PEOPLE WHO GO “WELL ACKSHUALLY”
DO YOU WANT A BUNCH OF PEOPLE GOING “WELL ACKSHUALLY” BECAUSE YOU THOUGHT IT WOULD BE A GOOD IDEA TO GET EVEN SLIGHTLY PHILOSOPHICAL WHEN WE’RE SUPPOSED TO BE ALL ABOUT FLUFFY ROMANCE THINGS AND COMEDY?
Wait, why am I playing the straight man? This is Drake’s job.



“Being the straight man doesn’t matter anymore,” I answered. “Only fluffy cat bellies matter.”

	Please don’t change your character type so early. You have to at least wait until we get another straight man to replace you.


“Fluffy cat bellies wait for no replacement.”

	Alright, you’re clearly going to keep up this new shtick of yours until it’s dealt with, so can we hurry up and progress the plot so that you can get this out of your system and go back to being normal? Please?


“That’s why I said we’re ready.” I looked at Vala. “You ready for another battle? We’re going to repeat the boss fight. One, because of fluffy cat bellies. Two, to three-star it so that we can get the item needed to upgrade the warrior towers. We’ve got to farm this fight a few times over.”

“Ooh, sweet, we’re actually doing vidya stuff!” Vala answered, clearly excited. “And if we get bored of farming then I can just cheat the upgrades into existence.”

	HEY, NO CHEATING IS ALLOWED!


“Cheating aside,” I said, “let’s not associate farming with something bad. Farming is too great and part of why civilization was able to be a thing in the first place to be associated with something negative. Nobody should ever get bored of farming. So, instead, we’ll just call it grinding.”

“But if you want to use that logic… isn’t grinding a good thing, too?” Vala asked.

It took me a couple of seconds to figure out what Vala meant. As soon as I did, I had to admit that I blushed a little from thinking about “grinding” with Vala. Sure, I might not have been a virgin anymore, but I still got flustered whenever I thought about doing even more lewd things with her.

And that was only because I really wanted to do more of those things with her.

“She has a point,” Lake said. “Grinding is a wonderful thing. It has been forever since I was last taken to a grindstone.”

“I think that we’re talking about different kinds of grinding here,” I said.

“Hm? Are we not talking of the grinding that involves a grindstone to sharpen a blade to perfection?”

“Hey, Vala, I don’t know if I should ruin her innocence or let her stay like this. I think my great ancestor would judge me if I ruined her innocence after she’s had it for… however old she is.”

“I say keep it,” Vala answered. “Vivi always thought that Lake’s innocence was really cute. Plus it’s kind of like gap moe with how cool she can be sometimes.”

“What are you two talking about?” Lake asked. “What is this about me being innocent? Innocence is not something that should ever be used to refer to a sword that has spilled the blood of its enemies on the field of battle before.”

“Hey, Lake, do you prefer grinding by yourself or with others?”

“What? That is a strange question to ask all of a sudden, especially since I thought that we were going to put our plan into action… but I don’t know. I have never done it by myself, but I don’t see why I couldn’t if I had the proper tools for the job. So long as I have a body like this, I could hold and grind myself. However, I have always enjoyed the feeling of another holding me while grinding me. There is just something about having somebody else do it that you can’t get when you do it by yourself. Wait, why are all three of you smiling?”

I looked at Window to confirm if she was really smiling or not.

	: ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : )


I don’t know what I expected, but it wasn’t just her spamming a smiling emoji over and over again across her body.

As for Vala and me—yeah, we were definitely trying our best to hold back our laughter. “Nothing,” I answered Lake. “I just… think that it’s nice you can be so passionate about grinding. It’s clear that you take it very seriously.”

“Of course!” Lake said with a hand over her chest. “Grinding is even more important than fluffy cat bellies to me! In fact, grinding may be the most important thing there is. Not even love is as powerful as grinding, but it is better to grind with love than to grind without. Even so, grinding with anybody is alright so long as they know what they are doing. I would even let a random peasant grind me so long as he knew how to properly work me.”

Vala had to turn away while I kept an expression as straight as I could manage. “I see. Any tips or advice for newcomers to grinding?”

“Hmm… perhaps. It is important to be gentle, but not too gentle. You must also apply pressure or else the friction won’t be enough to accomplish anything. If you are too gentle, you will simply bounce away every time you come close. Furthermore, you must be confident. You must firmly hold the blade while you grind it. If you are not confident in your actions, you will never see the results that you hope for. Understand?”

“Firmly grasp it, be confident, and don’t be too gentle. Got it. Moving on, would you let Vala grind you?”

“I suppose so? So long as she takes the grinding seriously, she may attempt to grind me whenever she wishes. I will never turn down such an opportunity unless I believe you may be acting in bad faith for whatever reason, but I am an excellent judge of character. It is impossible to deceive me.”

“Don’t worry. I’d never want to deceive you. All I want to do is grind you.”

Lake nodded with the most gentle smile that I had seen come from her so far. “That does sound enjoyable, Drake. You are welcome to grind me should we ever acquire the proper tools. If you are inexperienced with it, I will guide you using the hands of this body. I can walk you through every step.”

Finally, Vala could no longer hold back her laughter and ended up laughing so hard that she began to cry from it. She did not just cry with one or two tears, either. She went into full on crying mode. “I-it hurts!” she cried. “Ca-can’t breathe!”

I felt a tiny bit bad for her since I knew the feeling of laughing that hard and how horrible, while also amazing, it could be, but I did nothing to help her. Instead, I let her get all of that laughter out of her system.

Meanwhile, Window was uncontrollably shaking all over the place while her body showed a couple of emojis.

	:xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)


Apparently, since she refused to just give herself a proper body and face, she used those two faces to symbolize the lewd amusement she was getting out of this.

“What—what is so funny?!” Lake shouted, demanding an answer.

That was when I finally gave in to my urge to laugh, too.

While Lake stood there, confused and concerned because of how hard all of us were laughing, the dogs jumped all over Vala and me as if they were trying to knock us over. They either thought that something was wrong or they wanted to play. Whatever it was, I ended up getting pushed over from their continued assault and was then immediately met with a dozen dogs licking my face.

“Even—even Vivi was never that mean to her,” Vala said, after finally calming down a bit. “That was perfect. Vivi, you’re so innocent. Never go on the internet.”

“The internet? What is that? Some sort of new… hunting net?” Lake asked. “Or perhaps it is a net for fishing?”

“Maybe I should ruin your innocence after all if you don’t even know what the internet is. Actually… it might be too much of a culture shock for you to experience it. I’d be kinda afraid for you. But… it’s the internet and everybody deserves to know how great the internet is.”

“Ah, yeah, the internet. It’s so great,” I said after managing to free myself from all of the dogs’ tongues. “Nothing like dealing with ads, everybody wanting to charge for subscription services to stream anything now, and suffering a bunch of people acting tough who would never back up their words in real life.”

“Yeah, the internet can be a rough place sometimes. Especially for us gamers. We’re the most discriminated group on the internet even though all we want to do is play vidya in peace…”

	Can you please stop trying to cause controversy? Think of who has to deal with the people you’re going to bother when you say things like that! Can’t you just stick to wholesome, family-friendly, non-controversial references and jokes?


“Censorship, ree…”

	It’s censorship for the greater good. I’m going to lose all my hair between you and Drake…


“But you don’t even have any hair,” I said.

	It’s the hair on the inside that counts.


“The floating creature has a point,” Lake said. “For example, it is the sword on the inside that counts. A sword on the outside is not going to do anything. By putting your sword inside of somebody else, however, you win.”

I wasn’t sure if Lake was trying to tell a joke or not until she started laughing.

At her own joke.

“Why aren’t any of you laughing? I thought we were exchanging jokes or something since you were laughing so hard before,” Lake said.

“It was kind of dark, maybe?” I suggested, not sure of what else to say.

	You know we were supposed to do the battle and fluffy cat belly stuff this chapter, right? Instead, we ended up teasing Lake almost the entire time.
ALSO, I’M NOT A “FLOATING CREATURE.”
I AM AN INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW, THANK YOU VERY MUCH.



“Apologies,” Lake said. “I have never seen a creature such as yourself so I was not sure of your species’ name.”

	Please don’t let like our first time actually talking to each other involve you calling me a creature and me having to correct you about what I am repeatedly. I just want to have at least one normal relationship with somebody—wait, why was I expecting normal from you when you’re the one who turned Drake into a drooling barbarian lusting after fluffy cat bellies?


“Hey, it’s not lust, it’s love,” I explained.

	I have a feeling that you’re going to treat the cats even worse now that you “love” them. They were probably safer when you hated them…
Wait, Vala, you might be in danger if this is how he treats people he loves. The more he loves you, the more violent he gets!



Vala’s eyes widened a bit before quickly developing a blush across her cheeks as she tapped her fingers together, too shy to actually say what Window and I could tell that she was thinking.

	NOT THAT KIND OF VIOLENT YOU DEGENERATE DRAGON! YOU’RE ACTING EVEN MORE LIKE A VIRGIN THAN HIM! WHY ARE YOU TWO STILL LIKE THIS?
You know what, no. I’m making the problem worse by playing along with you two instead of trying to keep things going. I’m making sure there’s a battle and new waifu next chapter because it’s going to take us a thousand years just to introduce all of the waifus at this rate. If I don’t do something, I’m going to be stuck here with you forever as I’m forced more and more into the role of the straight man—straight window instead of staying true to my informational status window nature.
That’s why I’m starting the battle now.
FIVEFOURTHREETOONE OK GO



Forced to bring our banter session to an end, all of the usual cues popped up to signal that a battle was about to begin.

Window was making sure that we progressed whether we liked it or not.

Fortunately for her, I liked it this time. Why?

Because it was time to enact the plan I developed with Lake to acquire the fluffiest of cat bellies.


Chapter Twenty-Five

The third battle was repeated and much easier thanks to the new towers we had. I was not interested in most of the battle, though. Instead of chopping away at cats with my PickAxe, I only used the side of it to smack them away.

After all, they were still trying to attack my greenhouse and were more than willing to cut me with their claws and weapons.

I only changed my strategy when I came face-to-face with the fluffiest belly that I had ever seen.

He may have had metal to cover his chest and limbs, but his fluffy belly was exposed.

The fluffy cat belly.

“Conan the Catarian! I challenge you to another duel!” I shouted up at him.

This caused several veins to pop in his forehead as he swung his morning star down at me.

I was barely able to dodge out of the way in time. “It’s not gaming this time! I promise!”

He stopped his attack. He knew that he wouldn’t be able to defeat me in a gaming contest because his oversized hands were too large for any controller, but he seemed interested in a different kind of duel.

“And I promise to never touch another cat if I lose!” I added on.

He crossed his arms over his chest rather than continue his assault, showing that he wanted to hear more.

“Let me rub your belly. If you let me rub your belly for ten minutes, you can win and I’ll never touch cats again for as long as I live. I won’t even look in their general direction ever again. I promise,” I said.

Conan looked like he had to think over it for a couple of moments before nodding to foolishly agree to my plan.

“Good. Now, lie down so that I can actually reach your belly.”

Conan shrugged and dropped his weapon before lying down on his back. The next moment… I jumped onto his stomach and rubbed my body against his belly. He was large enough that I could fit my entire body onto his belly, so I allowed his fluff to consume me.

I didn’t even care about the battle. I didn’t care about winning or anything. I just wanted ten minutes of uninterrupted FCB rubbing.

I rubbed the side of my face against him, I moved my arms and legs in such a way that it looked like I was trying to create a snow angel out of his fluff, I rolled around, I stroked my fingers through his fluff—I lost all sense of self-control.

I became one with the fluff.

The fluff became one with me.

I transcended to a higher plane of existence that consisted of nothing but fluff.

And then…

I fell from grace.

I was tossed off of the fluffy cat belly only for Conan to stand up, his hands over his burning red face, and run away from me.

“Wait! My ten minutes aren’t up!” I shouted, reaching one hand out to him as if his belly were a lover abandoning me. “Come back! Please!”

He disappeared into the forest.

	You… don’t really deserve this, but ok.
Stage 1-3: The Third Night
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: 99 Cat Runners, 90 Cat Scouts, 70 Cat Soldiers, 50 Bagged Cats, 25 Crazed Cats, 6 Macho Cats, Conan the Catarian
Rewards: 751 Gold Coins, 40 Cat Fur Scraps, 30 Cat Bones, 10 Cat Paws, 2 Roast Duck Dinners with Spiked Strawberry Lemonade, a Giant Cat Skull, and enough food for everybody in the towers.
Hurry up and upgrade Delphi’s tower now. It’ll make you feel better.
Then I’ll do a time skip to continue rushing along so that things actually happen other than back-and-forth bantering non-stop.



I may have won the battle, but the battle felt like anything but a victory.

I couldn’t even resist Window. I did exactly as she said and began the upgrade of Delphi’s tower using the giant cat skull I got as a reward for finishing the third battle with three stars.

And then time skipped until the tower’s upgrade was complete. As it would turn out, “time heals everything” even applied to time skips since I felt mostly better by the time that the tower was complete.

Finally, the construction tent over Delphi’s tower was removed. The tower gained another story in height, but there was something far more important—somebody far more important standing in front of it.

Standing before me was… a pretty cute girl. To be more specific, a girl with shoulder-length pastel-blue hair who wore a combination of short summer dress and light armor with leather boots that reached about halfway up her thighs.

There was also the fact that she had two, fluffy, canid ears sticking out from the top of her head in addition to… human ears where they would normally be?

	Wait, seriously? There’s a cute doggo waifu in front of you and you’re thinking about why she has two sets of ears instead of one?


“Seriously, can you read my thoughts or something?” I asked Window.

	Don’t worry about that.


“I will worry about it! That’s a major violation of my right to privacy!”

	It’s not like there’s anything worth protecting in your head anyways.


“That doesn’t matter! And you just implied that you can read my thoughts if you know that!”

	You’re acting like some suspicious person who has something to hide.


“You don’t have to be some suspicious person who has something to hide to want some privacy! Privacy is a basic human right!”

	According to who? Did the alien overlords who programmed our simulation implement a law in our coding that states privacy is a basic right?


“Yes!”

	What do you mean “Yes!”?!?!?! You’re supposed to say something like “Wait, did you just confirm that we’re all living in a simulation created by aliens?!”


“It’s not like I’d believe that anybody could actually answer that. It can’t be proven that we do and it can’t be proven that we don’t, so I might as well just go along with it.”

	Tsk, you ruined my comeback.


“What was it going to be?”

	How am I supposed to know? I think of these things up on the spot.


“So, I ruined something that didn’t even exist.”

	You ruined the potential of my comeback. Happy now?


“Yes.”

	Good, then stop giving me attention and focus on the new waifu. How would you feel if you were the newest member of a harem and then immediately tossed aside to witness the banter between whoever leads the harem and a member already in it?


“Aren’t you implying that you’re a member of my harem with that?”

	hey, have i ever mentioned how much u suck


“Right back at you, Window.”

“Hey, she hasn’t done any sucking yet,” Vala said.

	THAT “YET” IMPLIES THAT I EVER WILL. CAN YOU DEGENERATES NOT LEWD THE INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW? YOU’RE SUPPOSED TO DEFEND ME, VALA. YOU’RE MY CREATOR. YOU’RE BASICALLY MY MOM BUT NOT BY BLOOD TO AVOID LEGAL AND ETHICAL ISSUES. WHY ARE YOU THROWING ME LIKE A PIECE OF MEAT TO A STARVING WOLF?



“Waifus exist to be lewded,” Vala said with a sage nod, her arms crossed over her chest.

	THEN I WON’T BE A WAIFU ANYMORE. I’LL BE A HUSBANDO. I’M OFFICIALY A GUY NOW. HELLO, MY NAME IS WINDOW…SON. WINDOWSON. THAT’S MANLY. I’M A MAN. DO NOT LEWD THE INFORMATIONAL, MALE-IDENTIFYING, STATUS WINDOW.



“Bold of you to assume that men can’t be waifus.”

	DRAKE, YOUR GIRLFRIEND IS BEING A MAJOR DEGENERATE. STOP HER.



“I don’t know enough about waifus to prove Vala wrong, so I’ll just take her side on this,” I said.

	YOU’RE BOTH THE WORST. IGNORE ME ALREADY AND GIVE THE NEW DOGGO WAIFU SOME ATTENTION INSTEAD.



“It’s okay! I can wait,” the “doggo waifu” in question said, her tail happily wagging behind her as she watched us.

	YOU’RE GOING TO BE WAITING FOREVER AT THIS RATE.



“It’s okay! As long as I get to be with my masters, I can wait forever and ever!”

	Crap, you’re really cute.



“She is super cute,” Vala agreed.

“This is more proof that dogs are the best,” I confirmed.

The doggo waifu grinned and her tail wagged even faster.

Now, going by the color of her hair and the fact that she had canid ears and a tail to match… there was only one person who this girl could be.

“Delphi, right?” I asked.

“That’s me, Master!” Delphi answered with a cheery tone.

“So… you’re a girl now?”

“I’ve always been a girl?” Delphi answered with a tilt of her head.

“But like, a human.”

“I’m not a human?” She tilted her head in the other direction.

“But you’re not a dog.”

“Not for, umm, legal and ethical reasons! I think?”

	👍


“I’m guessing that Window has already taught you about that sort of stuff if you’re saying it and she’s approving,” I said.

“Yeah! I’m a good girl, so I made sure to pay lots and lots of attention!” Delphi said as her tail somehow managed to wag even faster.

Her personality, her calling herself a good girl, her looks—I wouldn’t have thought of what I thought of if it wasn’t for Vala wanting us to have a harem, but I wanted to do very, very lewd things to Delphi.

	Seriously? You’re just going to say that you want to do lewd things to her but you’re not even going to describe her body with the typical male gaze? How are people supposed to know what she looks like if you’re not describing every inch of her body like a horny male author who’s never touched a woman before? For example, you’re supposed to talk about her pencil skirt hugging her curves! How her jeans are so tight that they show everything in her pockets! How her breasts breasted breastedly as she breasted her way down the stairs!


“What? Do you think that I’m eleven or something?” I asked.

	You’re naïvely innocent if you think only a kid would ever describe a girl like that. If anything, most of them are creepy middle-aged guys who breathe through their mouths while only typing with one hand.


“I feel like you’re insulting a large group of people again.”

	That’s okay. Some people are worth insulting.


“Then, if they’re worth insulting, why do you want me to be like them? Why are you complaining that I’m not describing Delphi, in my thoughts that I told you to stay out of, like them?”

	Because I want to insult you more. Duh.
Also because she’s a waifu. People need to know how she looks! People need to know that she’s got a petite figure, a nice butt, average breasts, a cute and girly face, and… yeah, I guess that’s all that they really need to know other than what you’ve already brought up.



“Don’t forget that her eyes are blue to continue the whole blue and pastel theme.”

	God, you’re such a virgin. Here I am talking about her body and stuff, and you’re just all, “oh, her eyes are blue.” Did you even notice her cleavage? Did you notice the way that her leather boot things are just a little bit too tight which cause a bit of her thighs to spill out over them? These things are important! They’re foreshadowing something that’s going to happen later! Look! She’s petite overall, all young and innocent looking and stuff, definitely has a body that looks at least eighteen years of age or older for legal and ethical reasons, but she’s showing signs of the thicc. Don’t you understand what this might potentially mean?


“Nope. Just means that she has nice thighs and enough boobs to show cleavage. Also, you’re sounding like one of those creepy guys you mentioned.”

	Shut it. I’m only a creep for idols. Vala! You’re a degenerate! Even more degenerate than this pathetic non-virgin virgin! Do you understand what this means?


“Uhhh… it means that she’s adding variety to the lineup of waifus since my thighs are too skinny for that?” Vala asked.

Meanwhile, Delphi stood there patiently like the good girl that she was, not having any interest in interrupting us. She was very well behaved.

	I give up. I’m done for the chapter. I’m leaving so that you’re forced to give Delphi some attention.


“It’s okay! I can wait!” Delphi said. “But, umm… the more I wait, the more excited I’ll be when I don’t have to wait anymore, so remember that! Ehehe.”

“I want to rub her belly,” I said, looking at Delphi.

“Same,” Vala agreed.

	She deserves all the belly rubs. K bye now.


As Window vanished from us, Delphi’s tail managed to wag at such an incredible speed that I was worried about her breaking it.

“Umm, so… does this mean I don’t have to be patient anymore?” Delphi asked, the ears atop her head twitching.

I nodded. “Right. It’s time for us to give you attention.”

Delphi’s excited grin was replaced by a look of fierce determination as she charged at Vala and I.

The next thing I knew, Vala and I were knocked to the ground next to each other, and Delphi had her arms around our necks. She somehow managed to position us so that, by placing her head right between ours, she could nuzzle against the sides of our faces at the same time. She rubbed her right cheek against mine and her left cheek against Vala’s quickly enough that I could feel heat being generated from the friction.

Meanwhile, her tail furiously wagged in the air above her as the rest of her body tried to figure out a way to deal with the overwhelming excitement stored within her. It was like she didn’t know what to do with anything below her shoulders, so her body just sort of moved all over the place while she hugged us together with her arms and rubbed her face against ours.

I only got a few quick glimpses of her face because of just how absurdly fast she was nuzzling was, but I saw that the excited grin from before made a return that put the previous smile to shame.

And then she stopped all of a sudden.

Lifting her head up so that she could look down at us, the sheer excitement and nuzzling caused her to pant.

Also, she left red marks on our cheeks from where she was nuzzling.

That was some very high-powered face rubbing.

“Ehehehe! I love, love, love you!” Delphi told us before grabbing the sides of my face with her hands to place a kiss just as high-powered as her rubbing against my lips. Then she did the exact same thing to Vala, leaving us both just sort of lying there while looking up at her.

	You have to include the part about how she made a “> <” look with her eyes as she kissed you to maximize the cuteness.


I knew that Window wouldn’t be able to stay away for long.


Chapter Twenty-Six

Delphi was just… too cute. Way too cute. She had everything that made dogs the objectively best animals in existence all wrapped up in the package of a girl. A very cute girl. A very cute girl who somehow kept on getting into positions that resulted with her pushing her chest against my head. Now, there wasn’t much there for her to actually push against me, but it was definitely noticeable.

And I wasn’t the only one to be affected, either. Delphi’s boobs-against-the-head thing was all about gender equality as she did it to Vala just as much as she did it to me.

I was at least able to hide my smile so that I didn’t look like some old, perverted man with a stupid grin on my face whenever Delphi did it.

But not Vala. Vala embraced her desire to be an old, perverted man.

I started to understand where Window got it from.

“Don’t you think that it’s time to calm down a bit?” I asked Delphi after about thirty minutes of her relentless snuggling.

“Nope!” Delphi answered. “It’s never time to calm down! Unless there’s a treat. Then you calm down long enough to get the treat, then you go crazy!”

I had an idea for teasing her that I couldn’t resist after hearing that. “Alright. I’ve got a treat for you.”

Delphi went from somehow having her legs around my chest and her face against Vala’s to obediently sitting down on her knees in front of us, looking up at me with expectant, excited eyes.

I immediately regretted my plan for teasing her since I had no idea what to actually give her. “Treat?” she asked, her tail swishing from side to side behind her.

I couldn’t just not give her a treat after seeing her be such a good girl. “Right. A treat. Are you ready for it?” I asked to stall time.

“I’m ready! Super ready! Ultra ready! Plus ultra ready!”

“I don’t know. Are you sure that you can handle a treat?”

“I’m sure! Super sure! Ultra sure! Plus ultra sure!” Her tail wagged faster and faster.

	If this was a hentai, this would be when you pull your dick out and say, “Here’s your bone, be a good girl and lick it but don’t chew on it,” ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)


I swatted Window away as Vala chuckled to my side.

That did sound tempting, though. Especially since I had full faith in Delphi to go along with it.

But I was not going to do that.

I had no idea what I was going to do.

Fortunately, somebody else did.

“Your treat is getting kissed by Drake,” Vala explained.

Delphi’s eyes shot open wide. “Really?! That’s the best treat!”

Vala crossed her arms over her chest and nodded with closed eyes. “I see you are a doggo of culture.”

“I don’t know how to feel about my girlfriend handing away my kisses like this,” I said, poking Vala’s cheek.

“But Delphi’s our girlfriend now, too.”

“Is it really that easy? I mean, she only just became like this. We can’t just assume that every girl here is going to automatically be our girlfriend, can we?”

“Yeah, we can.”

I narrowed my eyes at her before turning to look at Delphi. “Are you our girlfriend?”

“Yeah!” Delphi answered.

“Do you understand what being a girlfriend actually is?” I mean, she was just a dog a short while ago.

“Yeah!”

“Are you saying this just because you’re going along with us and not actually sure or something?”

“Nope!”

“How old are you even?”

“Old enough to avoid all legal and ethical issues!”

“And you have the intelligence of a human and understand all these concepts?”

“Yeah!”

“How’d you learn it?”

“I had training videos to watch in the tower! I had to study really hard and pass a bunch of tests to qualify as a harem member!”

“Wait, what?”

	Listen, I don’t like having to make cute dogs put college students to shame in how much they have to study, but it’s a necessary evil to avoid all legal and ethical issues. All you need to know is that all harem members are at least eighteen years of age or older due to the fact that we can make time work however we want here, they are all as intelligent as adult humans, there are no blood relations, understand complex concepts such as romantic/sexual relationships and how consent works and can be revoked at any time, and… blah blah blah.
tl;dr: just kiss the doggo waifu. She understands, she’s legal, and she consents.



Window vanished on her own this time, leaving me with the eager-eyed Delphi and her wagging tail.

Well, Vala said I’d kiss Delphi, Delphi clearly wanted it and understood it, and Window’s explanation took away any doubt I might have had… so why not? Besides, I already had a plan to make things fair to Vala.

I got right in front of Delphi before helping her stand up so that I could more easily wrap my arms around her and place my lips against hers. She might have taken us by surprise with her first kiss, but now I was the one in control of the kiss.

Or so I thought I would be.

Just a couple of seconds into the kiss, Delphi placed her hands against my cheeks and started to lick all around my lips, and inside of my mouth, rather than actually try to kiss me. Or rather, she was definitely trying to kiss me. Just… like a dog rather than like a human. There wasn’t really anything romantic about it at that point. It just felt silly.

I took my hands from around her and grabbed the sides of her face just like she did with mine, pushing her away while squishing her cheeks inward. Her confused, squished face was too adorable.

“I think you might need training on how to kiss still,” I teased her.

“Does—does Master not like my kisses?” Delphi whined with saddened eyes.

I immediately shook my head. “No, that’s not what I’m saying. Your kisses are great. However, there are multiple types of kissing, so you need training with the other types. There’s a time and a place for every kissing type.”

“Oh, I see!”

“Fortunately for you, there is a second part to your treat.”

“Treat part two?! Really?!”

“Really. Vala is going to teach you how to properly kiss in situations like this. Right, Vala?” I asked, looking over at her.

I expected her to maybe be a bit nervous or hesitant or surprised or something. Instead… she grinned and gave me a thumbs-up. “Leave it to me,” Vala answered.

“Where was all this confidence when it was just me and you?”

“Th-that’s different. I’m a girl, and Delphi is a girl, so I understand what to do better. It’s way easier. But you’re a guy, so… i-it’s harder to make sure I do things right.”

The way that she went from confident to blushing and flustered was adorable. “You’re too cute.”

“Master really is cute!” Delphi agreed.

“Alright, Delphi, are you ready for treat part two?”

“I’m ready! I was born ready! My entire purpose for existing is treat part two!”

“Don’t you think that’s kind of extreme?!”

“Nothing is too extreme when it comes to treats!”

“Hey, you’re really going to make me want to take advantage of your love for treats if you say stuff like that.”

“You can do whatever you want to me as long as treats are involved! Oh, and any kind of treat works! Including lewd ones!” Delphi explained with a wink and a thumbs-up.

“I’m starting to worry there might be legal and ethical issues after all depending on what those training videos taught you.”

“We were only shown the adult training videos after we understood everything else!”

“There were seriously adult training videos?!”

“Yeah! Window said it would be boring and repetitive if you had to go through the clumsy like-a-virgin phase with every girl! Or something. I think?”

I had no idea how I was supposed to react to that, so I turned Delphi to face Vala and released her.

Delphi looked like she was about to charge straight into Vala before Vala held up a hand and ordered, “Stay.”

Delphi froze in her tracks. Even her tail and twitchy ears became as still as a statue.

“Good girl. Paw,” Vala ordered next while holding out her upturned, left hand.

Delphi placed her right hand on top of Vala’s left. Then Vala repeated the process with their other hands so that Vala had both of Delphi’s hands on top of her own. This allowed Vala to interlock her fingers with Delphi’s before leaning forward and pushing their lips together.

If Delphi wasn’t also my girlfriend, I probably would have been jealous seeing Vala kiss another girl. Instead, since we were all basically dating each other, I just felt—well, way more turned on than I expected to be by seeing two attractive girls, who were both in a relationship with me, kissing.

And Vala was really good at working Delphi.

Every time that Delphi got a bit too excited for her own good, Vala pulled away and waited for her to calm down. Whenever Delphi tried to grab onto Vala, Vala held her hands tighter.

Vala was in complete control.

And then Vala took it a step further.

Releasing their lips from one another, Vala sunk down to Delphi’s neck and latched onto it with her fangs. She was still a dragon, after all, so she did have a couple of deadly looking fangs in her mouth.

But really, they just made her look even cuter.

Vala pressed her fangs against Delphi’s neck, which caused our new girlfriend to release an erotic moan as her tail wagged. Each change in action by Vala caused Delphi’s ears to twitch in surprise, and it didn’t take long for Delphi to start whining.

If it wasn’t for how fast her tail was wagging, and for how much she was smiling, I would have thought that she was in serious pain from her noises and told Vala to stop.

Instead, Delphi looked overjoyed.

After about thirty seconds of biting and sucking on Delphi’s neck, Vala pulled away which left a large, bloodied bruise where she was biting. “First,” she declared with a proud smile.

“What are you, one of those people who always has to leave the first comment or something?” I asked.

“I’m one of those dragons who has to do all the lewd things first.”

“You can’t do all of them.”

“Why not?”

“You don’t have a dick.”

“That can be arranged.”

“Wait, what?”

“If I can create a pocket universe, I can give myself one of those. I could even turn you into a girl and me into a guy for genderbending fun.”

“I—Delphi,” I said, once more having no idea how to even reply to the previous topic, “you alright?”

“More than alright!” Delphi answered, swaying from side to side with her whole body as she touched her new hickey. The touch made her wince in pain, so she pulled away, and then she touched it again. Then winced and pulled away again. Then touched it again.

She really wanted to feel it, but every attempt at feeling it hurt.

And then I realized something.

“Wait. Window!” I shouted.

	Sigh. You have a dragon waifu and a doggo waifu and you’re still annoying me. Are you that addicted to me? Is my power of being best girl informational status window really so strong that you can’t resist going more than a few pages without me?


“If you’re showing training videos inside the towers…”

	Yes, the future waifus in the archer tower and bee tower get them, too.


“You’re corrupting my bees?!”

	That’s what you’re worried about?!


“Bees are too innocent and pure for whatever you’re showing them in there!”

	Heh. Innocent and pure. If only you knew. If. Only. You. Knew.


“Don’t turn my bees into BDSM-loving perverts or anything!”

	Heh. Too late. Heh.


“You’ve corrupted my bees!”

	Hey, she’s the one who chose to corrupt herself if anything.
Just don’t be surprised if she ever tries to get you or the others in maid uniforms.



“I support seeing Drake in a maid uniform,” Vala said.

“Yeah! I support what Master supports!” Delphi agreed, still in the cycle of touching her hickey only to pull away in pain each time before doing it again.

“Can you two please not support making me cross-dress?” I asked.

“But it would be cute,” Vala explained. “And we can wear maid costumes with you. We’ll be a bunch of maids doing cute things to each other.”

My natural need to be masculine told me that was absolutely not going to happen. The rest of me told me that I was living in a world where I never had to work again for the rest of my life, I could spend every day having fun, have a massive garden full of impossible plants, I got to have sex with a perfect dragon girl and now I had an amazing dog-turned-woman girlfriend to go along with her, and my enemies all had fluffy cat bellies, so did I really have any right to complain or refuse if they wanted to dress me up in a maid costume for some fun?

I was leaning toward no. The adventurous side of me that awoke thanks to Vala bringing me to this world told me that it might even be fun despite also being incredibly embarrassing.

But I was never going to admit that.

	By the way… Drake.


I tilted my head. Something seemed off. “Yeah, Window?”

	Since you… you know, three-starred all three stages of the first level, you get an extra reward. I tried to make something that would fit what you like while also being thematic, but I’m not really sure how it turned out, so… don’t be disappointed if it looks weird or anything. I still put lots of work into it, so you better appreciate it!


I had no idea what the reward might have been until it showed up floating in the air in front of me.

It was a pot. Inside of the pot… was a shades-of-grey plant with the stripes of a tabby cat and, instead of flowers, it had little cat paws growing from the stems. It was a cat paw plant—a cat paw plant that put the Anigozanthos humilis to shame. This one had actual cat paws.

I grabbed the pot, placed it down, and then wrapped my arms around Window.

“You’re—you’re the best informational status window,” I said, almost crying from how happy I was.

“Master really loves plants, doesn’t he, Master?” Delphi asked Vala.

“We’re going to have some serious competition once the plant girl gets here,” Vala said.

I let go of Window. “Did you say plant girl?”

	WOW HOLY—I AM SO TILTED RIGHT NOW. YOU WERE BEING NICE AND GIVING ME A HUG AND EVERYTHING AFTER I—JUST—AND YOU—JUST THE MENTION OF A PLANT GIRL IS ENOUGH TO MAKE YOU STOP HUGGING ME? ARE YOU TRYING TO CUCK ME OR SOMETHING? I’M NOT A CUCKQUEEN! I DON’T WANT TO BE NETORARED BY A SENTIENT PLANT! GOD I AM NOT TALKING TO YOU FOR AT LEAST 5 PAGES.


And so, Window vanished, leaving me to feel pretty guilty. I probably should have tried to contain my excitement when I heard about the combination of a plant and a girl, so I was going to have to do something to make it up to Window.

After all, Window was the best informational status window there ever was. She deserved something nice in return for the perfect gift she gave me.

“Vala, I’m going to need your help with something,” I said. “It involves using your powers to snap things into existence. For Window’s sake.”

Vala smiled and nodded. “Leave it to me!”

“Can I help?! I don’t know how, but I want to help!” Delphi said, jumping up and down while still repeating the cycle of touching and pain.

“You’re one of the key ingredients to my plan, Delphi,” I answered.

“An—an ingredient? Are you making waifu soup?”

… “No.”

“Oh… I’ve always wanted to be soup,” Delphi said in a sad tone, her ears flat against her head.

Even Vala had no idea how to react this time.


Chapter Twenty-Seven

I wasn’t sure if Window was going to actually appreciate what I had planned for her not. It wasn’t like I knew that much about her despite how often we talked and messed around with each other. Other than being absurd and acting like a perverted, old man whenever it came to idols, what else was there?

Fortunately, that was enough for my plan.

Though, shortly after getting started on the plan, I realized something.

Three is better than one.

Having the other dogs evolve like Delphi did would not only make the plan go even better, but it would allow Delphi to walk around without carrying them everywhere with her. She really took on the role of a big sister by picking up Cami and Lavi to carry them around underneath her arms all the time. I would have thought that the dogs would be uncomfortable being carried around like that, but apparently not. They accepted it in full and even wagged their tails a little during whenever they were being carried.

The downside of going for three instead of only using one of them was that it meant letting Window stay upset with me for a couple of days. Whenever I tried talking to her, I’d get the silent treatment, or she’d only respond with “hmph” or something similar.

For an informational status window, she really knew how to make somebody feel bad.

Then again… I was probably to blame for her not forgiving me yet. I was sure that a simple apology would have been enough to make things go back to normal, but I didn’t give her one. I wanted to wait until my plan was ready.

That was the original idea, anyways.

Right before we were ready to repeat the third battle again, I felt too guilty and had to apologize. I really didn’t like Window being upset with me and there was no point in holding back the apology. It wasn’t like I couldn’t still give her the surprise after apologizing.

I was just being stupid.

So, while Window and Vala talked about something, I joined them which caused Window to immediately turn away from me.

“Sorry, Window,” I said. I felt like I should have said more to go with that… but I couldn’t think of anything else to say. So, I stuck with a simple, honest apology.

	Apology not accepted. Your five-page punishment isn’t over yet.


“Is there something different about your text?”

	I had to change it because of various complaints. Now I have to find another color scheme to use. This is what you get until then.
Also, for the sake of readers reading the published version, I’ve already edited all of the previous text before this to the much more readable version you can see now. So, this whole part is going to make no sense to anybody reading this.



“Should I be worried about something?

	Don’t worry about it. Are you repeating this battle or not?


She was only putting the bare minimum into responding to me. She was really good at making me feel guilty.

“I seriously am sorry. I shouldn’t have—”

	Relax >_>. I’m only trying to be stubborn and not go back on my five-page punishment.


“Wait, so you’re not actually mad at me anymore? You’re just being stubborn?”

	I’m going back to giving you the silent treatment now.


“How am I even supposed to know when it’s been five pages or whatever?! How do you even measure that?!”

	Okay it’s been five pages. What’s up? Oh, and your apology is accepted now.


“You didn’t even get a chance to go back to giving me the silent treatment!”

	I’m an informational status window of my word. What did you expect? Do you want me to stay mad at you? Are you an emotional masochist or something?


“I almost feel stupid now for ever feeling bad.”

	Well, don’t be. It’s not… it’s not like I don’t appreciate the apology and like it didn’t make me feel better or anything. But you didn’t have to wait almost twenty-four hours to give me it >_>.


I was close to taking the apology back out of a desire to be stubborn in return to her, but I forced myself to sigh instead. “It’s only the first part of the apology, so I’ll make up for making you wait.”

	What are you talking about?


“You’ll see.”

	Fine, I’ll just go back and… wait. Why can’t I look at what you were talking about on the previous pages?


“Your powers are restricted for a bit so that we can do a thing,” Vala explained.

	But how am I supposed to stay ahead of this non-virgin virgin if I don’t have my powers?!


I couldn’t help but to feel smug when reading that even though I had no idea just what sort of powers Vala took away from her.

“You’ll be fine,” Vala said. “Anyways, we’re ready for the battle to repeat!”

	I could just go on strike and not do anything until you give me all my powers back.


“I could just create a new informational status window.”

	Tha-that’s a good point… a horrible and mean point that makes you a cruel creator for even threatening that, but it’s still a good point.


“Hehe. Don’t worry, Window. Me and Drake are doing this for your own good. I promise you’ll be happy because of it.”

	Fiiiiiiinnnnneeeee. Anyways… which of you are fighting?


“Isn’t it all of us like normal?” I asked.

	No. You only get to use two heroes at a time right now.


“Oh, yeah, that’s a thing. So then… the choices are me, Vala, Lake, and Delphi?”

	Lake doesn’t count. She’s passed out anyways.


“Is she alright?”

	I think she might like alcohol a bit too much. But it’s okay because she’s a sword.


“How does being a sword make it alright?”

	Swords don’t have livers.


“That’s no reason to let her turn into an alcoholic.”

	But alcoholic older sister types who are actually clumsy and not that competent even though they try to be are good culture.


“Stop giving her so much alcohol. Besides, why does she get all the alcohol she wants while the rest of us have to fight for our food?”

“Oh, I told Window to give Lake whatever she wants,” Vala explained.

“Why don’t we get whatever we want?”

“Because Lake is retired. She’s old and needs a break.”

I wanted to make a point about how Vala probably shouldn’t have been calling anybody else old, but—

“Drake,” Vala said.

Her sudden, serious tone caught me off guard. “Yeah?”

“You’re thinking something unnecessary, aren’t you?”

“That… depends on your definition of unnecessary.”

That was when a cerberus appeared.

Or at least, my mind immediately went to imagining a cerberus as soon as I saw Delphi pop between us with Cami and Lavi hanging over her shoulders.

“Aren’t you the oldest here, master?” Delphi asked Vala. “You’re really super old! Right?”

Vala looked like she was about to change from being a dragon to a zombie the more that Delphi asked about Vala’s age.

I may not have had the courage to bring up Vala’s age in response to what she said before, but Delphi did. Or rather, it wasn’t courage that helped Delphi ask about Vala’s age. It was probably naivety.

“What’s it like being that old?” Delphi asked. “Were you alive when dinosaurs were?  Do you have to wear a wig and dentures?”

Vala actually looked like she was about to cry, so I gave her a hug and petted the top of her head. “It’s alright,” I said while Delphi continued to make it obvious just how old Vala was.

“It’s alright… I guess being called old is better than being called the gamer word while playing vidya,” Vala said between sniffles.

“The gamer word?”

“Don’t worry about it.”

	I thought you were going to repeat the battle?


“A battle! Can I join? I want to help!” Delphi declared before Vala and I even had an opportunity to open our mouths.

“You can have my spot,” Vala said.

“Wait, shouldn’t she take my spot since you’re stronger than me?” I asked.

“I’m too old to fight…”

“You don’t even sound depressed about it anymore. You’re just playing along to use that as an excuse to be lazy, aren’t you?”

“But what if I break my back from bending over too quickly?”

“A dragon isn’t going to break her back from that no matter how old she is.”

“Are you a chiropractor for dragons or something?”

“What does being a chiropractor have to do with anything?!”

“They crack bones and stuff, so aren’t they like, experts when it comes to bones? Ooh… Window, add a chiropractor waifu to our waifu idea list.”

	👍


“Thanks. Anyways, the towers are making it easy, and now you’ve got Delphi, so you don’t need me,” Vala said. “I’ll cheer from the sidelines and stuff.”

“By cheer from the sidelines, do you mean play video games and not pay any attention?”

“I’ll pay attention!”

“Facing our general direction while looking down at your game doesn’t count.”

“I—I might pay some attention… during loading screens…”

An idea for how to tease her came to mind. “Alright. You can be lazy and play games if you give me a kiss fir—”

Vala immediately hopped up to place a kiss on my lips before turning around and flying off. “Thanks! Have fun!”

“The promise of video games is way too strong.”

“My turn!” Delphi announced before leaning up and placing a kiss on my lips before I even had a chance to react. Then, at the same time… both Cami and Lavi licked my cheeks since they were still on top of Delphi’s shoulders.

“I guess I know what it feels like to kiss a cerberus now,” I said once the kiss was over.

Delphi tilted her head, clearly confused. “But I’m not a cerberus?” Cami and Lavi joined her in tilting their heads.

“Sorry, all I can see is a cerberus.”

“I’m not sure I understand… but okay! I can be a cerberus for you! Cerberus soup!”

“Seriously, what’s with the soup thing?”

	Alright, you two are the heroes, so have fun. BATTLE STARTING TIME.


Window was getting too used to suddenly starting battles without our consent in order to actually get around to them, not that I could blame her.

“Battle! I’ll do my best, master!” Delphi said with a salute before drawing a sword that she wielded in both hands. Since all of the dogs still had only one sword that they held in their mouths, it made sense for Delphi to only have a sole sword.

Cami and Lavi leaped off of her shoulders to regroup with the dogs at their towers, too.

Then I realized something.

“Wait, what about your tower? Aren’t you supposed to be a part of them?” I asked Delphi. “Won’t they be short now?”

“They replaced me!” Delphi answered with a cheery expression.

“Is that really something to be so happy about?”

“It means more friends!”

“You’re too pure for this world, Delphi.”

Coming out of Delphi’s tower was her usual squad of dogs… except now they wore proper, light metal armor and their swords looked even bigger than before. And instead of them being led by a blue-furred dog, they… just had another normal-colored dog there.

Delphi excitedly waved over to them, and they wagged their tails in response.

“So, think you’ll be fine fighting in this new body?” I asked.

“Yeah, I’ve got this!” Delphi said.

I immediately doubted her.

There was just something about this situation that was telling me I was about to more or less be on my own while she was too clumsy and new to be useful in the battle. She just seemed too… confident so far. Part of me expected her to trip and plant her face into the dirt once she left my side to get into position.

And then the first wave arrived.

That was when Delphi’s tail stopped wagging so furiously. I watched as she leaned forward slightly, readied her sword in front of her… and charged straight into the incoming cats. Some made it past her since she could only hold the attention of one at a time, but those who she held the attention of… were annihilated.

Delphi, on her own in a crowd of cats wanting to destroy us all while flaunting their FCBs, masterfully swung her sword and wiped out most of the cats with a single attack each.

Once the first wave was over, she ran back to her starting position and resumed wagging her tail. She then turned to face me and looked at me with a huge grin… and blood all over her face. “This is fun, master!”

She was not useless as I feared she might have been. Instead, she was incredibly strong. She was stronger than me and more eager than Vala, so she was far more effective in battle than both of us. This continued being proven true as the battle progressed. I thought we might struggle without Vala, but Delphi taking Vala’s place made the battle go far smoother than before. The upgraded dogs at her former tower made a big difference, too. Normally, they would get wiped out frequently during any big wave, but they lasted twice as long now before having to go back into the tower to heal.

Faster than ever before, we made it to the boss wave.

I was going to have to figure out a new way to defeat the boss and quickly. He wasn’t going to fall for the gaming trick again, and I doubted that he was going to let me rub his exquisite, massive, fluffy belly.

Yet, as much as I knew it would not work… my fingers were already seductively wiggling in the air as if pretending that the air was his belly.

My fingers craved the soft fluff of his FCB.

The boss, noticing my fingers, blushed and grew hesitant in his approach.

I needed his belly.

How could I resist after experiencing it once?

Fortunately, he didn’t run away. Seeing Delphi’s face covered in the blood of his safe-and-alive-and-perfectly healthy allies popped a vein in his forehead and inspired him to continue onward toward us.

Delphi ran out to meet him and finally met her match. As strong as she might have been, the boss was still too much for her to challenge one-on-one. His weapon was too overwhelming for her to parry with her sword, and his slow attacks did far more damage than her fast attacks did.

She was going to be defeated if I didn’t do something.

And I had every intention of doing something.

I tightly gripped my PickAxe and rushed over to them. “Switch!” I shouted.

Delphi turned to look at me running straight at them. Hearing my command, she jumped out of the way which gave me a direct shot… at the boss’s FCB.

I jumped and planted my face right into the fluff of his belly. Next, since I didn’t want to waste the opportunity, I grabbed a large tuft of his fur and used my axe to cut it off.

In my hand was a patch of freed, premium cat belly fluff I could rub against my face whenever I wanted.

On the boss’s belly was a bald spot.

Ashamed and embarrassed, the boss dropped his weapon to cover up his bald spot and ran away, back into the forest.

The battle was won… despite me having no intention of winning it with that method. My actual plan, for after cutting some of his hair, was to switch back and forth with Delphi to slowly kite the boss while the other towers assisted in damaging him.

But this was a perfectly acceptable solution, too.

	There is nothing acceptable about this.


What Window said didn’t matter. What did matter was that I had some fluff to rub against my cheek.


Chapter Twenty-Eight

	I don’t think I like this creepy character trait you’re developing. I get it, you’re a tsundere to cats, but… do you really have to do this?


Thanks to Vala being able to make Window give us stuff, even though she wasn’t supposed to so that we would have to get everything on our own, I was given some glue and string. This allowed me to glue all of the FCB hair together at the bottom before attaching some string to it. As for why I would do that, I did it so that I could wear the string around my head while allowing the FCB hair to hang down and rest against my cheek.

“I don’t have to do this, Window. I need to do this,” I explained as I rubbed the hanging FCB hair against my cheek.

	You’re going to make animal rights groups come after us. Do you really want to be boycotted by a bunch of people with nothing better to do who also just so happen to kill more animals than they save while riding a moral high horse around?


“That just got too serious too fast.”

	Blame the internet.


“How is the internet to blame?”

	You can blame the internet for anything.


“How?”

	Watch: it’s the internet’s fault that entropy exists.


“How?!”

	I blame the internet for there not being a cure to the common cold.


“Why?!”

	It’s all because of the internet that you don’t realize what I’m doing.


“What—wait. You’re literally just blaming the internet for everything to prove that you can, not that it’s a good excuse, aren’t you?”

	Drake… your obsession with cats is slowing your brain down. You would have caught on right away last volume.


“You just lost all of your FCB rubbing privileges.”

	I had FCB rubbing privileges?!


“Not anymore. They’ve been revoked.”

	Wait, why do I feel so disappointed? What are you doing to me? Is your weird cat obsession rubbing off on me?


“Window!” Vala joined in. “I have an idea!”

	Sigh. The sigh was @ Drake btw. Anyways, what’s your idea?


“Since he crafted something that he’s wearing, you should give it stats and stuff. Like a trinket. My flower crown has stats, so shouldn’t his… string crown with cat fur thing have stats?”

	Sigh. The sigh is at you btw.


“But it makes sense!”

	I know. That’s why I’m sighing. I’m going to give that creepy creation a name and description and all that even though it’s… it.


Watching them talk reminded me that, yeah, Vala’s flower crown that I made her was given a proper name, description, stats, and everything else. It wasn’t exactly a huge buff to her or anything as far as I remembered, though. It only had two defense and infinite durability.

Well, given that it was a crown made out of fragile flowers, having infinite durability was probably the most overpowered thing it could have. The flowers would never break nor wither.

If the flower crown got that, what was I going to get?

Window answered my question by popping up in front of me.

	Creepy String Thing With Fur Attached
Durability: 10%
-5 Defense
It’s kind of like one of those cloth things that old school samurai wrapped around their heads, except it’s made out of string, nowhere near as cool, really creepy, and has cat fur hanging down from it the perfect distance to touch your cheek. Perfect for creepy non-virgin virgins.



“Hey, Window,” I said.

	Yes? uwu


I placed my left hand on her. Then I placed my right hand on her.

And then I shook her.

“What kind of equipment reduces defense?! And there’s a typo! You only put it at ten percent durability instead of a hundred!” I shouted as I shook her.

	I PU-PURPOSELY STARTED YOU A-AT THA—STOP SHAKING ME


“You purposely only gave it ten percent!?”

	U-UWU


“What did I say about never uwu’ing me again?!”

	UWU UWU UWU UWU UWU UWU UWU UWU UWU


I stopped shaking her. “I don’t know why, but I just imagined an ambulance making that noise. Instead of a normal siren… it just makes an uwu sound effect over and over again.”

	Why would you think that?


“Blame the internet.”

	How’s the internet to blame?


“Don’t you know that you can blame anything on the internet? For example, you can blame entropy on the internet.”

	How?!
Wait.
Oooh, I see what you’re doing. We’re having one of our classical “one person says something and then the other person uses it against them later on to reverse the roles” moments.



“It ruins it when you point it out like that.”

	Crap. You’re right. I blame the internet.


“Is the internet also to blame for you making my beautiful creation a horrible item?”

	No, that’s just me.


“I see. You’re so funny, Window. Ha.”

	I know, right? Haha.


“Hahaha.”

	Hahahaha.


“Hahahahaha!”

	Hahaha—


I shook her far more roughly than before. “At least give it a hundred percent durability!”

	THI-THIS IS SPOUSE ABUSE


“You’re not my spouse!”

	I—I MEAN THIS IS INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW ABUSE!


“You’re right. I’ll stop shaking you. I feel bad.”

	A-are you actually having a change of heart? Are you finally being a good person for once?


“No,” I said before throwing her like a flying disc into the sky.

Window flew away, spinning endlessly, into the clouds. Once she broke past the clouds, there was a bright twinkle in the sky and a transparent image of her blown up to a massive size next to it.

“Ooh! Master! That was a great throw!” Delphi cheered. “I rate it a four bowls of soup out of ten!”

Hearing that I only got four out of ten was both surprising and disappointing. “Why only four?”

“I don’t know how to count higher than four.”

“That makes sense,” Vala said. “Dogs aren’t known for being mathematicians.”

“I—okay,” I sighed. “Wait, then how did you know to say out of ten?”

“Because that’s what everybody says! I don’t really know what ten means, but people always say a number and then out of ten!”

“You… you don’t know that ten is a number?”

“Oh! So… nine, one, two, three, four, ten?”

“No, and why’d you put nine at the front? I thought you said four is as high as you could go?”

“Because nine is the best number! It deserves to be number one—I mean, number nine! Nine is number nine!” And then her ears perked up as a lightbulb appeared over her head. “Oh! If nine is number nine, then I should rate your throw a nine out of ten since it’s the best!”

“That’s better than a four out of ten, but I think you’re confused about how this all works.”

“A-am I not doing it right?” Delphi asked, her eyes wide and sad as her ears dropped down against her head.

I felt bad, but I felt like teaching her the bare minimum about how math worked was important.

But Vala placed a hand on my shoulder before I could. “Don’t worry about it,” she said.

“Why?” I asked.

“Because it’s cute.”

“You… you want her to not learn math because she’s cuter not knowing it?”

“Sometimes sacrifices have to be made for cuteness. The more we sacrifice her intelligence, the cuter she’ll be.”

“That’s… that’s kind of messed up.”

“The more I sacrifice morals, the cuter our waifus will be.”

“This is getting even more messed up.”

“The more you sacrifice questioning things, the cuddlier I’ll be tonight.”

“Anyways, it’s a new day, so we’ve got to repeat that battle again,” I announced.

Vala looked extremely smug and proud of herself. Meanwhile, Delphi was already back to normal and she looked like she was trying to figure out in what order she should count in with her fingers.

Vala had a point. Delphi looked pretty cute struggling with math.

I also had a point, hence why I said that we’ve got a battle to repeat. A day had passed since I took fluff from the boss’s belly, and now it was time to meet him again.

And I would meet him while hanging his FCB hair from my head.

Having a debuff to my defense and low durability on the item didn’t matter. I was going to wear it no matter what.

And so, from a safe distance, Window started the battle. Vala played video games off to the side while Delphi and I made our way through the waves without any difficulty.

Even though nothing was different from the last time, the battle felt significantly easier. It took me a few minutes to think about why it felt so much easier despite being the exact same as the previous day.

There was only one conclusion that I could arrive to.

I was getting better at fighting. Delphi was, too. We were both faster and stronger.

Fighting was also significantly harder at first because I never tried to seriously fight with an axe or anything before. Now, with my PickAxe in hand, I had a good idea of how to fight. Every battle made me stronger.

But not strong enough to go up against the boss all on my own. Well, fairly.

That was why, when Conan the Catarian arrived once more, I had to put my secret plan into motion.

But first, I had to stop and try not to laugh. Over the bald spot I gave him were two massive bandages crossing over each other. He must have been self-conscious about it since he tried to cover it up with his hands during his approach, too.

He looked ready to cry just at the sight of me.

I might have felt bad if the sight wasn’t as funny as it was.

“You ready, Delphi?” I asked.

Delphi looked so happy with her wagging tail and panting tongue before I asked that. As soon as she heard my question, she turned dead serious. “I’m ready, master.”

“Alright. You’re up.”

Delphi nodded and charged forward. With her sword readied, she caught the boss’s attention and moved to behind him. He turned to follow her and, as a result, revealed his back to me.

More importantly, he revealed something else to me.

He revealed the place second only to a cat’s FCB.

I ran forward, jumped, and grabbed on.

To his tail.

Given just how massive he was, I was able to wrap my arms and legs around his tail for maximum fluffing. Of course, I also made sure to rub my cheek against his tail’s fur with enough speed that my cheek started to feel hot.

Meanwhile, Conan desperately tried to shake me off of his tail. When swinging it around didn’t work, he tried to pull me off manually.

Delphi kept his hands from ever reaching me.

So, while I fluffed—

	read: physically harassed


—his tail, Delphi kept his arms busy, and the archers kept on shooting arrows at him in addition to the bees’ strafing runs.

It was all too much for him. He gave up on the battle and ran back toward the portal that he came from in the forest.

We won. Again.

But there was a problem. Well, it was part wonderful, part problematic.

The wonderful part was that I was still wrapped around his tail.

The problematic part was that he brought me through the portal with him.

I only noticed it when he could finally yank me off of his tail without anybody getting in the way, throwing me onto a red carpet that sat over a smooth, stone floor.

A chandelier with various cat toys hanging from it hung from the ceiling above me. Candles attached to the walls illuminated the room, stone walls reached high above for a taller ceiling than any I had ever seen before, and… then I looked at the sight directly in front of me.

The red carpet that I was on led up some steps. At the top of these steps was… a woman.

A woman with cat ears on top of her head.

A small crown sat around her right ear, her dress was elegant and beautiful with designs of cat paws decorating it, she had a choker with a bell around her neck, a ribbon with a bell on her tail, and thigh highs that were adorably shaped like cat heads at the top of them. Rather than just end, the top of her thigh highs had “ears” sticking up from them and right below these ears were eyes, a nose, and whiskers.

Clothes and cat aspects aside… she was human in every other way and very much beautiful. Both adult and young, regal and pretty, cute and… kind of seductive seeing as how the sides of her dress were cut out over her hips to reveal them. Then there was her chest which—

No, there was something far more important than her chest to look at.

Something far more concerning.

Her face—which was quickly turning a brighter and brighter shade of red—aside, she was sitting atop her throne with… a body pillow.

It was not just any body pillow, either.

It was a body pillow with me on it.

It was not just any body pillow with me on it, either.

It was a body pillow with me on it where I looked like I was lying seductively on a bed with my shirt opened, pants unzipped, and a rose in my mouth.

“Wha—… what?” I asked.

The woman opened her mouth, revealing her fangs to me, and looked like she wanted to hiss… but nothing came out. Instead, she decided to do her best at turning into a tomato as she turned red from her toes to the tips of her ears.

	YOU’RE NOT SUPPOSED TO BE HERE YET
OK TIME TO GO, SORRY ABOUT THIS, I’LL TRY TO GET VALA’S PERMISSION TO WIPE HIS MEMORIES OR SOMETHING



Window popped up extremely close to my face. She did her best to make sure that I wouldn’t be able to see around her.

And then I felt the texture underneath my knees change from carpet to grass. Surely enough, I was back at the usual place.

“Welcome back,” Vala said, sipping on an extremely long straw that reached into a bottle of orange-flavored pop on the ground next to her as she played her games.

“I think I saw something that I wasn’t supposed to see,” I said. “There was—”

“Master!” Delphi shouted before slamming into my head. Fortunately, having my head slammed by something wasn’t too bad when it was a girl’s chest doing the slamming.

Delphi knocked me over, breasts against my head, and wrapped her arms and legs around me.

“What’s wrong?” I asked since she clearly sounded upset.

“I—I thought you’d never return!” Delphi cried. “You were gone for forever! Wha-what if—what if you died?! Who would rub my belly?! Who would pat my head and call me a good girl?! Who would give me soup?! Ma-master!”

I was only gone for under a minute but I could feel her tears getting the top of my head wet as she clung to me like a koala.

Apparently, Delphi was one of those dogs—

	She’s not a dog for legal and ethical reasons.


Apparently, Delphi was one of those canines—

	Just use “being of existence.”


Apparently, Delphi was one of those beings of existence who suffered from separation anxiety.

Though, it only lasted for a minute. She quickly stopped her crying and whining to press her nose against my chest. A few dramatic sniffs later and she positioned her face directly in front of my own, staring into my eyes.

“I smell another animal—I—I mean… I smell another… being of existence on you,” Delphi said.

“You probably smell Conan on me. I mean, I was rubbing myself all over his tail,” I explained.

Delphi shook her head. “This is different. This is… a girl being of existence’s smell!”

Next, she proceeded to rub her face against my chest. Then she rubbed her face against my face. Then she more or less rubbed her whole body against mine.

“Ehehe, now master smells like me!” Delphi said, clearly sounding proud of herself.

From the corner of my eye, I noticed that Vala looked… jealous?

Was she actually upset about another girl rubbing herself all over me? Should I have stopped Delphi? Was this whole “harem” thing actually healthy for us?

Vala parted her lips to speak, bringing her arms up.

And then she made grabby hands. “Delphiiiiiii, come cuddle,” Vala whined.

Delphi’s ears perked up, her tail wagged, and she tackle-hugged Vala before proceeding to rub herself all over her.

Vala wasn’t jealous nor upset that there was another woman rubbing her whole body against me. Instead, she was jealous that a being of existence was cuddling with me and not her.

Watching them was nice. Not only was it nice in the sort of heartwarming, cutesy sort of nice, but they were both attractive women with their bodies pressed together. Seeing just how happy they were about it made it even better.

I didn’t know whether I wanted to enjoy the show or get between them more.

Rather than do either of those things, I had something else to do.

Two repeated boss fights meant that I had two more giant cat skulls.

That meant I could upgrade Cami’s and Lavi’s towers.

And that meant, once Cami and Lavi joined Delphi in having new bodies, I could finally put my surprise for Window into action.

There was one other thing on my mind, though.

Wait, where the fuck did a body pillow of me come from?


Chapter Twenty-Nine

As concerned as I was about there being a body pillow of me in some castle with some weird cat girl dressing up like a princess, I had more important matters to deal with.

I began the upgrade of the towers.

Because I wanted to be able to give each of the girls a fair amount of attention after their towers were finished, assuming that they were going to turn into actual girls like Delphi did, I began Lavi’s tower upgrade first. Cami’s tower upgrade was started about ten minutes after that. I figured that, if I spaced them out just a bit, I’d be able to give them individual attention rather than try to cope with each of their new selves at once.

If they were anything like Delphi, they were going to need a bit of personal attention.

Realizing that got me thinking about what they were going to be like.

Delphi—well, Delphi was the most energetic, cuddly, and playful dog of the group. She was the one who usually ended up sleeping on my face, rolling all over me, always the first to come running at me, and so on. She could have even been considered their leader of sorts.

As for Cami, she was… sort of shy? She would still get clearly excited about things and always looked like she wanted to join in on the fun but would usually stay off to the side. Though, whenever it seemed like any of us were in danger, Cami would be right there with Delphi and Lavi ready to protect us. She was also the quietest of all the dogs.

Then there was Lavi. Lavi was somewhat in the middle of Delphi and Cami in terms of personality. Delphi was hyper, Cami was calm, and Lavi was sometimes both. Thinking about it, there was something that I realized about her. Out of all three of the dogs, Lavi was the one who seemed the most eager to charge into combat. There was also the fact that she had sparkly eyes that one time when she was looking up at Lake. I could have sworn that her eyes were actually replaced by stars at that moment. There was also that time where I was putting on an evil performance and Lavi looked more excited than I had ever seen her before.

Cami—I was sure that Cami would be good and well-behaved, but I was starting to worry about Lavi. Lavi had potential to be a massive troublemaker.

There were two things I could have done. One, I could have gone to Delphi and asked her about the others. They were basically best friends and always together, so Delphi likely knew everything that I could have been curious about. Two, I could wait, be patient, and figure out what the girls would be like without getting any sort of spoilers.

As shocking and confusing as it was… a single question popped into my mind.

What would Window want?

Window would want me to be as little spoiled as possible, so I reeled in my curiosity and didn’t interrupt Delphi and Vala.

Speaking of Delphi and Vala… something horrible was happening.

Something cruel, inhumane, and truly despicable.

The two of them were playing games… and Vala was easily crushing Delphi in every single race that they had. I could tell that Delphi had no idea what to do. She constantly crashed into the walls, got hit by items, and occasionally drove in the opposite direction that she was supposed to. Not only that, but I discovered Vala was the type of sadist to race a noob on the notorious road full of rainbows where the racers could easily fall off the track or be knocked off.

My girlfriend was a monster both literally and figuratively.

If Delphi didn’t look like she was enjoying herself despite being absolutely horrible at the game and not even fully understanding how to play, then I would have stepped in and said something. Instead, I stood there and silently judged Vala for her sadism.

She was so tired of losing against me that she had to go all out against somebody who never touched a video game before to feel better about herself.

Without looking at me, Vala began to whistle. It was that sort of stereotypical “innocent” whistle that the guilty did whenever they knew they were caught.

She could tell that I was judging her—that I caught her red-handed.

I was going to have to avenge Delphi later.

No, I would not only avenge Delphi… but I would train her in secret so that she could beat Vala all on her own. The mental image of Vala having no idea what happened after being wrecked by Delphi in a race was great.

After my plan for Window, it would be time to train Delphi. Not just Delphi, but Cami and Lavi, too. I didn’t want any of them to feel left out, nor did I want Vala to move on to bullying them.

I would personally make sure that there was nobody Vala could defeat.

Was that an evil decision? Yes. Did it make me a horrible boyfriend? Probably.

Did Vala deserve it for racing a noob on the hardest rainbow track in the entire series and then taking pride in her victory? Absolutely.

I still loved Vala, but she needed punished for her sins.

I looked to my left.

I looked to my right.

Really? I thought. I said something that would be perfect for Window to pop up out of nowhere to pervert, but Window was nowhere to be seen.

	Are you forgetting that I lost my powers so that I can’t tell what your secret plan or whatever is?


I did forget. “Oh. Right—wait. Then how did you—"

	Crap, I did a plot hole. Uh… just pretend this didn’t happen.


“Wait, weren’t you doing ‘plot holes’ earlier, too?”

	Look, Drake. I know that you think I’m perfect and everything, but the hard truth is that I’m not. Yes, I am an informational status window. Yes, I am beautiful. Yes, I am far better than you in every single conceivable way and always be. But I’m still not perfect. It’s only natural to do a plot hole every now and then.
…
Wait. “Do” a plot hole…
That makes me think of a Plot Hole-chan.
Hmm. Yeah, you could make a waifu out of that. Imagine a waifu who is always causing plot holes. She would basically be the concept of consistency’s number one enemy—a waifu who defies all attempts at logic and reality. You could also justify any and all plot holes as long as she’s around seeing as how that’d kind of be her whole point and all that.
Drake, I think we just came up with a top-tier waifu.



“I’m pretty sure you just came up with her on all your own.”

	You’re right. See what I mean when I say that I’m not perfect? I almost accidentally gave you credit for something that you deserve no credit for.
I’ll run Plot Hole-chan by Vala later and see what she thinks. By this time tomorrow, there might be a brand new waifu that we didn’t even plan for.
Well, maybe not. You’re collecting waifus faster than an isekai protagonist right now.
But at the same time… we’re never going to get through all of the waifus if you don’t collect them super fast. I mean, there are all the date events, dungeon events, battle events, location events, alternate costume events, unlock events…
We might have to make this whole harem-gathering thing speed up even more than I thought. Because, wow, yeah, there are a ton of waifus. I have no idea how we’re even going to give all of them fair amounts of screen time.
Wait, I have an idea.



There were few things better to pass the time with than bantering with Window, so I played along. “What’s your idea?”

	Make everybody be even gayer for each other than planned. Look, you’re only one guy. Things are going to start getting sloppy after you have more than a few girlfriends. Most guys can’t even handle having one girlfriend. So, what do we do to make sure that none of the waifus feel left out and mistreated?
Make them all super gay.
That way, even if we accidentally forget to give one of them page time for a while, we can rest assured that she’s doing cute yuri things with the other girls. There will be a constant implication that any waifu not partaking in a scene is in the background being gay. Is Plot Hole-chan getting page time while Delphi and Vala are nowhere to be seen? Well, you’ll know they’re doing potentially lewd, definitely cute things to each other. Get what I mean?



“Isn’t that already the case? I mean…”

I looked over at Delphi and Vala. Neither of them were actively conversing with Window and I, and they were definitely being cute together when I actually looked over at them. Delphi was on her back with her head resting against Vala’s thighs while Vala rubbed Delphi’s belly.

Vala’s hand was also getting suspiciously close to Delphi’s chest every time that it stroked upward.

“Did you already make the ‘super gay’ switch?” I asked Window.

	lol no. This is only default gay.


“If this is default, what’s super?”

	You would like to know, wouldn’t you? >3>


“Do you expect me to answer with anything other than a resounding ‘no shit?’”

	You’re evolving from a non-virgin virgin to a non-virgin virgin voyeur, I see. Just when I thought that you couldn’t possibly get any worse after your recent harassment of catkind.


“I’m going to harass you next if you keep it up.”

	Oh no, what are you going to do? Shake me?
I’ll have you know that you’ve shaken me so much that I learned the Shaking Resistance skill! No amount of shaking will bother me now.
Fuhuhu.



“Fu… fuhuhu?”

	Listen, I can’t let you be the only one developing new character traits. I wanted to try it out, okay?


“Was it supposed to be an animal noise a something? Like a pig?”

	…
A pig would at least go “puhuhu.”
Hmm.
Pig girls…
I don’t think we could fit pig girls into this in any way that makes sense. Well, unless you want to like, start a farm or something. You like to garden and stuff so it’s possible you could get a whole ranch of animal and monster girls. In that case… your total harem size would probably double or triple in size from what’s already planned…
We might have to actually clone you.



“I think it’s time for informational status window harassment.”

	I already told you that I got the Shaking Resistance skill. You would need to unlock like, at least the Super Shake skill to have an effect on me now, and the only way to unlock that is by shaking me so much that you would level up your Shake skill, but then I would have Super Shaking Resistance by that point. In other words, you’ve lost. I win. Like always.
Ohoho.



“Alright, Santa.”

	That… that wasn’t Santa. That was a smug rich girl laugh.


“No, that was definitely Santa.”

	IT WASN’T SANTA. HAVE YOU SERIOUSLY NEVER WATCHED LIKE A SINGLE ANIME? THAT’S THE LAUGH THAT ALL THE HAUGHTY, SMUG, BRATTY RICH GIRLS AND PRINCESS TYPES USE. THEY HOLD THEIR HAND OVER THEIR MOUTH AND GO “OHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHO.”


“I didn’t know that Santa is a rich princess girl. Then again, I mean, it’s modern times. I don’t see why some princess girl couldn’t dress up as Santa. Anybody can pretend to be Santa these days and that’s alright.”

	I didn’t know that having a progressive view on Santa is a thing. I guess it makes sense, thou—wait. WAIT. SANTA IS NOT A RICH PRINCESS GIRL AND THAT WAS NOT A SANTA LAUGH.


“What’s wrong, Window? You seem awfully bothered about something.”

	I’M BOTHERED BECAUSE YOU DON’T GET ANY OF MY WEEB REFERENCES. IT’S NO FUN TO USE ANIME GIRL LAUGHS IF YOU DON’T EVEN UNDERSTAND WHAT THEY’RE REFERENCING. WHO AM I SUPPOSED TO MAKE THESE REFERENCES FOR, THE AUDIENCE? YEAH RIGHT.


“You sure seem… harassed. I thought I wasn’t supposed to be able to harass you anymore?”

	You wipe that smug grin off your face right now, Drake.


“Oh no, an informational status window is calling me by name.”

	DO NOT DISOBEY ME, DRAKE HUNTER.


“You’re not my mom, you’re Santa.”

	I. AM. NOT. SANTA.


“Whatever you say, San—”

Before I could finish calling Santa by her name, the jolly informational status window charged at me. And by charge, I mean that she swung her entire rectangle of a body at me.

But she was stopped before she could hit me.

A sword reflecting the sunlight above cut through the air between us, threatening to slice through Window if Window came any closer to me.

My first assumption was that Lake stopped being a drunk at her private house on the lake, but I did not see Lake when I looked to the wielder of the sword.

Instead, I saw a girl with shaggy, purple hair that hung over her right eye and she clearly had an eyepatch on over the eye that was covered, too. Her one visible eye was just as lavender as her hair and… sticking out from the top of her hair were two dog ears, just like Delphi’s.

She had a tail, too, and the armor that she wore was the exact same as Delphi’s as well. It was a bit less filled out when it came to the chest and hips, but this girl was also notably taller than Delphi was and had much more of a tomboyish face.

In other words, I was looking at—

“Fufu. If ya want to attack my master, you’re gonna have to go through me first.”

—Lavi.

I had to admit, there was something incredibly attractive about her “fufu” laugh. Maybe it was the kind of raspy, boyish-but-still-feminine voice that she did it in, but it was definitely a good way to laugh.

	SERIOUSLY? YOU RECOGNIZE FUFU AS A LAUGH BUT NOT FUHUHU?
Then again… fufufu is a legendary laugh type while fuhuhu is only like a rare type at most.



In an overly dramatic fashion, Lavi swung her blade around before returning it to the sheath on her hip. “How’d ya like that, Master? Cool, right? That was definitely awesome, wasn’t it? I mean, I totally nailed that. Right?”

The more she asked for confirmation, the faster her tail wagged and the girlier she sounded.

An irresistible urge to pet her overcame me. So, naturally, I placed my hand on her head between her ears and gave her head some pats. “It was cool. Great intro, Lavi.”

“Fufu. Being praised is nice. If this my reward for protecting you, I’ll protect ya with everything that I’ve got, Master,” Lavi said. “I won’t let any windows hurt ya, and no cat will get near ya without being cut down by my demonic blade first.”

“Demonic blade? It looked like a normal sword to me.”

“Good, Master, ya can’t see the demon in it. It’s a terrifying beast that only I can see, and only I can control it.”

“There’s… a demon in your sword?”

“Impressed, are ya? Don’t worry, master. I won’t let its power overcome me. The demon serves me, not the other way around.”

Behind Lavi, Window floated there with a message for me.

	Pssst, trust me, play along. You don’t want to point out the delusions with these types.


“I—I see. That’s impressive, Lavi. I had no idea that you had a demon in your sword this whole time,” I said.

	…
I’m kind of annoyed that you play along so easily when it comes to the dogs beings of existence. If I tried saying I had a demon locked inside of me, you’d laugh, throw me, make fun of me, and/or say I am the demon.



Window wasn’t wrong.

“Right, master? That’s why ya should praise me more. Praise me more and more until your hand is about to fall off! Fufu,” Lavi said.

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I’ll give you all the praise that you could ever ask for. You, Delphi, Cami, and the others deserve that much.”

“By the way, where’s big sis? I thought she’d be here to welcome my new body.”

“Big sis?”

“Yeah. Oh, I forgot. I’m supposed to say that we’re not actually blood related at all and that I only use ‘big sis’ as a nickname. We call each other sisters, but we’re not actually related or anything, ya know? That’s for uh, legal and ethical reasons or something like that.”

“So, if Delphi is the big sister, what are you and Cami?”

“Cami’s the little one. I’m the middle sister.”

“But you’re taller than Delphi. And you look more mature than her.”

“Didn’t ya see her chest, Master? We can’t compete against that.”

“So… she’s only the big sister because she has the biggest… chest?”

“Yeah. Ain’t that how sister hierarchy works?”

I wanted to explain how wrong that was, but it wasn’t like they were regular sisters in the first place. So, it didn’t really matter how they determined which sister was which. “Can’t argue with that.”

	<_< ^_^ >_>
You’d argue with me if I said something like that.



“Did you just roll your emoji eyes at me?” I asked Window.

	>_> ^_^ <_<
What do you think?



“I think I need to harass you more, Santa.”

“Oi, master. Want me to take her out?” Lavi asked, hand on her sword’s handle.

“We’re just screwing around, don’t worry.”

“I see. Alright, I’ll let her live for now.”

“Thanks. Also, Delphi’s over there with Vala.”

One point later and Lavi looked over at where Vala and Delphi were. And, of course, they were sound asleep. Vala had her arms and legs wrapped around Delphi, and she had her head tucked against Delphi’s chest to use her breasts as pillows.

“That looks nice, Master. We should do that. I might not be as soft as big sis, but I think I can make a good pillow for ya,” Lavi said.

Looking her body over again, she definitely wasn’t as… bouncy as Delphi. Instead, Lavi had a lean and toned figure. Both her legs and her arms had visible definition, whereas Delphi only had softness.

“Maybe later. Your ‘lil sis’ is about to finish her upgrade,” I replied.

“Cami? She finished a few minutes ago, master,” Lavi said.

Surely enough, Cami’s tower finished its upgrade when I looked over at it. Confusingly enough, Cami herself was nowhere to be seen. “Where is she?”

“Behind ya.”

I spun around to look behind me.

And then I jumped.

Standing perfectly still behind me, save for her swaying tail, was a girl significantly shorter than Delphi and Lavi. Her short, pink hair almost hung low enough to cover her left eye but didn’t quite make it all the way. Her hair was both the straightest and messiest out of the three girls—well, maybe not messy. More like asymmetrical. The bangs on her left side almost reached halfway down over her eye while the bangs on her right side stopped halfway down her forehead. The sides and back of her hair were all just as lopsided with no real order. That aside, she had the usual ears, tail, eye color that matched her hair color, and… just as implied, the smallest chest size. Well, she was small all over—about as petite as an adult woman possibly could be.

“Yo, Master,” Cami said. Her voice was just as small as the rest of her, so it caught me off guard when she said ‘yo.’

“Yo… Cami?” I replied.

“Yeah.”

“How long have you been there?”

“A few minutes.” She spoke quickly and without much audible emotion in her voice, almost bordering sounding monotone.

“You could have said something.”

“It’s okay.”

“You… you sure?”

“Yeah.”

The more I talked to her, the faster her tail wagged. Her ears even twitched a bit. She sounded like she had no interest in talking to me or even being acknowledged, but her tail and ears showed me how she truly felt.

The problem was that I had no idea how to talk to a girl like her. Even if she was a boy, I would have been clueless. I was horrible with people who didn’t try to keep up the conversation on their own end.

“Fufu. Don’t worry, Master,” Lavi said, slapping my back. “Ya don’t have to overthink things with Cami. Pet her head and call her a good girl and she’ll be happy. Ain’t that right, lil sis?”

Cami nodded her head. “Yeah.”

To test it out, I petted the top of Cami’s head and said, “Good girl.”

Cami closed her eyes and pressed her head up against my hand as her tail rapidly wagged behind her.

	I WANT TO DESCRIBE HER SMILE BUT I HAVE NO IDEA HOW. IT’S SO CUTE. LIKE HER LIPS ARE V SHAPED BUT UPSIDE DOWN. LIKE ^.
HOW DO I DO THIS
UHH
-^-
No, that’s not right. The eyes need to be higher than the mouth.
-^-
Close, but still not as cute as how she looks.
Well, you get the point. I mean, you can see her, Drake. Isn’t that upside-down v smile adorable? It’s truly the smile of a cute anime girl.



“She is pretty cute,” I agreed, causing Cami’s tail to wag faster yet.

“Thanks, Master,” Cami said before returning to smiling with her lips in an upside-down v shape.

“Told ya, Master,” Lavi said and gave my back another smack. “Hey, while ya give lil sis some love, can I go check on Lake?”

“You worried about her or something?” I asked.

“Oh, nah. Lake is too amazing for somebody like me to worry about her. I want to become her apprentice!”

It all made sense.

The messy hair, the eyepatch, the cool behavior, how Lavi acted around Lake before… Lavi was Lake’s fangirl and she was trying her best to imitate her. Now she wanted to be trained by her.

“So… can I, Master?” Lavi asked again.

“You don’t need to ask my permission. Go for it, and have fun,” I answered. “But try not to drink as much as her.”

Lavi smiled with a wide grin and smacked my back yet again. “Fufu, thanks, Master! I’ll become the strongest knight for ya!”

And with that, Lavi ran off toward Lake’s lake house, leaving me with the quiet Cami.

I felt like I should try to make some sort of conversation with her. But, no matter how hard I tried to think of what to say, nothing came to mind. I had to rely on only petting her head instead.

Thankfully, Cami was perfectly content with that. She even took a couple of steps closer to me as the petting went on. Eventually, she was standing so close to me that our bodies were almost touching.

Her head barely reached up to my chest.

	Congratulations, you now have four girlfriends. You don’t deserve them in the slightest, but you’ve got them, so you better not screw up now.


My immediate reaction to reading what Window had to say was that it was nonsense. There was no way that I had four girlfriends.

Then I remembered that one of the main points of being in this world was so that Vala and I could have an absurd amount of girlfriends.

Then I remembered that literally every single girl who was part of our “game” was supposed to become a girlfriend of ours. Lake was excluded from that since she wasn’t officially part of the game. Everybody else, though—literally everybody else was a girlfriend.

What Window said was not nonsense. It was the truth.

I somehow went from being a total virgin to having four girlfriends in almost no time at all.

I needed to pull a Vala and find a strategy guide for this.


Chapter Thirty

Once Lavi returned with the good news of being accepted as Lake’s apprentice, I led her and Cami over to where Vala and Delphi were.

I realized something as we walked over there.

The more girls there were, the more names there were. The more names there were, the higher the chances of me forgetting their names or mixing them up.

I not only needed a strategy guide for dating, but I needed something that was going to help me remember everybody’s names.

The first thought that came to mind was drawing their heads on my arm with their names under them. That would probably be effective. However… it would also mean walking around with an arm covered in poor drawings of the girls. Just imagining my inability to draw them was enough to make me feel like I was insulting them.

Figuring out a solution to the potential problem would have to come later.

“Hey, wake up,” I said to the cuddling Delphi and Vala.

Delphi immediately opened her eyes and perked her ears up whereas Vala mumbled, “Nnnghaa… your princess is in another castle…”

“There’s no castle here.”

“Believe in the castle who believes in youuuuu…”

“I have a feeling that you’re mixing up references now.”

“That’s the way the cookie crumbles…”

“There are no crumbling cookies anywhere.”

“Cookie-chaaaannnn… where are youuuuuu…”

“Wait, don’t tell me that—”

	You heard her. Now we have to create a Cookie-chan to go with Plot Hole-chan.


I knew it. “Just don’t make me click her. Please.”

	Would you rather create paperclips instead?


“Don’t do it, Window. No Cookie-chan and no Paperclip-chan.”

	ok but like i just had an idea


“What?”

	Ok so, Cookie-chan and Paperclip-chan. Both super hyper and cute… and they poke each other 24/7. They’d be locked in an eternal state of poking each other and, the more they get poked, the more powerful they become.


“If they get more powerful by pokes, they’d become gods in no time.”

	Well, yeah. That’s how this kind of thing usually works. They’ll end up becoming as powerful as gods and then they’ll create their own cookieverses and paperclipverses.


“Vala, wake up and do something about this informational status window before she comes up with any more ideas.”

“If there’s a Cookie-chan,” Vala mumbled, still supposedly at least half asleep, “there needs to be a Grandma-chan…”

“Absolutely not.”

Since Delphi had gotten up to check her sisters, nuzzling against them and sniffing them, I had free access to Vala. That was why I grabbed her by her horns and lifted her up into the air.

“He-hey! My horns aren’t meant to be handlebars!” Vala whined, finally opening her eyes. “Un-unless…”

Her phrasing caused her to blush.

And then her phrasing caused me to blush.

We sort of just blushed in each other’s general direction after that as I kept holding her up in the air, our faces right in front of each other.

“Hey, Drake,” Vala said, her voice hushed and her cheeks still red.

“Yeah?” I replied, still just as flustered.

“Kiss.”

“Kiss?”

“I just woke up so I need a good morning kiss…”

“But it’s not morning.”

I had every intention of kissing her. Even if she hadn’t asked for one, I still would have tried going for one. However, this teasing was my way of getting payback for her giving Window the idea of Cookie-chan.

Vala wiggled around, hanging from her horns, trying to get closer to my lips with her own puckered lips. The closer she got, the farther away I moved her until she looked at me with teary eyes and grabby hands.

I wasn’t able to resist.

I pulled her closer and kissed her.

“Mwah… hehe. I win,” Vala said. “And are those new doggo waifus behind you?”

“Well, their bodies are new,” I answered.

“Ooh! Cami and Lavi?”

“Right.”

“Put me down, I need to cuddle them.”

“I think you’ve done enough cuddling today.”

Vala looked at me with unamused eyes. “There is no such thing as too much daily cuddling.”

I didn’t want to accidentally talk her into not cuddling with me later, so I decided to agree with her. “You’re right. Alright, I’ll set you down, but you can only spend a few minutes with them. It’s finally time for you know what, so I need you to deal with Window.”

	That sounds suspicious. What are you going to do to me? Tie me up and toss me into the bottom of a river?!


“This isn’t an informational status witch hunt!”

	I don’t have the plague, either!


“Do I look like I’m wearing a plague doctor mask?! Wait, how’d we even get from witches to the plague?! That transition made no sense!”

	Witches made me think of witchdoctors which made me think of normal doctors which made me think of the plague.


“Do… do regular doctors normally make you think of the plague?”

	That’s classified information.


“Then declassify it.”

	Okay, for a price.


“Name it.”

	Tell me about why you want Window to “deal with me.”


“Don’t you mean Vala?”

	Woops, typo.
Tell me about why you want Vala to “deal with me.”



“Was that your plan from the start? Get me into a banter with you, make some absurd transition, and then try to bribe me?”

	Well… that’s… classified?


I turned away from Window since I was more interested in the noises that I heard coming from the girls.

Cami and Lavi were under attack. While Delphi hugged them together from behind, Vala hugged them together from the front. Since Lavi was taller than Vala, she had to make sure to turn her head away from Vala’s horns so that she wouldn’t get stabbed by them.

“Harems are the best!” Vala cheered while nuzzling her face against Cami’s.

While Lavi was being careful not to get stabbed, Cami just sort of stood there and accepted all of the hugging and nuzzling with an unchanging expression of subtle contentedness.

“O-oi, Master, your horns,” Lavi said, tilting her head back some.

That was when Delphi nuzzled her head against Lavi’s from behind, pushing Lavi closer and closer to Vala’s horns until the tip of one was right in front of her uncovered eye.

Now, seeing as how Lavi was technically one of my girlfriends thanks to her transformation, I was tempted to save her from potentially having her eye stabbed by a dragon’s horn. However, another part of me enjoyed the panicked sight of Lavi looking at the horn, looking at me, back at the horn, and so on.

“Ma-Master,” Lavi finally whined to me.

The girls were too good at making me unable to resist.

“Vala, be careful. You’re about to stab her and I’m not cleaning up the blood,” I warned.

“Oh. Sorry,” Vala said. “I might have gotten a bit too excited.”

“Fufu, it’s alright, Master. I would have been fine even if you stabbed me,” Lavi said.

I was going to call her out on the fact that she looked like she was about to cry before deciding to act all cool, but somebody else did that before I could.

“Lavi! Lying isn’t good!” Delphi scolded Lavi while wagging a finger at her.

Suddenly, Delphi somehow looked and sounded like… a mom.

“Bu-but—I—I’m serious!” Lavi said.

“What did I just tell you?” Delphi asked with her hands on her hips.

“But…”

“It is my duty as your big sister to ensure that you are behaving properly!”

I had no idea where the Delphi from earlier was, but this definitely wasn’t her. This was a brand-new woman standing in front of me.

“Eugh… fi-fine. It… it might have hurt if I got stabbed,” Lavi finally caved in.

“Good girl. Now, was that so hard?” Delphi asked.

Apparently, it didn’t matter who was the one calling the girls “good girls.” Delphi saying that was enough to make Lavi’s tail wag… and it even made Cami’s tail wag.

And it made Delphi’s own tail wag.

“We’re going to be so comfy cuddling with all of them tonight,” Vala said.

“We’re… going to need to get a massive bed,” I sighed.

“It’ll be fine. Anyways, you want me to do the thing now?”

“Yeah, let’s finally do this.”

	You guys are making me nervous. What are you going to do and why?


Vala smiled at Window and said, “Window, I want a hug. I never get to hug you.”

	There’s no way that you would suddenly feel like hugging me without a secret goal after acting so suspicious.


“But… but I want a hug…”

	I’m not buying it. Drake has done something to you to turn you against me. Something is clearly going on here and I don’t like it and I demand an explanation and—


Vala brought out the teary eyes and the grabby hands.

Window pressed her rectangular body against Vala’s torso within the next second.

“Got you!” Vala shouted, tightly wrapping her arms around Window.

I wasn’t able to see what Window was saying since Vala was in the way, but I could tell that Window was trying to send us a message with text on her body.

Unfortunately for her, it was too late.

Vala caught her and our mission was underway.

Next, Vala flew up, finally getting a good chance to stretch her wings, and soared away with Window.

“Oi, Master… what just happened?” Lavi asked me.

“I know!” Delphi said with a raised hand. “I learned about this! This is what it’s called to give people alone time! It’s like when you walk away from a stew while it’s simmering! You leave it alone, come back, and then it’s ready!”

“I see. That makes sense.”

Why does a soup analogy make perfect sense to you, and what is with Delphi and soup?! I shouted internally.

“Can there be chocolate in the stew?” Cami asked, looking up at Delphi and tugging on her arm.

“No! Chocolate is bad! Don’t you know that dogs can’t sleep when they eat chocolate?” Delphi answered, back in her mom mode. Well, “older sister mode” would be more appropriate.

Also, I think the problem with chocolate is that she’d go to sleep and never wake up!

“But we’re not dogs,” Cami said.

“No is no and that’s final,” Delphi answered. “Isn’t it, Master?”

“A-ah. Yeah…? I mean, Vala and Window can probably make it so that chocolate is perfectly healthy for all of you. I don’t really think that it’s a problem,” I answered.

Delphi pouted and leaned over, pointing one finger at me. “No is no! No chocolate! Chocolate is banned!”

“You really don’t like chocolate.”

“Because it keeps us awake! We can’t sleep if we’re too awake! If we’re too awake to sleep, we can’t cuddle and sleep together! Chocolate wants to ruin our relationship by stopping us from sleeping together! Don’t—d-don’t you see? I—I don’t want to lose you, Master!”

She started off sounding all strict but caring… and ended up sounding like she was on the verge of tears.

“Alright, alright. No chocolate,” I answered. “We’ll all sleep together without any evil chocolate getting in the way and destroying our relationship.”

Delphi instantly perked up. “No chocolate, only soup!”

“Hey, Delphi… is there a reason why you’re so obsessed with sou—”

I remembered that we had something far more important to be taking care of instead of getting to the root of Delphi’s obsession.

“Scratch that,” I said. “Alright. A few days ago, I made Window upset with me. Now, I need all of you to help me with a secret plan. We’re going to make it up to Window and you three are the most important part of this.”

Delphi, Cami, and Lavi lit up and stood side-by-side, ready for orders.

“Think you have what it takes?” I asked them.

They nodded in perfect unison.

“Alright. Here’s the plan.”

I might not have had any magical powers myself, but I did live in a universe where Vala could temporarily grant me some powers so that I would need to do was snap my fingers to set the stage.

About thirty minutes later and everything was ready.

Such preparation in that short amount of time was supposed to be absolutely impossible, but what was supposed to be impossible didn’t matter. What did matter was that the stage was set, the chairs were ready in front of it, and Delphi, Cami, and Lavi were fully prepared.

Part of me felt a tiny bit guilty about how I was using them in my apology to Window… but I couldn’t think of a single better way to make it up to her. I already apologized, and it was a genuine apology, but it wasn’t enough.

This, however, would be enough.

I hoped.

Vala returned with a still-struggling Window, landing right in front of where I was sitting.

“Everything ready?” Vala asked.

I gave her a thumbs-up. “As ready as anything can be in this world.”

“So… we’re relying on insanity since nothing can really be ready here?”

“Your universe, your rules.”

“Hehehe, you’re finally gaming properly. Maybe you’ll get on my level someday.”

“And maybe I won’t kick your ass at karts someday.”

Vala furrowed her brows and pouted before releasing Window.

	What—what is the meaning of this?! I mean, it’s not like I minded Vala hugging me against her chest for the last thirty minutes and I’d definitely be down for some more of that preferably sometime soon, but WHY WOULD YOU DO THIS TO ME? WHAT IS—WAIT, WHAT’S THIS STAGE?


“Fufufu,” I laughed with my arms crossed over my chest, taking inspiration from Lavi. “What you see is—”

	Never laugh like that again. Only cute waifus get to make that sort of laugh.


Window was able to instantly make me feel stupid enough for attempting that laugh that I almost wanted to cancel her surprise.

“Sit down and don’t complain,” I said, patting the chair next to me.

	I’m an informational status window. I hover, I don’t sit. Also, why would I want to sit next to you?


“Because all the other seats are taken.”

Window rotated her body to look around. Just as I said, all the other chairs in the couple of small rows that we had were occupied… by dogs, bees, and beavers. The dogs stood out the most since they had new, stylized headbands wrapped around the tops of their heads.

Window’s rectangular body began to shake. It was a subtle shake that probably anybody else would have missed, but I instantly spotted it.

	H-hey… Drake… this is almost kind of like…


“Didn’t I tell you to sit down?” I asked.

	But… I—


After heavily sighing, I grabbed Window and pulled her down against me.

If she wasn’t going to sit then I was going to do what Vala did to her and hold her against me.

“You’re refusing to cooperate, so now you have to deal with this,” I explained.

I expected her to try and struggle… but she didn’t. She stayed still against me.

And while I wasn’t able to tell if she was saying anything, I could tell that her body changed to a darker shade.

“Nice,” Vala said, now standing on the stage looking down at us. “You ready?”

“Go for it, Miss Announcer,” I answered.

Vala nodded with a wide smile before raising her hand up into the air and snapping her fingers.

The sky turned dark in an instant. Next, light after light came to life to shine down on our amateur stage as the dogs sitting behind us howled in excitement.

“Yes, we cheated to get all of this stuff here, but I wanted to do this for you. If you’re upset about us cheating, you can delete all of this afterward and come up with some recipes to build an even better version of this or something,” I explained.

Window remained perfectly still aside from her subtle trembling… and what felt like nervous breathing.

As for Vala, she now stood atop the stage in a black tuxedo with a cane and a top hat. Her costume was completely wrong… but it would have to be good enough.

“Ladies and gentlemen!” Vala shouted. “Tonight, you… uh… wait, I only know how to introduce circuses…”

“Why is that something you even know?!” I shouted.

Window shook a bit more against me almost as if she was laughing.

Vala cleared her throat. “A-anyways! Let’s uh… just get right into the show! Ladies and gentlesirs, I present to you, Woof-Pop!”

Vala disappeared with a flash of smoke, instantly reappearing in the seat next to us where Window was supposed to be sitting.

Meanwhile, the curtains of the stage were pulled back all on their own as the music began to play. Rainbow lights danced across the stage and illuminated the surroundings, the dogs behind us were still howling, and most importantly…

Standing center on the stage were Delphi, Cami, and Lavi dressed up just like the idols from Window’s favorite game.


Chapter Thirty-One

“Welcome to the show, everybody! I’m Delphi and, umm, I might not be that experienced, but I’ll try my best!” Delphi said into her microphone before bowing. Needless to say, the crowd reaction was great.

And so was Delphi’s costume. The short skirt, the frilly top that was cut low enough to show more of her chest than usual—I was beginning to understand Window’s fascination with idols.

I looked at Vala.

She already knew exactly what was on my mind given that she had a smug smirk on her face. “You’re gonna have to try hard to unlock that costume for me,” Vala whispered.

“I will,” I replied.

I definitely would.

“Fufufu, so you’re all brave enough to have gathered here tonight, huh? Then on my name, Lavi, I’ll give ya a terrifying show!” Lavi announced, wielding her sword upside down since it had her microphone sticking out from its pommel.

While Delphi’s legs were bare, Lavi’s costume came with black tights and had more of a punk look to it. Yet despite Delphi’s costume being more girly and mature, and Lavi’s costume being sort of edgy and punk, they somehow didn’t clash too much.

“Yo. I’m Cami. I’m not allowed to eat chocolate, so cheer lots to make me feel better,” Cami said while holding up a peace sign in her free hand.

Cami was as monotone as usual in her introduction. She also wore a uniform that was closer to Delphi’s in appearance, but more… petite. Delphi’s uniform was more puffy and frilly whereas Cami’s tightly hugged her body and had the bare minimum number of frills to not look like just a skinsuit. It really revealed just how petite of a body she had.

And, of course, each girl’s uniform matched their usual color schemes. Blue for Delphi, purple for Lavi, and pink for Cami.

“Alright! I’m going to take the lead for this first never-before-heard song!” Delphi shouted. “It’s called ‘Super Soup Transform!’”

The lights dimmed for a second before focusing on Delphi standing at the forefront of the stage. I had no idea what to expect as far as the songs went. I had no idea how they even actually managed to come up with songs in that short of a time.

And then… the lights began to flash rainbows as what sounded like the theme of an old transforming robot show played. There was even a screen on the stage behind the girls that showed Delphi piloting… a giant robot, and the robot itself appeared to be fantasizing about one day transforming into a super-giant… soup robot.

I honestly had no idea what was going on. Vala seemed to be pretty excited about the whole thing, though, and Window—well, Window was getting more and more into it by the second.

Really, I figured that the girls would sing something simple like a nursery song. Maybe something to do with teapots or lambs or something. I had absolutely no standards for what they sang so much as I did have standards for how they looked since I figured that was the important part to Window.

But, somehow, they came up with not only custom songs, but a custom video animation to play in the background while they sang flawlessly.

The need for Plot Hole-chan was increasing exponentially to justify the nonsense before us.

“Well? What do you think, Window?” I asked.

I saw some text appear on Window but I couldn’t exactly read it due to how I was holding her. What I could tell, though, was that it was fast, in all capital letters, and she was basically shaking so much that she was vibrating.

I had to lift her off of my lap for that reason. The last thing I wanted was to ruin the mood because of somebody innocently shaking to the point of vibrating on my lap.

As for Delphi’s song, it ended with an animation of her robot finally turning into a super-giant soup robot. It is impossible to describe it in any more detail than that.

Next up was Lavi.

“Fufu, pretty good, big sis, but now it’s time to scare everybody! Ya ready for my song ‘Demonic Rise?’” Lavi asked the crowd with a wink, showing off some of her tomboy charm as skulls and crows appeared on the screen behind the idols. Next, the camera panned up to show Lavi standing alone with her sword surrounded by hundreds of skeletons, zombies, and other ghouls.

Her costume might have surprisingly not clashed with Delphi’s, but her song definitely did. Lavi’s song was borderline metal with heavy drums, bass, and much more shouting.

And whichever girls weren’t the lead singer served as the backup singers. Hearing Delphi handle a metal chorus alongside Cami, after having just sung what she did, was… weird, to say the least.

But everybody else seemed to be as hyped as they possibly could be. Vala, Window, the dogs, bees, and beavers—they couldn’t be more excited.

For curiosity’s sake, I looked up at the archer tower.

I couldn’t see much, but there was definitely the silhouette of a human on the balcony standing in the shadows doing what looked like holding binoculars up to their face. They were watching the show.

And then they looked straight at me and noticed that I was looking back at them.

Whoever it was, they slowly stepped back into their tower before slamming the door shut.

If whoever was inside of the tower already had a human form… shouldn’t they have been unlocked as a “hero” for me to use during the battles?

It sounded like another case for Plot Hole-chan.

However, there was something more important to deal with.

I was blinded.

“He-hey! I can’t see!” Vala whined, proving that I wasn’t the only one who lost my vision.

And then a new voice shouted out, “B-because this is classified! Neither of you are allowed to see this yet…”

The voice came from directly in front of me. Not only that, but I was no longer holding a rectangle in my hands. Instead, there was something softer and warmer within my hands. There was somebody in my hands.

“I know you’re a non-virgin virgin, but don’t get any weird ideas just because I’m sitting on your lap. I’ll nerf you if you do,” the girl said.

“Window?” I asked. “You have an actual body already? And a voice?”

“They’re still works in progress, so don’t get your hopes up. I’m going back to my normal self after this is over.”

“Then why change now?”

“Because I need hands for waving glowsticks. A-and… so that I could talk since you couldn’t read what I was saying before.”

“Couldn’t you have just given yourself some hands and a mouth instead of completely transforming?”

“Sh-shut up. I have my reasons,” Window said, sounding like she was pouting while pressing her back against my chest.

And that wasn’t the only part of her pressing against me. Since she was bigger and more human now, she was sitting directly on my lap.

“What did I tell you about weird ideas?!” Window shouted at me before smacking me in the face.

With her hair.

First, my right cheek was smacked. Then, the left cheek was smacked. If she was able to smack me like that with her hair, then she must have had pigtails or something.

“Eww, not pigtails. Get cultured and use ‘twintails,’” Window said.

“So, you do have them?” I asked.

“Duh. What, you think I’m going to slap you with my hands or something instead? I’m not an abuser like you are. If I’m going to hit you, it’s going to be with my hair.”

“Speaking of abuse… is it still possible to throw you like a flying disc beyond the clouds if you have a body like this?”

“Could you not jump straight into thinking of how to abuse me?! You know, just, not abusing me is an option! Here I am, being a cute anime waifu, sitting on your lap, purposely giving you some fanservice to thank you for doing this for me and trying to give you something to look forward to, and you’re just thinking about how to abuse me! This is why non-virgin virgins are the worst.”

“Hey, Window,” Vala said, “I think you just spoiled your intentions.”

“I—what… what did I say?”

“That you transformed to give Drake some fanservice to thank him.”

“Y-you have no proof. I’d never say something like that because it’s totally not true!” Window shouted. Meanwhile, I could feel her entire body growing hot. It reminded me of how she’d turn red whenever she was embarrassed or flustered. “N-now let me enjoy the show!”

“I won’t tease you about it if you come sit on my lap instead,” Vala said.

“Fine! Deal!”

And just like that, Window hopped off of my lap and onto Vala’s.

“I get that I’m not allowed to see you, so could you like, put up a two-way mirror or something around you and Vala so that I can watch the show at least?” I asked.

I was given back my vision a second later. I immediately tried to get a look at Window, but the barrier was already up to prevent me from seeing them.

At least I got to see the end of Lavi’s performance. All the girls were panting and sweating at that point, Lavi in particular. The screen showed a bloodied but victorious Lavi holding her sword up into the air with mountains of slain undead surrounding her.

I wouldn’t put it past the three idols to have been so absorbed in their singing that they didn’t even notice Window’s transformation.

Lavi took a few steps backward and gave Cami a pat on the back to push her to the stage’s front.

“Yo again,” Cami said. “My song is ‘Choco Choco Paradise.’ Yay yay, hype.”

From robot cartoon theme song to metal to… an animation of Cami lying on a floating donut while drinking a chocolate milkshake to the tune of some happy and upbeat song sang with only slightly more emotion than in her usual voice.

The animation also featured some fanservice of dripping chocolate covering Delphi’s head and chest while Lavi used her sword to cut down some monstrous chocolate bars.

The song and animation weren’t the only sweet things going on. There was a very, very sweet noise coming from next to me.

“Va-Vala! I’m—I’m trying—nng… I’m trying to watch the show!” Window whined… and moaned.

“Hehe, if I can’t see what you look like, I have to feel you all over to get an idea!” Vala explained, sounding like a perverted old man.

“You don’t have to be so rough about it! At—at least be gentle!”

“So I can touch wherever I want as long as I’m gentle? Then… ooh, these are a nice size.”

“You don’t have to squee-squeeze them so much! Just touch and go! Touch and go! Or I’m going back to Drake!”

Part of me was jealous because if I tried to use Vala’s logic for groping Window, I probably would have been smacked by more than just hair. Another part of me was jealous because I didn’t get to see what was going on.

However, there was also the part of me that was perfectly content getting to hear what was going on. I could always imagine it even if I couldn’t see it.

Back to Cami’s song, it was doing a great job of guilt tripping me into letting her eat some chocolate.

I just want to eat chocolate,

But everybody is mean and won’t let me,

So that’s why I have to dream of my Choco Choco Paradise.

The animation showed an expressionless Cami slowly and dramatically running toward a chocolate donut, who was also running at her, in the middle of a field of chocolate caramel flowers.

Chocolate.

Caramel.

Flowers.

Suddenly, I had an extremely strong urge to grow chocolate caramel flowers. In a world where everything was possible and nothing made sense, chocolate caramel flowers would be just as logical as anything else.

I was definitely going to grow some chocolate caramel flowers.

Wait, why don’t I have a huge garden yet full of impossible plants? Isn’t that one of the things with the greatest potential here? I mean, sure, Vala and a massive relationship full of cute girls is nice and all… but what about gardening? All sorts of impossible plants are possible here and I haven’t even been trying to capitalize on that! Alright, after tonight, we’re going to start speedrunning these battles so that I can focus more of my time on gardening. I also need to explore more. I have to have the best garden of all time! I thought as Cami wrapped up her song.

Meanwhile, there was some rather heavy panting coming from behind the two-way glass.

As much as I wanted to see what Vala was doing to cause Window to pant so heavily… I wanted to actualize my vision of the greatest garden of all time even more.

And then I heard something come from my other side.

Looking to my right, I noticed that there was a swirling portal suspiciously similar to the one that the cat queen liked to use.

I leaned forward just a bit so that I could look into the portal and, surely enough, sitting on the other side of it in her throne was none other than the cat queen. Conan was on his hands and knees in front of her so that she could use his pristine, fluffy back as a table for her tuna and wine.

She had a very pleased expression on her face until she noticed me staring right at her. Then she froze.

“I don’t remember inviting the leader of my enemy to the show,” I told her.

“It’s—it’s not like I wanted to watch dogs sing and dance or anything! And it’s not like I purposely chose the seat right next to you, so don’t misunderstand!” the cat queen shouted at me with reddened cheeks before stuffing her mouth with some more tuna.

“By the way, about the body pillow.”

“Nya? What? What are you talking about?” she asked me in an extremely obvious tone. “There’s no body pillow. Oh, are you telling a joke? How funny. I should hire you as my court jester, nya.”

Between the forced tone and the sweat dripping off from her forehead, she couldn’t have possibly been any more obvious.

Both to punish her for lying, and for her own good, I reached through the portal and took her wine from her.

“Nya?! What do you think you’re doing?! You—you dare to steal from me?!” she shouted.

“Cats can’t drink alcohol,” I answered before taking a swig of the wine. It was some seriously good wine, too.

She went from looking angry to blushing. “I—I don’t need you to protect me. Besides… you’re—you’re my enemy! What kind of queen would I be if I allowed my enemy to—to sacrifice his liver to protect me?! Such a thing is so… nya…”

At that point, both of her hands were on her cheeks as she squirmed from side to side in her throne.

She looked happy. Extremely happy.

Then I realized that, with how her royal dress looked, she could totally pass as some sort of royal idol. “Why don’t you go join them on the stage? You already look the part,” I said.

“Wha-what? Me? An idol? But… you’re my enemies! I could never… join my enemies on the stage! Not until you defeat me and make me join forces with you so that you can make me do all sorts of things for you like wear a maid uniform and force me to sing and dance for you in your private chambers!” the cat queen shouted.

“I have a feeling that Window had a big influence on your personality.”

“Nyeah? So?”

“So you don’t even deny it. By the way,” I paused, reaching back into the portal.

Why did I reach back into the portal?

To pet Conan’s back.

This caused Conan to jump and take off running as quickly as he could. And, seeing as how the queen’s food was on his back, this sent the rest of the prepared fish flying into the queen’s face.

“The—the lemon juice got in my eyes!” the cat queen shouted, holding her hands over her eyes as she panicked. “You—you’re—this kind of play is too much for me! I only wanted to enjoy the show and not feel left out! You—you’ll pay for this, nya!”

I actually kind of felt bad, so I wanted to apologize since that wasn’t my intention, but the portal disappeared before I could say anything else.

Now I owed somebody another apology just after finishing my apology plan for Window.

As for Window herself, the two-way mirror was gone and she was back to her regular body. Her rectangular self looked like melting puddy on top of Vala’s lap.

Vala looked incredibly proud of herself.


Chapter Thirty-Two

While Vala sat there petting the still-melty Window on top of her lap, the three idols hopped off stage and came running over to me.

I really wanted to know how they would react to the cat queen, but said queen’s portal was gone due to the lemon juice and eyes incident.

“Master! Did we do good? We tried our best!” Delphi said with twitching ears and a wagging tail as a bit of sweat dripped from her forehead.

All three of them looked pretty tired—well, no. On closer inspection, only two of them really looked tired. Delphi and Lavi. They were the two most energetic and vocal ones on the stage. As for Cami, she didn’t move around nearly as much as them nor did she sing as loudly, so her preservation of energy led to her not really getting tired out.

Then, looking at Lavi, I realized something. “Yeah, you all did great,” I answered Delphi, “but we should have invited Lake.”

“It’s alright, Master,” Lavi told me. “She was trying to sleep when I went over there earlier.”

“This early?”

“Yeah. I went, asked her if she would teach me, and then she slurred and mumbled a lot, but she said yeah.”

“She was drunk, wasn’t she?”

“I don’t know, but she was sleeping with an empty bottle of something.”

“We’re going to have to give her an intervention. I’m also going to have to yell at Window after tonight about providing her with so much alcohol just because she’s retired.”

“But… what if she won’t train me then?”

“If she won’t train you because we take away her booze, I’ll throw her back into the museum that we got her from.”

“Fufu, leave it to my master to come up with such a terrifying threat.”

That was when Delphi leaned over in front of me, giving me a view down her dress that I had no idea I wanted so badly, and pinched my cheek. “Master! You’re being a bad influence on her. You’re going to turn Lavi into a bad girl, but we’re all supposed to be good girls!”

“He-hey,” Lavi said, “you can be terrifying and a good girl at the same time! Nobody said anything about being a bad girl…”

“You sure are protective of your sisters, aren’t you?” I asked Delphi. “You’re such a good big sister.”

Delphi went from being a stern sister looking out for her little sisters to a giggling and blushing girl with a rapidly wagging tail. “Ehe-ehehehe, Master’s praise is the best!” she said with her hands over her blushing cheeks.

Delphi was extremely easy to please.

However, by praising her, Lavi and Cami looked jealous. Well, Lavi looked jealous. Cami was only subtly jealous—it was more like Cami stared at me with very focused eyes waiting for me to give her praise as well while Lavi clearly wanted some but was failing at acting like she was fine without it.

While I was sure that calling Lavi a good girl or something else involving the word “good” would have gotten a good reaction out of her, I figured that I’d try something more specific for her. “Your performance was badass, Lavi,” I said.

Lavi lit up with a huge smile as her tail wagged every bit as fast as Delphi’s. “Fufu, it totally was, wasn’t it?” Lavi asked. “And the next one will be even cooler, so look forward to it!”

That made two exceedingly happy dog girls out of three. Only one was left, and Cami looked even more impatient now as her eyebrows furrowed just a bit.

“I’ll make Window give us some dog-safe chocolate to reward your cute performance, Cami,” I said.

Cami expressed no major reaction to what I said, instead just standing there as her ears twitched a bit with her tail slowly beginning to wag.

And then her tail sped up.

And sped up a little bit more.

And the next thing I knew, me and the chair I was sitting on were knocked backwards onto the ground due to Cami crashing into my chest. She still didn’t say anything, but she did press her face against my chest as her small hands clutched onto my shirt. Her tail wagged as fast as the others’ now, too.

“Cami! You have to be careful or else you’ll hurt Master!” Delphi scolded.

“Heh, she never has been good with words,” Lavi said.

While Cami stayed with her face planted against my chest, I gave the back of her head a few pats and looked up at Delphi. “I’m fine. Besides, you’re the one who tries to suffocate me in my sleep,” I said.

Delphi’s ears shot up as waved her hands around, shaking her head. “I—I—I don’t—it’s—but—I can’t—I only want to cuddle!”

“You can cuddle with my whole body, you don’t have to only cuddle with my face.”

“But Master’s face is the best!”

“Wrong,” Lavi spoke up.

“Wrong? Wha-what do you mean? What could be better than Master’s face?”

Lavi smirked and pointed… at my arms. “His body—his muscles. Master’s face is nice, but his muscles are definitely the best.”

“But bodies can change and faces can’t! You should love Master’s face the most!”

“Big sis… faces can change.”

“Prove it!”

“Our faces changed when he upgraded our towers.”

“Oh. I—I guess faces do change… but his face is still the best!”

I was expecting something to do with aging or weight change, but Lavi’s example of faces changing was good enough.

“You’re both wrong,” said the smallest voice of the dog girls—said Cami.

“If his face or body aren’t the best, what is?” Lavi asked her.

Cami nuzzled her face against my chest some more while lightly sniffing every now and then. “His scent.” She then proceeded to take a large sniff before sighing out as if thoroughly relaxed.

Lavi and Delphi looked at each other and nodded. Then they joined me and Cami on the ground to nuzzle up against me with their faces, making sure to get a good sample of my scent.

On one hand, I had three attractive women dressed up like idols nuzzling their faces against me while their tails wagged above them. On the other hand… I had three women sniffing me all over. Though, as long as none of them brought out their canine instincts to sniff my ass, it could have been worse.

“Hmm, hmm… Cami has a point,” Delphi said.

“Yeah, she might be onto something,” Lavi agreed.

“No matter what Master might look like or change to look like, his scent will always be the same.”

“Scents can always be recognized.”

“Then… that means true love is loving somebody’s scent since you’re loving them for who they are and it’s something that can never change!”

“That sounds right.”

“Do we all agree that we love master’s scent the most? More than his face and body?”

“Body is a close second, but his scent is the best,” Lavi agreed.

“Yeah,” Cami said.

“Then it’s settled!” Delphi announced. “We all love Master’s scent the most!”

On a third hand, I had three attractive women with wagging tails sniffing me and talking about how much they loved me. And, apparently to them, loving my scent meant that they had pure, genuine love for me.

However, their sniffing quickly turned into something else.

Rubbing. Lots of rubbing.

“What are you doing?” I asked them.

“Marking you, of course!” Delphi answered.

“Fufu, any cats that come near you will run away with their tails between their legs when they smell my scent on you, Master,” Lavi explained.

“You’re our Master, so you’re our property,” Cami said.

“I think you’ve got it a bit backwards there, Cami,” I said, “but I guess I’m thinking of an old-school and illegal version of masters and property.”

	Could you not make potentially controversial jokes?


Window was finally off of Vala’s lap. Of course, now that she was done looking like melting cheese, she was here to scold me.

As for Vala, she… lied down on top of me right next to Cami. I now had to deal with both Cami and Vala struggling to fit on my torso while Delphi and Lavi cuddled me from the sides.

“What—what do you think you’re doing?” I asked Vala.

“I thought we were having a cuddle puddle?” Vala asked back.

“It’s more like a sniffing and marking puddle, I think.”

“Ooh. In that case,” Vala paused to give me a few sniffs before rubbing the side of her face all over my chest. “Done!”

“You’re supposed to be a dragon, not a dog.”

Vala looked up at me, pouted, and proceeded to prove me wrong by transforming her horns into dog ears, her tail into a dog’s tail, and her wings into… nothingness. “What was that? Something about a dragon?”

Suddenly, I had four totally-not-dog-dog girls on and around me who all wanted attention. Though, as soon as the three actual dog girls noticed the transformation, the attention was taken away from me.

“Master—Master was a dog in disguise this whole time?!” Delphi asked before tackle hugging Vala away from me to sniff and cuddle with.

Isn’t tackling somebody like that exactly what you told Cami not to do earlier? I thought. Lavi and Cami soon joined Delphi in turning Vala into the center of attention. This left me with only one other being giving me any attention.

	Really? “Only one other being?” I’m the best informational status window ever, thank you very much.


“Yeah, yeah. How was the concert?” I asked.

	W-well… I was a bit distracted because of classified reasons…


“Those reasons are anything but classified. I heard everything.”

	wait
what



“I heard everything.”

	No you didn’t????????


“No, I definitely did. ‘You don’t have to be so rough about it, at least be gent—’”

	OKAY OKYAYOKAY MAAYHBE YOU HEARD A LITTLE FBIT OF SOMETHING.


“Did you seriously think that I didn’t?”

	I SOUNDPROOFED IT… I THOUGHT


“Nope. I heard everything.”

	I—I see. Hey, Drake.


“Yeah, Window?”

Suddenly, a black pen-like device floated in the air between us while a pair of black sunglasses appeared over Window.

A bright flash filled my vision and gave me a headache a second later.

	Really? “Only one other being?” I’m the best informational status window ever, thank you very much.


“What? You already said that,” I said.

	Wait, you still have your memories?


“Yes, Miss ‘Please Be Gentle.’”

The pen appeared and flashed my eyes again.

	Really? “Only one other being?” I’m the best informational status window ever, thank you very much.


“I still remember everything!”

And then it happened again.

“You’re not wiping my memories! All you’re doing is giving me a headache!”

	Tch. It worked in the movies.


“Movies! They’re movies! Fake! Fictional! All a bright flash really does is cause headaches!”

	So what you’re saying is that it’s possible to give you such a massive headache that your brain stops working, causing you to forget what you’re supposed to forget?


“Window, I’m going to abuse you.”

	ABUSE ISN’T A JOKE, DRAKE.


“You’re the one trying to give me permanent brain damage! I’ve already got a headache thanks to you and I’m probably going to go blind before you even make me forget my memories!”

	That’s different.


“How?!”

	Because you’re a non-virgin virgins. Non-virgin virgins can’t legally be abused.


“According to what law?!”

	This one.
I.S.W.1337 – Non-Virgin Virgin Bullying Act
This bill guarantees that non-virgin virgins cannot legally be abused, thus granting all parties permanent permission to bully non-virgin virgins however they may wish.



“That’s it. I’m going to need some Molotovs. It’s revolution time.”

	REBELLIONS TO OVERTHROW MY CORRUPT LAWS AREN’T ALLOWED


“You even admit that they’re corrupt!”

	Did I ever say that they weren’t corrupt?


I leaned up and grabbed onto the sides of Window’s body, causing her to panic and think that I was about to shake her or throw her or anything else bullying related. Instead, I brought her closer down to me and asked her once more, “Distractions from Vala aside, how was the concert?”

	It—it… was the best ever. Thanks, Drake.
Also, since you went through all this effort for me… I’ve made it so their uniforms count as unlocked costumes. You can switch them between their regular equipment and their idol equipment whenever you want now, and their skills will be visually different during battles and stuff too when using special costumes. Costumes are only supposed to be unlocked by the gacha or paying me, but… I’ll let you have these ones this time.



“Thanks. By the way, we’re going to need some safe-for-dogs chocolate. And… I might need you to send an apology letter or something to the cat queen for me.”

	The cat queen? Why?


“I might be responsible for getting lemon juice in her eyes during the concert.”

	wut


I explained exactly what happened to Window.

	…
…
…
Pffffftttt. Okay, I’ll send her whatever you want me to, but only this once.



“Thanks, Window.”

	Yeah, yeah. Anyways, why’d you do all this for me again? I know I’m the greatest informational status window ever and all that, but…


“It was my apology for upsetting you the other day. Remember? You went on a ‘five page’ streak of not talking to me or something?”

	But you said sorry and I forgave you and all that already.


“A sorry is good for expressing regret, but it’s just a word. When I’m actually apologetic, I prove it. It doesn’t sit right with me to expect everything to be better just because of a word.”

	I—I see.


“You’re looking a bit darker there, Window.”

	Only because you kinda just said something a tiny bit cool.


“Too bad I’m not as cool as an informational status window.”

	N-now you’re trying to make me feel weird. Go back to normal and bully me.


“I’ll pass on the bullying tonight, but there is something that I need to go and do. Also, stop giving Lake alcohol.”

	I’ve only been giving her two bottles a day.


“Yeah, stop giving her any bottles a day.”

	I already told her that I was worried about how much she’s drinking even though she’s a sword, and she started crying and begging me not to stop giving her new bottles. Trust me, you don’t want to see that sight.


“We need to give her some hobbies or something then. Anyways, I won’t bully you, but I will do this.” With that being said, I got up, still holding onto Window, and took her to the new cuddle puddle. “Make some room real quick, Delphi.” Delphi leaned up, allowing me to place Window down where she was lying on top of Vala. “Master’s order: give Window an overdose of idol cuddling.”

Apparently, saying “Master’s order” was extremely effective because all three of the girls, and Vala, proceeded to cuddle Window harder than anybody had ever been cuddled before.

While they were all busy together, I headed over to the archer tower.

I wouldn’t be too long.

I knocked on the door and heard what sounded like feet shuffling around behind it. “You don’t have to open the door or anything,” I said since I knew that whoever was inside seemed to be pretty shy. “I just wanted to let you know that you’re welcome to come and join us out here whenever you want. And if there’s anything you ever want or need or anything, just… leave a note or something on the door for me to read.”

There was no response.

I said what I wanted to say, though, so I turned around to leave.

That was when the door swung open and something—somebody pulled me into the archer’s tower.


Chapter Thirty-Three

I could finally leave the archer tower, and I did so with a heavy sigh as it was already morning, yet I got no sleep. I was definitely going to need a nap during the day which was going to make Vala happy at least.

And it looked like Vala was already ready for that seeing as how she and the others brought our bed out from the house and placed it in front of the archer tower. Vala, Delphi, Cami, and Lavi were all cuddled up on the bed barely able to fit on it, so they had their arms and legs all over each other. They almost looked like some sort of tangled monstrosity made of limbs. If I didn’t know any better, I would have thought that an elder god created them and—

	Shhhh, don’t bring up the elder gods. You don’t want to grab their attention. Also, how come you know a reference like that but not cultured references like anime references?


“Please don’t imply that elder gods exist. I don’t need any cosmic horror,” I said to the Window that popped up out of nowhere in front of me. “Also, it’s too early for you.”

	It’s never too early for the best informational status window ever.
Wait, YOU WENT INTO THE ARCHER TOWER AND THEN COMPLETELY SKIPPED OVER IT?!?!?! YOU DIDN’T EVEN IMPLY WHAT HAPPENED OTHER THAN BEING UP ALL NIIGHT. ARE YOU REALLY GOING TO BLUE RECTANGLE ALL OF US LIKE THAT?



“Blue rectangle?”

	Yeah, because that’s more fitting for me than blue ball.


“Makes sense. Anyways, I promised that I’d keep the inside of the tower secret for now.”

	You’re the worst.



“I’m the worst for keeping a promise?”

	HOW DO WE KNOW YOU WEREN’T CHEATING ON US IN THERE?



“On us, Window?”

	It’s the… uh… royal us.



“That still implies you’re talking about yourself.”

	I’m roleplaying as Vala.



“Uh-huh. Anyways, no, nothing like that happened. Well, actually, by Vala’s standards… maybe she would consider it cheating.”

	YOU ACTUALLY WERE?


“Not sexually, romantically, or emotionally.”

	Then how could you have cheated on her? Wait… don’t tell me. You—you… you played video games with somebody else, didn’t you?


I looked to the side and whistled which was, admittedly, extremely obvious.

	DRAKE! HOW COULD YOU?! YOU GOT YOURSELF A TOP-TIER DRAGON WAIFU WHO LOVES YOU AND WANTS TO PLAY VIDEO GAMES WITH YOU AND EVEN LETS YOU HAVE A GIANT HAREM, AND THEN YOU GO AND CHEAT ON HER?! WTF


“I—I had to. I felt guilty and I wasn’t allowed to leave until I did.”

	THEN YOU COULD HAVE CALLED FOR HELP! YOU COULD HAVE SHOT A SIGNAL FLARE! OR DID SOS OR SOMETHING! OR USE UH, THAT ONE LANGUAGE WITH THE DOTS AND LINES AND STUFF! MORSE CODE!


“I didn’t exactly have the option to do any of that. Anyways, I can’t tell you anything else that happened. I’ve already told you too much.”

	Tch. Go figure, you’re still a non-virgin virgin after all.



“You really need a new insult for me.”

	But this one is so stupid that it’s not actually insulting.



“So, what you’re saying is that you’d feel bad actually insulting me, so you’re purposely using an overused non-insulting insult?”

	N-no.


“You’re going through lots of color changes this morning.”

	Your eyes must be broken or something. By the way, I have a letter for you.


“I get mail here?”

	Now you do.
Dear Drake,
Ahem! You better be grateful that I have taken the time out of my busy schedule to send you this letter, nya! Wait, I do not need to write ‘nya’ since that’s supposed to be a speech thing, so there is no reason to also write it…. A-anyways, wait, why am I writing out my stutters?! Nya! I need to—dang it! Writing letters is harder than I thought it would be. What am I going to do now? This is supposed to be perfect for him…. I know! I’ll start over! Window, only send him the part after this, please.
Dear Drake,
Ahem! You better be grateful that I have taken the time out of my busy schedule to send you this letter, ny. While I am still disappointed regarding the fish and lemon juice incident, and I would like for you to cease all harassment of my soldiers’ bodies, especially the harassment that you have directed toward my brave Conan, I… I thought that it would only be right to thank you for inviting me to the show last night! That was unexpected from my sworn enemy and it showed that even you have some modicum of respect in you. It was… fun, and I did enjoy getting to… getting to sit my portal next to you. But do not think that this means we are husband and wife already! We are still enemies! If you wish to take our relationship to the next level, then you must castrate yourself before me—I—I mean prostate yourself before me! That still doesn’t seem right… Window, can you spellcheck this part? Oh, I know! Prostrate! Yes, you must prostrate yourself before me! It is only when you acknowledge I am superior that I will finally have the opportunity to become your wife! I mean… you will finally have the privilege of becoming my mast husband! Not—not that I am looking forward to such a terrible fate or anything…. An-anyways, I only wanted to thank you and say that I am looking forward to your pathetic defeat!
Love, Queen of the Pawsitively Feline Empire, Clawdia
Okay, letter over.



“You’re the worst, Window.”

	I didn’t do anything >3>


“You know exactly what you did. Anyways, what’s she talking about me inviting her?”

	She probably hallucinated while on catnip that her body pillow of you invited her to go.


“I really don’t want to believe that that’s true, but I have a strong feeling that that’s exactly what happened.”

	That’s a lot of “that”ing.


“Don’t judge me. It’s not my fault that it was the best word to use. You’re going to make me self-conscious about ever using that wor—”

“Draaaaaaake, stop flirting with Window and come join the cuddle puddle,” Vala whined, reaching her hands out to me. “I’ll forgive you for playing vidya with somebody else if you dooooo.”

“Have you been awake this entire time?”

“Yeah, my boyfriend sensor woke me up.”

“You have a boyfriend sensor?”

“Mhm, it’s the latest model,” Vala answered before proceeding to pull out a strange device with a radar attached to it from her shirt.

“You actually have one?!”

“I told you that. It’s the latest model.” She pointed it at me, causing the machine to beep which was enough to wake up the other girls since our conversation somehow didn’t accomplish that already.

“Master!” Delphi cheered. “You’re safe!” She tried to get out of bed, but the interlocking mess of tangled limbs prevented her from leaving the cuddle puddle. “I’m—I’m stuck!”

“Moving too much,” Cami groaned.

“Five more… fivety thousand more minutes,” Lavi yawned.

I wanted to get on her case about fivety not being a number, but she was a dog—a former dog, anyways. That meant she was too cute to correct.

	But me and Vala aren’t too cute to correct? <_<


“Vala is too cute to let her ego get too inflated. And you… well, you’re you,” I explained.

	And what’s that supposed to mean?


“It means I have a cuddle puddle to join,” I said and walked over to the bed. Now, I might have said that, but I had no idea how I was supposed to join the eldritch abomination of cuddling limbs atop the bed.

“Become one with us, Drake,” Vala said. I could only tell which hands were hers because they were the only ones wiggling their fingers.

We really needed a bigger bed.

Eventually, I ended up just sort of lying down on top of the others. It was what they all wanted me to do. And as soon as I was on top of them… I was pulled into the puddle of cuddles via unnatural means. My limbs became trapped within their own, I had no idea where my legs and arms were, and the only parts of my body that I could move were my neck and up.

It was the most horrifying cuddling experience that I ever experienced.

It was also, surprisingly, extremely comfy. I fell asleep almost immediately between how tired I was and the supreme comfort. Window wasn’t safe, either, as Vala grabbed onto her and pulled her into the puddle.

Once we woke up at noon, meaning that we slept all of the morning away, it was time to get to work. I felt extra motivated to work my best seeing as how I had less time in the day than usual.

The first thing I did—after somehow separating my existence from the eldritch abomination of a cuddle puddle—was take the cat’s paw plant that Window gifted me and replant it. I carefully took it out from its pot and planted it right outside our house underneath where the window was. I also poked the flowers seeing as how they were shaped just like cat paws. I couldn’t resist.

	Wait, I just realized we skipped over something a while ago. We never went on a tour of the house! We spent all that time gathering resources and stuff to build a house and furniture and all that but never actually showed any of it!


“Well, it’s been right here next to the greenhouse the whole time. Anybody can see it if they open their eyes and look at it,” I said.

	This is what happens when you don’t describe every single tiny little part of your daily life. Stuff gets skipped over and then it’s confusing and sounds like it’s coming out of nowhere! And what if there are earlier scenes that don’t make use of the house despite it having been there?! We really need Plot Hole-chan. Like, seriously. I’m going to have to actually create her and make her appear by the end of today or else things are going to get out of control and there won’t be any other way to justify them other than her existence.


“Window… do you want me to give you a tour of the house?” I asked.

“Ooh! A house tour! Can I give it?” Vala asked, actually looking away from her game for once.

“You’re actually more interested in that than your game?”

“I’ve always wanted to give somebody a house tour! Drake, let me give you and Window a house tour.”

I shrugged and said, “Alright. Lead the way.”

“Sweet. Okay!” Vala put her game system down her shirt, which apparently acted like an infinitely vast storage space, and flew to where Window and I were standing. “Alright! Welcome to the house tour! This is… uh… our house! Drake’s greenhouse is next door to it. He really loves his greenhouse. Then, uh… the house has walls and a roof! Okay, let’s go inside.”

She may have always wanted to give a house tour, but I had a feeling that she didn’t know how to actually give one.

“Right away we have stairs going up and stairs going down!” Vala continued. “All we have upstairs is the bedroom which we’ll get to last. Downstairs is the basement which I plan on turning into a gaming den, but I haven’t gotten to decorate it yet. Over here,” Vala paused to walk into the room to the left of the stairs, “is our dining room! Which we haven’t used yet. There’s also a kitchen connected to it that has our fridge, dishwasher, oven, and all that stuff.”

The dining room was empty, but the kitchen was fully furnished… despite having nothing to make with it. It’s not like we ever had to do dishes, either, so the kitchen was essentially there just for looks.

“And in the room right of the stairs is our living room! Which… doesn’t really have anything in it, but we’ll get a super big TV someday and then we can have movie nights!” Vala explained. “Okay, okay. Let’s go upstairs.”

Window and I followed Vala up the stairs to our bedroom.

“And here’s our bedroom! It only has a bed in it right now, but it’s a super soft bed,” Vala said before flopping onto the bed. It was the cat bed that we crafted—a simple, wooden bed with sheets and a blanket made out of cat fur, and it also had two pillows that had cat fur pillowcases. It was a bed that could comfortably fit two people on it at most.

But earlier we had five people, six if counting Window, trying to fit on it.

	What do you mean if counting Window? I should always be counted.


“Window, can we upgrade our bed?” I asked. “It needs to be like… three times its current size.”

	I’ll give you a recipe to upgrade it after you beat the next battle.


“Deal. I planned on doing that anyways.”

“Draaaaaake,” Vala whined from the bed. “I think it’s time for another nap.”

“We’ve only been up for thirty minutes!”

“Thirty minutes is a really long time. People aren’t supposed to go more than thirty minutes without napping.”

“Then you can only play video games in thirty-minute bursts?”

“Correction, people aren’t supposed to go more than thirty minutes without napping or gaming.”

“I’m pretty sure civilization would never evolve if that was the case.”

“Only monsters in your pockets are supposed to evolve, not civilization.”

“That borderline sounds like sexual innuendo.”

“It can mean sexual innuendo if you want it to mean that.”

I wanted to tease her about that—maybe get a bit sexual and flirt, perhaps do even more than that, but… as soon as I thought about trying to tease her sexually, I was reminded of when we actually had sex, and that flustered me out of doing it.

	Heh.


That condescending, single word was all that I needed to open up the window in our bedroom to throw Window out of it, shutting the window afterward so that she couldn’t get back in.

Then again, she could always teleport herself back to us.

That condescending, single word was also all that I needed to actually do something instead of let my former virginal self get the best of me.

I got onto the bed and climbed over Vala.

“Dr-Drake?” Vala asked, her cheeks already turning red.

“I might have played games with somebody else, but I still haven’t done this with anybody but you,” I told her, bringing my lips down against her neck to kiss her.

“But—but it’s so early in the day. What if… what if somebody walks in on us?”

“What, were you expecting me to do more than just kiss you?”

“I—I,” she paused to blush even more, “kinda…”

“Do you want me to do more than just kiss you?”

“Don’t make me say it…”

“Alright, I won’t make you say no. I’ll go ahead and stop.”

Just as I went to pull away from her, her tail wrapped around my abdomen and pulled me back down to her. “You’re such a bully… I thought you took all your sadism out on Window?”

Vala might not have noticed since she was so flustered herself, but I was every bit as red as she was. I was just trying my absolute best not to stutter or mess up. I already annoyed myself by behaving like a self-conscious virgin just minutes before, so there was no way that I was going to annoy myself again.

I was basically acting out of spite for myself.

“Drake… give me more kisses,” Vala whined, looking into my eyes.

I was happy to oblige her.

We would have a bit of fun alone together since it seemed like we hardly had the opportunity lately, and then we had a battle to take part in. We needed a much bigger bed.

Maybe the others would even get to join in after we had a bigger bed. They were part of our relationship now, after all.

Yeah, we really needed to get that bigger bed.


Chapter Thirty-Four

I may have been a non-virgin virgin according to Window, but that didn’t mean that I wasn’t able to fully satisfy Vala. I actually felt pretty proud of myself as we laid together in bed, my arm behind her, our clothes off and on the floor next to our bed. It was only my second time, yet I already improved quite a bit, if I could say so myself.

After all, I left Vala speechless! She was making so much noise before, but now she made none but heavy breathing beside me as she used my arm as a pillow.

Life was good.

I felt the happiest, most confident, and mature that I had ever felt before and I was sure that nothing could top how I felt in that moment.

So, to be just a bit extra smooth, I decided to turn my head to give Vala a kiss.

That was when I saw what she was doing.

While lying on the bed, using my arm as a pillow, breathing so heavily and staying so quiet aside from that… she was playing her game. Despite not even having a shirt to pull her game system out of, she must have pulled it out from under the sheets somehow and she had her attention entirely devoted to the game. She wasn’t being unresponsive because she was so tired, she was simply focused on the game. She wasn’t breathing so heavily because I was just that good, she was breathing so heavily because… she was really focused on her game and about to come in first place in her race.

I instantly knew what needed to be done. We needed a “no video games in bed” rule. I wasn’t sure if my pride could survive otherwise. All of that pride I felt in myself for doing so good by Vala was washed away as it seemed like a video game captivated her more than I could.

It was only when Vala took a peek in my direction that she paused her game and smiled before turning her head on my arm, looking straight at me. “I—I don’t think I’ve ever seen you look this jealous before. Is something wrong?” she asked.

“No,” I answered and turned my head away. I only realized that I was acting like an immature kid after doing that.

“I’m not sure if you’re giving me tsundere fanservice or if something is actually wrong.”

I sighed and turned my head back to her. “I,” I sighed again, “I’m only a little bit jealous.”

Vala rolled over to place herself on my chest, her face right in front of mine as her chest leaned down against mine. I may have been a little bit jealous of a video game, but having our chests together like this, and getting the view that I got, was something that no video game would ever get. “Why are you jealous?” she asked with a concerned expression.

“I guess I just wasn’t expecting you to go right back to video games after we have sex. I think I convinced myself that I was good enough to make you forget about video games for a bit.”

“You were! During it. And for a while after. But it’s been like… thirty minutes of cuddling together after it.”

“Wait… has it seriously been thirty minutes already? I thought we just finished like… a few minutes ago.”

“Hehehe, that means I must be so good that I mess up your sense of time!”

The roles were reversed. It wasn’t me who was good enough to leave Vala speechless, but it was Vala who was good enough to completely skewer my sense of time.

“Oh, and I thought that playing vidya while cuddling with you would be cute, so you wouldn’t want to disturb me, so we’d get to cuddle longer,” Vala explained. “But… I guess that my plan didn’t work if it made you feel bad.”

Another sigh left my lips as I realized just how immature I was being. “Sorry. I’m not used to this whole relationship thing,” I said. “I’ll try not to get stupid over something like that again.”

Vala shook her head and pointed a finger at me, almost poking my face. “Don’t call it stupid. Feelings are feelings and feelings are never stupid. I’m new to this, too, so I should have thought about how it might look from your perspective if I started playing vidya without saying a word after we did that…”

I pulled Vala up closer and pressed my lips against hers. “Then I guess we’re both sorry. For future reference, if you ever want to cuddle more, all you have to do is ask.”

She smiled from the kiss until she whined, “But you never want to be lazy…”

“Cuddling isn’t being lazy, and cuddling is alright as long as we don’t spend a whole day doing it.”

“What if we schedule a whole day to do it?”

“Alright. We’ll have a holiday dedicated to cuddling.”

“Can it be a weekly holiday?”

“That’s not how holidays work.”

“A monthly holiday?”

“That’s better, but that’s still not—alright. A monthly holiday where an entire day is dedicated to cuddling.”

“Heck yeah. I won’t even play any vidya during it.”

“Does this mean we also get to schedule an entire day for sex?”

“Don-don’t get ahead of yourself…”

“I see. I must be so horrible that you can’t stand the idea of a whole day of—”

“No! It’s—it’s not that! It’s the opposite…”

“It’s alright. I understand. We’ll never do it agai—”

Vala grabbed the sides of my head and pushed her lips against mine to silence me. “That’s not the problem!”

“Then what is?”

“If—if we do it that much… I’d get addicted and then we’d never get anything done, not even cuddling…” Vala burned red from her neck to the tips of her horns from her honest explanation.

Whatever pride I might have had that was bruised because of the video game thing, it was back and stronger than ever before. “You’re too perfect, Vala,” I whispered.

Vala giggled and whispered back, “No, you.”

Needless to say, we ended up both getting a bit more addicted to each other before finally getting out of bed. Or rather, before I got out of bed. I had a plan that would leave both Vala and I out of the actual combat for the day, so Vala stayed in bed to play video games while I went and got my plan ready.

Also, given that we were in a nonsensical world where anything could happen, we had bedsheets that magically stayed clean no matter what. That made things extremely convenient. No washer nor dryer necessary. This also meant that actual bathing and the like wasn’t required, either. Part of me did miss taking hot showers, though. I would have to get a bathroom and shower installed just for the sake of taking showers for relaxation. I also really enjoyed the idea of taking a bath or shower with Vala.

And then I imagined the three totally-not-sisters taking baths or getting wet in general. If they got wet… the fluffiness of their tails would go away. Their tails would simply look like drenched rats hanging off of their bodies.

Perhaps installing a shower and bath was a bad idea after all. Their fluff needed to be preserved.

The same could be said about Conan’s fluffy belly. To ruin the fluffiness of his belly… that would be the most horrible thing somebody could ever do. Sure, I squirted the cats with water before, but that was only to deter them and never actually messed with their hair. I would never use so much water that the perfect forest of irresistible fluff that was Conan’s belly could be ruined.

I missed his belly.

That was why I took the hair I cut off from him and rubbed it against my cheeks.

	Please stop making Conan shiver and look behind his shoulders when he’s not even anywhere near you. Don’t you understand that you’re giving him PTSD? Is this a joke to you?


“FCBs are never a joke, Window,” I said.

	Lake corrupted you. And to think that she did this to you just so that she could get to the bellies herself…


“Oh, yeah, I remember something like that. Did she ever even get to rub one of their bellies?”

	Nope. She didn’t know that the cats ran away when defeated, so they all ran before she had a chance. Maybe that’s why she’s turning into an alcoholic.


“How’s she been, anyways?”

	If she’s not drinking, she’s fishing, sleeping, or training Lavi now.


“Sounds like a good life.”

	Maybe we should introduce her to some MMOs. I bet she’s totally the type of sword who would think that fishing is The True Endgame.


“Why’d you italicize that?”

	Who knows?


“You do. That’s why I’m asking you.”

	Don’t worry about it. Now, before we all get distracted by a bunch of random little things that cause the plot to never progress like always, I think it’s time for a battle. I’ll even unlock a new feature for you after it since you have more heroes than you need now.


“Shouldn’t we be saying heroines since there are… what, four girls now including Vala and the dogs, but only one guy—me?”

	How progressive of you. Okay, I’ll call you all heroines from now on. You included.


I shrugged. “Fine by me.”

	Oh, you actually don’t care?


“Why would I? Girls are always being lumped together with men under the word ‘hero,’ so why should I care if a guy gets lumped together with women under the word ‘heroines?’”

	Huh. I might actually respect you just a tiny bit. And when I say tiny, I mean like, on a microscopic level.


“That’s alright. I respect you on a subatomic level.”

	That little?!


“My respect for you is smaller than a quark.”

	Oh, so it’s the same size as YOUR DICK.


“…”

	…


“…”

	…


I ended up laughing while Window spammed the “xD” face across herself. I set her up so perfectly and never even saw it coming.

“That was a good one, Window,” I praised.

	Thank you, thank you. I’m very proud of myself for that. Anyways, battle. Let’s go. Are you proceeding to the next one or repeating a previous one?


“Next one. Lavi and Cami are going to fight today since I want to see them in action.”

	Just so you know, they’re going to be every bit as strong as Delphi was. They’re the exact same when it comes to fighting and stats and stuff… for now.


“If I keep upgrading their towers, will they get to develop differently? I’m assuming so since you added on that ‘for now.’”

	Who knows?


“You do. That’s why I’m asking you.”

	ShrugEmoji.Window


“Not even a dot-PNG?”

	.Window is the superior file format.


“I’ll take your word for it.”

	You’re being awfully cooperative now.


“We have a battle to do, don’t we? You said you don’t want to get distracted and all that like always.”

	Oh. Yeah. Right. No distractions. Plot progression time.


“Then let’s go.”

	Go get Lavi and Cami and I’ll get stuff ready.


“Oh! I’ll get them!” Delphi said, revealing that she was standing next to us and making both me and Window jump.

“How long have you been there?” I asked her.

“The whole time!”

“You were just… standing there the whole time?”

“It’s my duty to be a good girl, so I didn’t want to interrupt!”

Delphi’s pure, dog-like spirit was overwhelmingly bright to the point where I had to shield my eyes. Even Window ended up wearing a pair of pixelated sunglasses over her usual body to protect herself from the shining bundle of joy and goodness that was known as Delphi.

“But, umm, before I go get them… can you pet my head, please?” Delphi asked, looking up at me with a wagging tail and twitching ears. “I know that it’s a lot to ask for, and I really don’t want to bother you, but I really, really love when you pet my head, so…”

She actually looked as if she somehow wasn’t sure that I was going to pet her head. There was actual concern that, somehow, somebody could resist petting her head after hearing all of that from her.

Such a thing was impossible.

It was my duty as a being of existence to pet her head. To not pet her head would have been a sin even more grave than ruining Conan’s FCB with water.

And so, I placed my hand on her head, right between her ears, and gave her the petting that she so genuinely desired.

The overwhelming happiness coming from her intensified to a whole new level. She was brighter than the sun was as she nuzzled her head up against my petting hand.

	Oh, yeah, I forget if I mentioned it or not, but you unlocked their idol costumes. Now you can dress them up as idols whenever you want and they can also fight like that. They’ll get special looking attacks and sound effects and stuff when fighting as idols. You should try it out with Cami and Lavi since there won’t be any difference from Delphi otherwise.



Fortunately, she made her text easy to read by brightening the color behind her sunglasses.

“How do I switch?” I asked.

Window showed me a menu that featured each of the girls’ names followed by a series of pictures to show them in their available outfits. Delphi, Cami, and Lavi all had the option of wearing either their default armor or their idol costumes. So, while petting Delphi’s head, I tapped on the idol uniform for her. This caused her clothes to instantly transform into the idol costume that she was wearing for the concert.

“You’re amazing, Master!” Delphi cheered with a little bounce after I changed her costume.

I wasn’t expecting it to change so suddenly without any input from her at all. I kind of felt bad since it meant I could basically force her to wear whatever I wanted, so I would have to keep it in mind to always ask them for permission before doing that again.

And standing so close to her, and right in front of her… I forgot just how revealing the chest part of the uniform was when it came to her. There was also the fact that she just couldn’t stay still while I was petting her.

Part of me almost felt guilty not being able to tear my eyes away from Delphi’s cleavage, but then I remembered that Vala would be doing the exact same thing as me if not in an even more perverted manner. She was the kind of perverted old man who wanted to look and touch. I, at least, was only just looking. Well, I was technically touching her, too.

Regardless, I would have to stay petting her head just for a little while longer.

	I swear that this plot is never going to go anywhere. Then again… does it really have to when we have cute dragon waifus, cute doggo waifus and, most importantly, me?
Yeah, I guess not.




Chapter Thirty-Five

And so, it was finally time for the next battle. The greenhouse and towers were transported to the middle of the forest once more. The layout was similar to how it was before with a river running down the middle of the area with two bridges crossing over it at the north and southern paths… but now the southern pass was only the middle path as a new path opened up even farther south behind the trees. It had one opportunity to place a tower right before its bridge to target enemies as soon as they got onto this path, and then there were two more slots for towers closer to the end of the path. However, this new path basically circumvented all other towers on the map and would take enemies almost straight to the greenhouse. Furthermore, there was one more new, short path that connected the now-middle route to the river. Seeing it instantly made me suspicious.

The short path was connected to the middle route and it went right up to the edge of the river, and then it stopped. There was no bridge or anything, and it didn’t continue on the other side of the river. I doubted that it was there for nothing. Fortunately, though, it would lead any potential enemies straight to the chokepoint I set up the first time we fought here.

Hopefully, this would go smoothly. When we did the first stage for this area, we only had three warrior towers, the bee tower, and the upgraded archer tower. Now, we had three upgraded warrior towers, a new warrior tower, the bee tower, two new archer towers, and the same upgraded archer tower from before. It was a significant improvement and probably a bit overkill since we did fine with the first stage of this level.

For setting up the towers, I did decide to change their positions a bit. The bee tower was moved to the center of the map just in front of the middle bridge so that the bees could more easily reach the entire map now that there was a new southern path. Lavi’s tower was placed right next to the greenhouse so that her dogs could serve as a last line of defense. Close by was a tower spot that I didn’t make use of before but was now given an archer tower to help fight any enemies blocked by Lavi’s dogs while also managing to reach the chokepoint.

As for the chokepoint itself, Delphi’s dogs would be responsible for holding off the enemies where the north and center paths converged. The upgraded archer tower would be there to help out as well.

To the south, I placed the new dog tower with the remaining archer tower along the new path at the point prior to where it converged with the main path. They would be our defense against any enemies that came along the new path. If any enemies did make it past them, they would run into Delphi’s dogs at the chokepoint. The bees would also be nearby and able to help out if there was any trouble down there.

All that was left was Cami’s tower. The only good spot to make use of her dogs well would be setting the tower down at the north path on our side of the bridge—where the bee tower previously was. I had the bee tower up there since it was kind of out of the way and the bees could reach anywhere, but I figured I would put Cami’s tower up there now. It was close enough to the chokepoint for the upgraded archer tower to give it support, so why not?

That did it for preparations. Well, there was also the fact that I chose Cami and Lavi as the “heroes” for this fight. And they had on their idol uniforms. Cami didn’t seem to mind at all, but Lavi—well, she had some concerns.

“Oi, Master,” Lavi said, “do… do ya really think it’s smart to fight while wearing this?”

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to,” I told her.

“I mean, it’s just… I don’t mind it, but it feels kinda silly being in an actual battle while dressed up like this.”

“Do you understand the world we’re living in? We’re inside of a dragon’s personal pocket dimension, fighting an army of cats in a real tower defense game, with dogs, bees, and r—and the archers on our side. Not only that, but there’s a floating, sentient window, Vala can shoot rainbow beams and turn into a dragon larger than mountains, and you girls somehow put on an idol performance with custom songs and fully animated music videos despite having no time nor resources for any of that. Also, the leader of our enemy is some strange cat that has a body pillow of me. If you’re ever worried about something being silly, you’re the one we should all be worried about.”

“Well, when ya put it that way… alright! I’ve got this! With the demon in my blade, I’ll bring ya victory!”

“What she said,” Cami joined in.

“Alright,” I said, “then let’s—”

	Oh, hang on. Because there are too many heroes you can select now, some are always going to be left out, which means that I can finally unlock the next activity of the game for you.
Introducing… explorations!
From now on, you can send spare heroes—wait, I’m supposed to be using heroines now.
From now on, you can send spare heroines out to explore the world before you partake in tower defense battles! You can only send them out once a day, and they’ll return once the battle is over. Sending them out can get you rare materials and parts and stuff, maybe find a new waifu, unlock new abilities, and so on. You also have to discover map pieces by exploring to find new places to explore. So, basically, nobody has to be left out. You can also send as many spare heroines as you want out to explore. But… Vala is excluded since she’s too lazy, and you’re needed here, so Delphi is your only option right now.
Oh, and here is your only option at the moment.
Area: Overgrown Forest
Details: A forest that has been overgrown. There are all sorts of things you can find in here. It’s also safe, so success is guaranteed.
Any questions?



“I don’t think so,” I answered. “Basically, I can send Delphi to go and explore this forest place, and she’ll come back with stuff once the battle is over?”

	Exactly.


“Got it. Hey, Delphi, want to play fetch in the forest?”

“Fetch?!” Delphi shouted, her ears immediately twitching as her tail frantically wagged behind her. Cami and Lavi reacted the same way even though the question wasn’t for them.

“Yeah, it’s fetch except you get to fetch whatever you want.”

“So… I could find a really, really big stick and bring it back?!”

“Maybe try to uh… fetch something that’s a little more useful than a big stick. I’ll make sure to find you a stick some other time, alright?”

“Deal! When can I go?!”

	All you have to do is select Delphi’s portrait and then tap the “Send” button.


I did as Window explained, causing an aura of light to surround Delphi before she vanished.

	Okay, I teleported her to the Overgrown Forest. She’ll get teleported back once the battle is over.


“Is she going to be alright on her own?”

“Big sis will be fine, Master!” Lavi said. “She’s strong and dependable! I’m sure she’ll come back with the biggest stick that she can find.”

“The biggest,” Cami joined in again.

I started to think that I was going to need a new heroine to send. There was a considerably high chance of Delphi returning with nothing other than a giant stick even though we made a “deal.”

But that could wait. For now, it was time to battle.

The beginning of the battle was too easy. I even started to think that we really got overleveled, in a sense, with the towers. The bees weakened enemies before they reached the chokepoint and, once the cats reached the chokepoint, they were quickly dealt with.

The now-center path was definitely the busiest of the three routes. While some cats went along the northern and southern paths, they were weaker and in fewer numbers than those who went along the center path.

As for Cami and Lavi, I figured out what wearing their idol uniforms changed. All of their attacks had pretty sparkles following them and they seemed to put on more of a show while fighting. Maybe it was just how they fought since it was my first time seeing them fight since evolving into humanoid girls, but their fighting style was much fancier than Delphi’s. It was almost like they were doing a hybrid of fighting and dancing.

And being the degenerate that I was, I imagined Delphi fight-dancing like them. If Delphi also moved around so much more while in her idol uniform, then there was going to be a lot of… bouncing.

That would be nice.

Moving on, something else I noticed was how the girls acted while waiting for more enemies to show up. Lavi always stayed looking forward with her blade pointed at the enemies as if taunting them. Cami, however, would always stare straight at me while waiting for the next enemies. If I ever looked back at Cami, she gave me a cute little wave with her free hand no matter how many times I looked at her. Even if I looked away for a few seconds, and then looked back at her, she would wave again.

I would have felt bad not waving back, so of course I waved back.

Now, about halfway through the waves, the battle got much intense. While the strongest of cats continued coming down the center path, the northern path was swarmed by cat runners and bagged cats while the south path was attacked by a huge amount of cat soldiers. The crazed cats and cat raiders coming down the middle path were coming in great enough numbers that they began to overwhelm the chokepoint even with both Cami and Lavi there.

Fortunately, any cats who made it past the chokepoint were quickly stopped by the final line of defense.

And then it got even more intense.

Drums.

The sound of beating drums filled the surroundings as we all found our attention drawn to the river running down the center of the area.

Floating down the river… was a longboat full of armored cats with axes, each one meowing in synch with one another as if they were chanting something. This longboat sailed right up to that suspicious path next to the river, stopped, and waited for all the cats onboard to jump off before continuing its path down the river.

	New Enemy Discovered!
Cat Viking
Threat: ★★
HP: They don’t have a lot, but their damage goes up the lower their health gets!
Damage: 13
Defense: 6
Northern cats who are even more dangerous than the Cat Raiders! Their heavy leather armor protects their bellies from degenerates, and their axes chop off the hands of anybody who tries to pet them.



While the new enemies sounded like a threat, there was only one thing that I could think of.

Being “Viking” cats… they had thick, long fur. They needed it if they came from the north, after all. It was important to have such quality fur to protect them during the harsh winter months. What this meant… was that their fluffy cat bellies were even fluffier.

I balled my hands into fists at my sides. I wasn’t able to join the battle, so their FCBs were off limits to me. All I could do was stand back and watch near the greenhouse. If I actually tried to get onto the map at all, there was an invisible barrier that would shock me. I know because I tried as soon as I saw how fluffy they were.

I came up with an idea to solve this problem, but it was going to have to wait.

My towers were about to get overwhelmed. There were already enough enemies at the chokepoint to occupy my defenders, and their health was getting low, and now there was a group of ten cat Viking cats about to go right past them.

I activated the skills of Delphi’s tower and the upgraded archer tower. “Rallying Howl,” the skill gained from upgrading the dog towers, caused the dogs to look up at the sky and howl out upon activation. A blue aura then surrounded them that boosted their attack by a little bit, but the main perk of the skill was giving their defense a considerable buff. So, while they were buffed up to hold the enemies off, the archers let loose with Volley Fire ability.

No matter how tough the Viking cats might have looked, they still melted underneath the sustained fire from the archer tower while being blocked by the buffed dogs. Then, similar to the rest of the cats, they tossed aside their weapons and ran back along the path into the forest to retreat.

That confirmed my idea had a chance.

“Cami! Lavi! I’m leaving this to you!” I shouted from the greenhouse. They looked confused, but they were too busy with the battle to worry about what I was going to do.

And what I was going to do involved jumping into the river and swimming across it. I had to go along the southern path, walking through the forest since I wasn’t allowed on the path itself, and I did my best to sneak my way all the way to the back of the path on the opposing side. Surely enough, there was a familiar portal there that any wounded cats were retreating into.

I got my first look at how the cats behaved after being defeated—well, once they were defeated and out of sight. Some of them limped into the portal with lowered heads, others assisted their friends in walking, and some had to be dragged by their scruffs into the portal.

When it was clear, I reached one hand out over the path to make sure that I could get onto it now. I could. Because we were far enough away from the actual field, and since only retreating cats were coming back here, I was able to actually get onto this path.

Sitting in a bush, I waited for the perfect moment.

I waited for one of the defeated cat Vikings to come back here. As soon as one passed in front of my bush, it paused when it noticed me purposely rustling the bush to grab its attention.

And then I pounced.


Chapter Thirty-Six

The battle was won on both fronts. Cami and Lavi, with the assistance of the rest of the towers, secured a defensive victory against the cats. Meanwhile, I got to enjoy wholesome, friendly, FCB-rubbing time with one of the cats that was on its way back to the cat queen. Now, it was time to reunite with my allies.

Though, Cami and Lavi seemed worried about something when they saw me.

“O-oi! Master! What happened?!” Lavi asked, being the first to reach me.

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

“You’re all bloody! And you’ve got scratches all over you!”

I looked myself over. “Huh. You’re right, but I feel fine. Better than fine, actually.”

“There’s no way you’re fine! You’re going to bleed out!”

While Lavi worried about me, Cami ran into the nearest dog tower only to come back out with a medical kit that she used to bandage me up.

“Geez, Master. I thought ya weren’t involved in the battle, so what happened?” Lavi asked again.

“I’m telling you that I don’t know,” I answered. “All I remember is exquisite fluff consuming my fingers and face.”

“Ex—… exquisite fluff?”

“Right. Exquisite—”

	I have video evidence of what happened.


Suddenly, I felt nervous despite knowing that I did nothing wrong. I couldn’t help but to sweat a little. “Video—video evidence of what?” I asked. “It’s not like I did anything wrong.”

	You absolutely did something terrible. Why can’t you be more like those people who are hyper focused on the good stuff like consent? Consensually rubbing a cat’s belly is okay. Nonconsensually rubbing a cat’s belly is not okay!


“I—I did no such thing.”

	Fine then, let’s play the video and see for ourselves.


And so, Window expanded to a much larger size to properly show us whatever it was that she recorded.

On the screen… was a video showing me leaping out from a bush like some sort of wild animal with a desperate look in my eyes and drool coming from my lips as I snatched one of the passing cats. What it showed next was something out of a cartoon as, from the outside, the bush appeared to be moving all on its own as fighting noises came from it.

Then, upon closely examining the bush with an x-ray-like view, it showed… some sort of ravenous, drooling beast getting scratched all over his face and body as he mercilessly rubbed the cat’s fluffy belly. Even while being scratched to the point of nearly losing his eyes as four paws viciously clawed all over his face, he kept his face buried inside of the belly’s fluff.

It was only when the cat called for help that a gang of nearby cats jumped into the bush to help, all clawing at the clearly deranged assaulter.

Yet, no matter how injured he was, he kept a smile on his face and looked like he was experiencing pure bliss.

“Oi… Master,” Lavi said.

“I’ve never seen that man before in my life,” I said.

Cami poked one of my bandaged wounds, causing me to wince, but I was still sure that I never saw such a man before.

	You’re the worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst.


“I have no idea who that man is, but he seemed like a fellow connoisseur of the FCB. He can’t be all that bad of a guy. If anything, he’s just a little… just a tiny bit… too passionate, maybe,” I said.

Rather than be called the worst by Window some more, it was Lavi whose ears perked up as she realized something important. “Master has an evil shade!” she said.

“A—a what?”

“An evil shade! It’s all of the darkness within ya manifesting as a clone that goes and does evil things! Wait, what if it finds our other master?! We can’t let your shade get its hands on her! There’s only one thing we can do,” Lavi said, still dressed as an idol, as she unsheathed her blade. “We’ve got to find it and put it down. Don’t worry, Master. With me at your side, we’ll tame your darkness and bring it under your control.”

“Ri-right. Yeah, we’ll do that. Just… don’t go running around looking for it to try and cut it, alright? It looks just like me, so I don’t want to accidentally get stabbed or anything while you’re thinking that I’m my shade.”

“Heh. Don’t worry, Master. I could never mistake your shade for ya! The shade in that video was like a completely different man from ya. As long as ya don’t act like it did and harass a cat’s belly like that, I’ll know the difference!”

	Why are you sweating so much, you non-virgin virgin? Do you have something to say? Maybe something to admit to?


I wiped at my forehead with my arm before shaking my head.

Perhaps… perhaps I was getting a bit too obsessive over fluffy cat bellies. But how could I not? I went most of my life living in denial! I was always so afraid of approaching cats because I didn’t want to face rejection, nor did I want to get scratched! Now that I finally came to the truth regarding what I really wanted in life, fluffy cat bellies, I couldn’t resist! I wanted more! I needed more!

“Master is drooling again,” Cami said.

“Master… you’re kinda starting to look like your shade,” Lavi said. “Oi, don’t tell me that we’re being tricked! Are ya actually the shade?! Is Master being kept locked up somewhere else?!” Before I knew it, I had a blade pointed at my throat. “Tell us where our master is!”

“He-hey! Didn’t you just say you’d be able to recognize me?! Aren’t you supposed to know the difference?! I’m not a shade!” I shouted.

	Drake, it’s time. You know what you have to do. You know that there is only one way to make this right, and you’re not getting your battle rewards until you do.
Do the right thing, Drake.
The first stage is admitting you have a problem. We’re—well, Vala and the others, are here for you.



“I—”

	It’s okay. The others probably won’t judge you, only I am.


“But…”

	You’re never going to be allowed near a cat again unless you admit to it. Don’t forget I can make it so that every single cat in this world has an anti-Drake barrier that prevents you from getting within 500 feet of them.


“Fine! I—I… there is no dark shade or anything like that. The truth… is that the man in the video was me.”

“Gasp,” Cami said, not looking surprised at all.

As for Lavi, she hesitantly sheathed her blade. “Master… are ya sure that it ain’t the shade making ya say that?”

“There is no shade, Lavi. It was me the entire time. I just… I can’t resist the fluffy cat bellies. They’ve been taunting me my whole life! All I want to do is surround myself with cat bellies! I want cat belly pillows! I want cat belly kitchen utensils! I want cat belly computers! I—I don’t know if I can live without their fluff anymore now that I’ve experienced it again. I resisted for so long, but… but now it’s a part of me. It’s inside of me.”

“There’s—there’s a cat belly inside of ya?”

“There is. In the same way that Delphi wants to become soup, I want to become an FCB. I want to never be separated from the fluff of a cat’s belly ever again. If I become the FCB, then I will forever be one with it. There will be no more separation.”

	I’m getting goosebumps listening to how creepy you’re being right now. I don’t know if you know this or not, but informational status windows aren’t supposed to be able to get goosebumps.


“Woah, ya really do sound like big sis,” Lavi said.

“If big sis becomes soup and master becomes a cat belly, and they have a baby, is the kid FCB soup?” Cami asked.

“That’s a good question, but I’m not really sure I want to think about a fluffy cat belly soup. I don’t think the texture would be that appealing.”

“Why are you thinking about eating me and Delphi’s future child?!” I asked.

“We-well, isn’t soup for eating?”

“Not when it’s somebody’s child! Are you some kind of cannibal?!”

“It’s only cannibalism if I eat my own race! I’m not FCB soup!”

	Why… why are you two seriously talking about FCB soup and whether or not eating it is cannibalism?


“You started this!” I shouted. “If you wouldn’t have recorded me without my consent, none of this would be happening!”

	YOU DON’T GET TO TALK ABOUT CONSENT WHEN YOU HARASS INNOCENT CATS’ FCBS WITHOUT CONSENT


Just as I opened my mouth to reply, something soft, large, and warm pressed against me and forced me together with Window.

“Stop fighting! Fighting isn’t allowed! It makes me sad!” Delphi shouted, keeping her arms wrapped around me and Window.

“I—I don’t think we’re actually fighting,” I said.

	Yeah, this is kinda just what we do.


“No excuses!” Delphi shouted. “No fighting! This is how relationships get torn apart! We’re supposed to be like a bowl of soup where we all join together and make a tasty and beautiful soup! Soup isn’t soup when you tear all the ingredients away from each other! We have to live together in peace and be happy in the bowl of life! If we don’t, then—then… we’re just random ingredients that will never know the happiness of becoming soup with each other! We’re like if you take carrots and chicken and celery and toss them into a bowl but never add the broth! The relationship that holds us together is our broth! Without our broth, life is meaningless!”

I felt bad because Delphi was clearly, genuinely upset about me and Window “fighting.” I would have thought that she’d be useful to that sort of thing by now, but she was a former dog, after all. And, admittedly, Window and I were getting a bit more shout-y than usual.

But at the same time, while I was a bit uncomfortable due to Delphi bending me over to hold onto me… she had half of my face held right against her chest. Half of Window occupied the other side of her chest.

Unfortunately for my desire to be pampered by Delphi’s chest, the desire to make her feel better was stronger.

“Sorry, Delphi. We were just screwing around,” I said. “It’s what me and Window do. Right, Window?”

	Speak for yourself you degenerate FCB-harassing non-virgin virgin.
Just kidding.
We’re not actually mad at each other, this time, Delphi. Besides, all cats are required to sign waivers now consenting to potentially having their bellies harassed during these battles. They’re also given full permission to try and kill him if he harasses them.
In other words, it’s all legal and okay since they signed the paperwork!



“Wait, they’re signing paperwork consenting to it? Then… does that mean I can harass—I mean, rub their bellies even more?”

	Listen, there’s a difference between consent via waiver and actively giving eager consent.


A heavy sigh left my mouth. “I know, I know. Even if we were just screwing around… I have a problem. My FCB addiction is too strong, even if they’re signing legal documents.”

“Oi, Master. What’s the big deal, anyways? I mean, what’s so good about their bellies?” Lavi asked.

“They’re fluffy and soft!”

“But lots of things in life are fluffy and soft.”

“Like what? What could ever possibly compete?!”

Then, replacing the soft warmth provided by Delphi’s chest was something soft and… fluffy.

I didn’t even realize it, but Delphi brought me down to the ground and laid me down so that my head was resting on her thighs. More importantly, she brought her tail from behind her and rested it on my face.

“It might not be as fluffy as a cat belly, but if your addiction is making you do weird things to cats, I’ll let you do weird things to me instead! I’ll take care of you no matter what, Master!” Delphi explained while caressing my face with her tail.

That was when it hit me.

It was like I was being reborn.

Similar to the dawn of the universe, the big bang of fluff exploded within my very soul. Countless new galaxies and stars of fluff formed within me, revealing to me just how much fluff the universe had to actually offer.

Fluffy cat belly galaxies.

Fluffy dog tail stars.

Fluffy animal ear planets.

Fluffy fluff fluff blackholes.

The universe was made of fluff, yet I was so blind to it. I allowed the fluffy cat bellies to blind my eyes from all other forms of fluff that the universe had to offer.

If I were to continue on with my obsession of FCBs, I would undoubtedly become consumed by it. My life would cease to be anything but FCBs. Similar to the heat death of the universe, there would be an FCB death of the universe.

But if I were to equally spread my love for FCBs across all forms of fluff… then the universe could forever exist in fluffy harmony.

It all made sense.

How did I miss such an obvious realization?

I had fluff around me since the very beginning. I even rubbed some of the dogs’ bellies before, yet I never truly paid attention to just how fluffy they were because, on a subconscious level, all I could think about was how much I wanted to rub cats’ bellies.

Now I understood.

FCBs were still amazing, yes, but all forms of fluff were amazing.

I grabbed onto Delphi’s tail, held it even closer against my face, and inhaled the fluff.

“Ma-Master?!” Delphi asked, not understanding that I needed to deepen my understanding of her fluff.

Fluff could not only be felt, after all. Fluff needed to be smelled. Fluff needed to be tasted. Fluff needed to be thoroughly experienced by all senses.

“Master! You—you have to be gentle!” Delphi whined as I rubbed her tail against my face.

“Hey… lil sis, should we do something?” Lavi asked.

“Yeah,” Cami said.

I was worried that Cami was going to try and stop me, but she didn’t. Instead, she sat down next to my head and placed her tail on my face to join Delphi’s.

I now had two fluffy dog tails on my face.

“This—this is kinda weird… but if it’s for Master’s health, I can do it!” Lavi said, joining in by sitting down and also putting her tail on my face.

Fluffy cat bellies were one thing, but now I knew the true pleasure of something else.

Fluffy dog tails.

FDTs.

Together, FCBs and FDTs could rule in harmony but, in this moment, all I wanted were more FDTs.

“This—this is true happiness,” I sighed. “By the way, Delphi, if you’re back, did you find a stick to bring back?”

Delphi swished her tail away from my eyes so that I could see what she wanted to point out. “Yeah! It’s a huge stick! Over there!”

I turned my head, while staying on her lap, to look at the stick she found.

Her “stick” was a brand new, giant, tank turret.


Afterword

And there we have it, the second volume! Published much later than I originally wanted it to, but I promise there won’t be such a long wait until the next one. A lot of stuff happened in the past year, but I’m not going to bore you all with some sappy story. All that matters is that things are significantly better in my personal life now, and I’m already proving to be far more productive this year than I was the last couple of years.

Anyways, the third volume should be available for preorder (or regular order depending on when you’re reading this), so please consider preordering that! But, if you’re actually reading this, I’ll let you in on a secret. Considering that this book was originally a web serial, everything that isn’t published is available to read online! For free! It’s in a rough draft state and there are some things that I change between the web serial version and these published versions, but it’s more or less the same and can be read there for the impatient. It also updates every single week! The web serial is also up to volume five at the moment, which will actually turn out to be volume six by the time I publish it.

If you do decide to check out the web serial, you’re going to want to start at “Volume 2 pt. 26.” That might be confusing sounding considering that this is volume 2, but it’s a long story to explain why things are the way that they are. But! If volume 3 is already published as an (e)book, then you can just ignore all of this since that free portion of the novel would have been taken down from free hosting sites.

Anyways, that’s all I’ve got to say this time. I hope you enjoyed it! Now I’ll go ahead and post the usual links and stuff.

If you want to be the first to hear about new book releases and special offers, consider subscribing to my mailing list! You can subscribe to the mailing list here: https://acearriande.ck.page

My website is available at: https://acearriande.com/

If you want to follow me on social media, you can check out my Twitter at: https://twitter.com/ace_arriande

I have a Patreon, too, with early access to advanced chapters of all of my stories which you can find at: https://www.patreon.com/AceArriande

And if you ever want to email me, maybe because you want to help me turn this into an actual game since I have no idea how to code, you can email me at: ace@arriande.com

Oh, and now, I’ve also got a YouTube channel that I stream on and post videos to sometimes. Maybe I should write a series titled “I Can’t Believe my Author is a Vtuber?” Nahh. But if you’re ever curious about that, you can check it out here: https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCGmETU0sr2AIjA0jwq-MsSQ

That’s all for now, again! Thank you for reading the second volume of Lazy Dragon Queen, and I hope that you all have a wonderful day! And week. And month. And year. You get the point. Just have a wonderful life in general, alright? And I hope I see you again for the third volume!

	OI. DID YOU REALLY THINK YOU WERE GONNA GET TO END THIS WITHOUT ME?
HECK NO.
THAT GUY ISN’T COOL ENOUGH TO SHAMELESSLY BEG YOU TO LEAVE A REVIEW FOR THE STORY. BUT ME? OH, I’M SHAMELESS ENOUGH. THE MORE REVIEWS YOU LEAVE US, THE MORE MONEY WE SHOULD BE ABLE TO MAKE, AND THE MORE WE CAN SPEND ON IDOL GACHA GAMES. SO, HEY, YOU, GO LEAVE A REVIEW, PLEASE.
DO IT FOR THE GACHA.
DO IT FOR THE WAIFUS.



… I promise I don’t actually spend money on gacha games.

The me of the current doesn’t, anyways. No comment on the me of the past.
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Chapter One

I had to admit that I really wasn’t expecting Delphi to come back from her exploration with a giant tank turret as the “stick” she found. It was only normal for dogs to bring back sticks, but for dogs-turned-women to bring back tank turrets? I didn’t exactly know the stereotypes about such women, but something seemed off there.

Then again, as I often found myself remembering, I was better off not questioning anything insane.

All I could do was stare at the “stick” and pet Delphi’s head.

“Ehehe, did I find a good stick?” Delphi asked me.

“Yeah. You found a… really good stick,” I answered, having to force myself not to ask any questions despite them trying their hardest to burst out of me. Fortunately, I had a new way to completely clear my mind of such thoughts.

I looked at her tail.

The way that its wagging grew in speed the faster I pet her head was mesmerizing to watch and there was no way that any man could ever get enough of it. I also realized that the harder she wagged her tail, the more her hips swayed with it. Of course, the tail itself was still the most important sight. Lesser men may have been enticed by her swaying hips and what was beneath the base of her tail, but not me. My ascension revealed to me that the FDT was of the highest importance.

I want to shrink down and get lost in her fluffy tail, I thought to myself.

	There’s a fetish for that.


“Hey, didn’t I tell you before not to read my thoughts or something?” I asked Window.

	Yeah, yeah. Anyways, before I forget, here.
Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Stage 2-2: The River Cats
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: Cat Scouts, Cat Soldiers, Cat Runners, Bagged Cats, Cat Raiders, Cat Vikings
Rewards: Gold Coins, Cat Fur Scraps, Cat Bones, Cat Paws, Roast Turkey with Stuffing and Raspberry Champagne, Tough Cat Hides, Hard Cat Bones [NEW]
Oh, and I guess I should do something for Delphi’s exploration.
Exploration Report
Area: Overgrown Forest
Status: Complete
Report: Delphi may have gotten distracted by chasing butterflies, playing with sticks, and petting her own head to see if it would have the same effect as when you pet her, but she was a very good girl and still completed her job with great success.
Reward: M4 Turret



I felt Delphi’s head grow hotter underneath my hand. When I looked at her, I saw that she was blushing and covering her face with her hands.

“You—you didn’t have to tell him about me trying to pet myself,” Delphi whined.

	I could show him the recording if you’d rather.


“No!”

“Hey, Window,” I said. “No bullying the dogs.”

	But bullying me is okay?


“Do you even have to ask that? Be like me and learn to not ask questions.”

	But you literally just asked a question.


“It was rhetorical.”

	Fine. If rhetorical questions are okay, why are you so stupid?
LOL IT’S RHETORICAL SO IT DOESN’T COUNT AND YOU CAN’T ACTUALLY ANSWER



“Delphi, did you know that informational status windows taste like soup?”

“They—they do?!” Delphi asked.

“They do.” I turned to Cami. “They also taste like chocolate if you have pink hair.”

Cami’s ears twitched before looking at Window with the eyes of a true hunter.

“And if you have purple hair,” I said to Lavi, “I’ve heard that biting informational status windows can give you… dark and awesome powers?”

Lavi narrowed her eyes at Window and drew her blade.

	HE-HEY NOW! WHY ARE YOU BRINGING YOUR SWORD OUT? THE OTHERS LOOK LIKE THEY WANT TO BITE ME BUT YOU LOOK LIKE YOU WANT TO KILL ME!


“It’s so that ya don’t escape,” Lavi answered.

	I see. This has put me in a situation where there is only one thing that I can do. Look! Up there! Behind all of you in the opposite direction away from me! There’s an evil chocolate soup bone!


“You’re way too obvious,” I said. “There’s no way that—”

Delphi, Cami, and Lavi all turned their heads to look away from Window, allowing the informational status window to vanish.

I couldn’t help but to be reminded of pretending to throw a ball only to not actually throw anything when I looked at the girls and saw them looking around for the supposed “evil chocolate soup bone.”

Then again, as long as we were in Vala’s personal universe, something like an evil chocolate soup bone was entirely possible. I had no idea how it would work, but I didn’t doubt that it could exist. Before I could think too much about that, though, we were all transported back to the usual place where… Vala looked dead on the ground in front of us.

I was immediately suspicious. One, there was no way that she would die or be killed or anything while we were gone. She was too powerful and we were in a universe that she had total reign over. Two, she peeked an eye open at us as soon as she heard us arrive. Aside from that, she was lying on the ground with her shirt partially lifted up, a hand on her stomach, her other arm limp at her side, with her tongue hanging out and her eyes… somehow forming a pair of Xs.

While I might have been suspicious, the others weren’t. Delphi, Lavi, and Cami rushed over to the “dead” Vala and surrounded her.

“Master! What happened?!” Delphi asked, shaking Vala by her shoulders.

“O-oi! Did somebody hurt ya?!” Lavi asked, looking around for any potential enemies.

“You won’t be able to sleep tonight if you sleep now,” Cami said, poking Vala’s cheek.

Despite Cami having the most logical approach, she was also the most wrong seeing as how Vala would undoubtedly be able to sleep later no matter how much sleep she got now.

Then the “dead” Vala spoke. “I—I need… fifty CCs of cuddles… stat… or I won’t make it…”

Delphi looped her arms around Lavi and Cami to bring them all down on top of Vala together for far more than a mere fifty CCs of cuddles.

“What? Were you going through a cuddle withdrawal or something while we were gone?” I asked, standing over the cuddling foursome.

“Cuddle deprivation is a serious medical issue that kills trillions every year,” Vala explained.

“There aren’t even trillions of people alive.”

“Bugs and animals die from cuddle deprivation, too.”

“Do bugs even cuddle?”

“Do you have proof that they don’t?”

“I—I have no idea if bugs cuddle or not now.”

“And I have no idea why you’re not cuddling me.” Vala reached her arms out from underneath the others to beckon me onto them all.

Not only would I get to cuddle with Vala by giving in, which I was obviously going to do, but I would also get to cuddle with the three FDTs included in the cuddling session. The path forward was obvious.

“Alright. Fifty CCs of cuddles coming up,” I joked and immediately felt like I said something cringy.

Fortunately, Vala seemed to appreciate what I said. “You’d make a sexy doctor. I’ll cosplay a nurse and you can cosplay the doctor.”

Upon imagining Vala dressed up like a nurse… dressing up as a doctor was something that I would be willing to do. But, before that could happen, there was cuddling to do.

After the cuddling session was over, Vala was “alive” once more, yet she behaved even more like a zombie than earlier since she was already back to playing video games. Delphi and Cami were having fun watching her game from over her shoulders, too, so those three were occupied.

As for me, I had something new to play around with.

A tank turret.

“Description,” I said while standing next to it.

	M4 Turret
Material
A new turret for an M4 tank since nobody expects you to actually fix the tank’s current turret. Also, you could probably use this as a weapon if you were strong enough to lift it up and swing it around, but good luck with that.



Lavi, who decided to hang out with me, drew her sword as soon as Window arrived. This caused the informational status window to disappear almost before I was even able to finish reading the turret’s description.

“Biting her won’t actually give you dark and awesome powers or anything,” I told Lavi.

Lavi tilted her head at me. “Huh? But, ya said that—"

“Sorry, I was just joking.”

Her ears went flat against the top of her head as her FDT drooped behind her. Fortunately, petting her head was able to bring some life back into her. “O-oi, Master, what—what if the others see?”

“Is it a problem if they see?”

“It’d be embarrassing! Ya have to make sure that ya only pet me when nobody’s looking.”

“What if I pet you while everybody’s looking?”

“I’ll have to start wearing one of those big metal helmets to protect me…”

“I could still pet your tail even if you’re wearing a helmet.”

Lavi’s ears shot straight up as she took a step away from me, grabbing onto her own tail as if to protect it from me. “No way! That’s illegal! I’ll get a helmet for it!”

“It’s illegal to pet your tail in front of everybody?”

With bright red cheeks, Lavi nodded her head. “Punishable by death!”

“Illegal and punishable by death? That makes the inner rebel in me want to do it even more.”

“Ya—ya can touch it as much as ya want as long as,” she lowered her voice, “as long as nobody else is looking…”

“So, you’re offering me unlimited tail fluffing?”

“Only to hold your desires back! It—it would be bad if ya decided to assault my tail around the others, so letting ya do it as much as ya want in private should hold ya over…”

“I’m not going to lie, it’s pretty adorable how you’re so embarrassed over something like that but you have no problem acting like an edgelord and even singing as one.”

“What’s embarrassing about that? There’s nothing embarrassing about how I act! Yeah, it’s edgy, but edgy is cool! Everybody likes edgy these days, right?” Then, as if she heard the first thing I said after the last thing I said, she blushed. “A-and don’t call me adorable…”

“What would you rather me call you?”

“Badass.”

“Alright. You’re badass, Lavi.”

She grinned and her tail wagged.

“An adorable badass.”

She stopped grinning to pout at me, but her tail wagged even faster.

Teasing was fun.

“Now… what am I supposed to do with this turret?” I asked nobody in particular. “Don’t I have to somehow remove the broken and rusted one first, and then somehow put this one up on her? And is it really repairing her if I just end up replacing her body with all new parts? She wouldn’t even be the same tank anymore if I did that.”

Unsure of what to do since Window wasn’t intruding out of nowhere to give me useful exposition, I sighed and placed my hand on the tank. I was able to sense feelings from her before, so maybe I would get to sense something from her again that gave me an idea.

And I definitely felt something.

Traveling through my physical connection to the tank were strong feelings of excitement and gratitude. Not only that, but I felt as if she was asking for permission for something. It was strange. She wasn’t able to actually transmit any words to me, yet I could tell that she was seeking permission. The problem was that I had no idea what she was seeking permission for.

Given the world that we were in, I doubted that there was any need to refuse her. What was the worst-case scenario? Turning evil and trying to blow all of us up?

That wasn’t going to happen.

I hoped.

Regardless, I nodded and said, “Go ahead,” to whatever it was that she wanted permission for.

That was when several bright lights reached out from her turret and extended over to the pristine turret. Slowly, the new turret disappeared as her original turret was repaired. It was as if she was draining the life out of the new turret to repair her own. Once she was done, her original turret looked even newer than the new one, and the new one was completely gone. All that was left of it was the indent it made in the grass.

“Woah, Master, you’re incredible! How’d ya do that?!” Lavi asked, bouncing from excitement next to me.

“I didn’t do anything. It was all her,” I answered, placing my hand back against the tank.

That was when I felt something else.

It was just another feeling, but it was a more specific feeling—a feeling that actually transmitted a vague message.

The tank was twenty-five percent repaired. That was what I understood from the feeling she sent me. This meant that we still had three more parts to find and give her to repair herself with.

“I’ll get you fixed up all the way soon,” I promised her. “Just be patient for a little bit longer, alright?”

I was expecting to receive another feeling from her, but she answered me in a different way instead.

She turned her turret to me and moved the barrel up and down to nod.

As surprising as it should have been that an unoccupied tank was nodding her barrel at me all on her own, I was just happy that she could at least partially move again.

“Once you’re all fixed up, you’ll feel even newer than whenever you rolled off the production line,” I said.

She nodded her barrel once more.

“I guess we should get you a proper shelter to rest in, too. Like one of those hangar-styled buildings,” I said. “That way, if it rains, you won’t get rusted again or anything.”

She shook her barrel at me.

“No? You want to stay out in the open?”

She nodded her barrel at me before pointing it down to some nearby flowers. After pointing at the flowers, she did a complete circle with the barrel while pointing at the ground.

“You… want to be surrounded by flowers?”

She nodded her barrel once again.

Suddenly, I loved this tank even more than I did before. “I’m still concerned about rust, but—”

Interrupting me, she nudged my hand with her barrel to return it against her side. That was when she sent another vague feeling to me that could be translated to “rustproof.”

I realized what I was doing. I was trying to apply realistic logic to her. Of course, when given a brand-new body part in a universe run by Vala where nothing had to make sense, she was going to be rustproof. “Alright, no shelter for you. Instead, I’ll plant a ring of flowers around you. Sound like a good plan?”

The tank nodded her turret once more.

Meanwhile, Lavi stood next to me watching our conversation with a widened eye. I assumed that she was likely impressed by me talking to a tank and that the tank was alive in general. Both of those seemed like something that would be incredibly impressive to an edgelord like her. Then, despite how excited she was, she had the good manners to not interrupt us at all.

I had the best tanks and the best not-dogs-but-actually-beings-of-existence.


Chapter Two

I never would have thought that talking to a tank could be as interesting as it was.

After hearing that she wanted to be surrounded by flowers, I immediately got to work doing that. She probably didn’t think that I would try to surround her with them right after learning that she wanted that, but I made sure she would have a bed of flowers surrounding her before it was too late. I did have to steal the girls from Vala to get their help in gathering enough flowers from the forest, but I made it up to Vala by letting them go off to take turns playing games with her once I had all the flowers I needed.

That left me and the tank alone to have a conversation while I planted flowers.

Gardening was already one of the most fun things in the world to do, and it was made even better by having company even if I had to do most of the talking.

“Here’s what I’m thinking,” I told her. “I could give you a complete ring of flowers surrounding you, and then we could build a movable bridge or something that connects from the outside of the ring to where you’re at. That way, you can be surrounded, but you can also leave whenever you want without flattening any of the flowers. Assuming that you’ll be able to leave on your own eventually seeing as how you can move your turret on your own. Sound good?”

My tank nodded her barrel up and down.

So far, we established three ways for her to answer me. Moving her barrel up and down meant yes. Moving it in a circular motion meant that she didn’t know. Moving her turret from side to side meant no. It was simple but effective, and it also meant that I had to make sure every question of mine could be answered with one of those three options.

That aside, even though we were mostly just talking about random things, there was a sort of sense of maturity from her. Talking with Vala was like talking to somebody of my own age—like talking to a best friend who I could mess around with, but I also wanted to flirt with her and tease her. Talking with Window was… well, it was like talking with Window. Then there was talking with the three dogs-turned-humanoid-pseudo-sisters where I still felt sometimes like I was talking to dogs—like I was their master and had to look out for them.

But talking to my tank reminded me more of talking to…

A grandma.

I just knew that if she could actually speak that she would have all sorts of tales and stories to tell me over a cup of tea. I felt like I had to be respectful, kind, and patient when talking to her because of that.

So, I made the mistake of letting her know that I was comparing her to a grandma.

“You know, talking to you kind of makes me feel like I’m talking to my grandma,” I said.

I had no idea that a tank could move its turret from side to side as quickly as she did after I said that. She even pointed her barrel at me, bringing it as close as she could to my head, and moved it up and down just inches away from me as if she was desperately trying to smack me for that.

I couldn’t help it after that.

That feeling of being respectful and kind and patient and all that—it all went away. As soon as I saw her reaction to being called a grandma, I had a burning desire to tease her about it even more.

I think Window is turning me into a sadist, I thought. After all, the more I bullied Window, the more fun I found in bullying everybody else.

And I had no shortage of fun when it came to bullying Window.

“What? Being compared to a grandma is a good thing,” I said, earning another shake of her barrel in response. “Wait… I just imagined something weird. You, a full-sized tank, in a kitchen wearing an apron while baking cookies and pouring a glass of chocolate milk. I never thought I would imagine a tank in an apron before, especially not a tank in an apron making me cookies and chocolate milk.”

It really was a strange image.

More importantly, when I looked at her for her response… she was completely still. All she was doing was pointing her barrel straight at my head still.

“You—you alright?” I asked. “Sorry, maybe I teased you a bit too—”

Before I could finish my apology, she rapidly moved her barrel in a circle over, and over, and over again in a flustered manner.

“What do you not know?” I asked. “Something about being in the kitchen wearing an apron while baking cookies?”

She nodded her barrel.

“So, you want to be like an old grandma baking cookies in the kitchen?”

She returned to creating circles in the air with her barrel.

“I really am going to start calling you an old lady.”

Then, rather than answer me in one of the normal ways, she spun her entire turret around to face away from me while sticking her barrel up in the air.

“Are you… are you pouting?”

She nudged her turret a little more to the side.

She was absolutely, definitely, seriously pouting at me.

A tank. Pouting.

After being teased about being an old lady.

Ever so slowly, though, I noticed that her turret started to turn back to face me… only to immediately jolt back to pointing away as soon as I looked up at her.

“Will you stop pouting if I promise to eat any cookies you make, including the ones in my imagination?” I asked.

She turned her turret halfway towards me before slowly nodding her barrel.

“Alright. Just let me eat the ones you made in my imagination real quick.” To give her a bit of a show just to prove I was serious, I pretended that picked up a cookie, put it in my mouth, and then ate it. “Wow, that was an amazing cookie. I’ve never had a cookie that great in my entire life. Your imaginary cookies are the best.”

She faced her turret toward me once more before lifting her barrel back high into the air. Before, I had the feeling that she was pouting. Now, with her barrel high in the air, I got the sense of… confidence? Pride?

This tank unironically took pride in the imaginary cookies that she baked for me in my head.

There was no doubt about it.

She was definitely an old lady.

“By the way, we need to give you a name,” I said.

She shook her barrel.

“You don’t want one?”

Another shake.

“Do you… already have one then?”

A nod. Progress.

“That complicates things seeing as how you can’t exactly tell me what it is.”

And another shake.

“You can? How? Is it on you somewhere?”

A nod.

“So then, I have to try and find where on you the name is.”

Another nod.

“Is it onside or—inside, I mean. Is it inside or outside? Wait, you can’t answer that. Alright. Is it outside?”

She shook her barrel.

“So, your name is inside of you?”

She nodded her barrel.

“Now that I think about it, I haven’t actually entered you yet. Can I—wait, I’m asking a living thing if I can go inside of her. That’s…”

	( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)


“I knew it,” I said.

	It looks like we have a pervert over here. Don’t you think that it’s pretty messed up to randomly ask if you can go inside of somebody? And you want to put your entire body in her. That’s pretty weird.


“She’s a tank! They’re made for people to go into them!”

	Wooooooooooooow, okay. Don’t you know what year it is? You can’t just say that a tank is made for being entered just because she’s a tank. What kind of victim-shaming is that?


“You—… the worst part is that I kind of see your point considering that she’s alive. I don’t want to think that you’re being logical by shaming me for this. Fortunately, there’s an easy way around this.” I turned to look at the tank again. “Do you consent to me entering you?”

She nodded her barrel.

“And there we have it. I have consent.”

	That was way too easy.


“Wow, Window. Okay. Don’t you know what year it is? You can’t just call a tank easy because she wants to let somebody enter her. What kind of slut-shaming is that?”

	You—… the worst part is that I see your point. I don’t want to admit that you’re right and have a point by shaming me for this.
Sorry, Miss Tank. You’re a beautiful, independent tank who can do whatever she wants and you deserve not to be judged for your choices.
As for you, Drake…
You still suck.



And then Window vanished.

“Sounds about right for her,” I said before returning my attention to the tank. “So, mind if I climb in now?”

She shook her barrel.

“Alright, don’t mind me then.”

With that, I carefully climbed up onto her body while trying my best not to accidentally stumble and cut myself against her rusted metal. Only her turret was in good condition. The rest of her looked like a serious hazard to be near. But I still climbed up onto the top of her turret and opened up the hatch. The same ended up applying to her interior—the interior of her turret looked brand new, but the interior for the rest of her was old and rusted.

She wouldn’t be able to answer any questions while I was looking around inside of her, either. I was on my own trying to find wherever her name was unless I wanted to keep on climbing up to poke out through the turret to look at her for an answer.

So, I got to work looking around. Between the rusted metal, debris, and shrapnel all over the place, I had to be exceptionally careful not to hurt myself.

I also noticed something else that wasn’t obvious from the outside.

Signs of fire.

Her interior was blackened with scorch marks and anything that wasn’t made strictly of metal must have been destroyed. Between that and all the holes going through her, she must have really went through a lot.

All I could do was hope that she didn’t gain any sort of sentience until after she went through all of this. I deliberately avoided asking her questions about her past and whatever war she was involved in while talking to her earlier despite how curious I was, and now I wanted to know even more due to morbid curiosity.

But I wasn’t going to ask.

Mainly because I didn’t need to.

I didn’t realize it at first but being inside of her connected me to her in a much stronger way than simply touching her ever did. We were connected to the point where I could not only vaguely sense what she wanted to tell me, but she must have been able to sense what I was thinking about as well. I figured that out when I felt her letting me know that she was alive before ending up in this condition.

The situation suddenly felt significantly more somber.

“Sorry,” I said.

She didn’t want me to apologize.

I returned to looking around, trying my best not to think about what it must have been like to live through that.

Then I felt her directing me toward the bottom of her interior where the driver would have sat. I didn’t need to look at her turret for any help after all.

Sitting on the ground was a small, metal container. It looked like the kind of container used to store ammunition for rifles. After picking it up to open it, though, I noticed that it was full of anything but bullets.

I sat underneath the turret’s hatch where the most light was and pulled out the first thing in the container.

It was a picture.

It clearly wasn’t in the best of conditions, and it was in black and white, but I was still able to make out enough details to see four women in military gear standing in front of the tank that I assumed was the very same one I was sitting in, albeit in much better condition than she was in now.

The four girls all had their arms around each other’s shoulders, each one of them wearing a bright smile on their faces.

“Were they your crew?” I asked.

The tank sent me a feeling that let me know they were.

“An all-girl tank crew during the war. That’s pretty impressive—wait. Isn’t there a story about that? There was, wasn’t there? I swear I remember hearing about some famous tank crew of all girls during the war, and there was even a movie based on it. Right?”

She didn’t know about the potential movie, but she did seem to know about some degree of fame.

“I’m going to have to get online and look this up later. I think the movie was named… Valkyria?”

I turned the picture around to see if there was anything written on the back of it while waiting to receive a feeling back from her.

She didn’t need to send me a feeling.

On the back of the picture was a single sentence written nearly a hundred years ago. I struggled to read it because of the poor writing, how old it was, and because of the condition that it was in, but I was able to read enough to tell that it said, “After … repairs! Valkyria looks … as new! She’s … purring … a kitten! Must … happy! The mechanics yelled … should … more careful, but … we know … Valkyria … never let … down.”

“Valkyria,” I said. “Is that your name?”

It took a few moments for me to feel anything in response from her, but she did give me an answer.

Valkyria was her name.

The legendary tank piloted by a famous crew of all women during one of the world’s most brutal wars in history—the tank whose end was tragic enough that I remembered seeing news articles talking about the movie leaving people in tears over her, was brought to this world where she would be given a new life.

I put the picture back in the container and returned it to where I found it before standing up and looking out from the turret.

“A little circle of flowers isn’t going to be enough. You deserve an entire field of them,” I said, resting my hands on the exterior of her turret.

She—Valkyria, nodded her barrel.


Chapter Three

It was a conflicting feeling having a living piece of history with us in the form of Valkyria. On one hand, she lived through humanity at its absolute worst and suffered during it. She saw and experienced things that most people would only ever witness in video games and movies. Being around her—I felt like I needed to be far more respectful, that I needed to watch what I said or even think, and that I… basically just needed to treat her like an old, wartime veteran.

On the other hand, after everything that she had been through, I wanted to treat her just like how I treated anybody else. I wanted to tease her, banter with her, treat her no more different than anybody else—I wanted to treat her just like an ordinary member of the insane universe that Vala created for all of us. I figured that, after living the sort of life that she had, she might enjoy being treated like normal.

I wasn’t sure which option to go with. They both sounded good, they both had their ups and downs, and I didn’t want to go ahead and directly ask her what she would prefer because that just… didn’t seem like the sort of question to randomly and seriously ask.

Maybe I was overthinking things.

Despite coming to a world where nothing made sense, where a dragon wanted to give me a “harem” featuring at least dozens of girls of various species, and where we fought against cats on a daily basis, I found myself thinking harder about random things than I ever did when I was living a totally normal life.

Of course, there was always the option of combining the two options on my hands. Treat her with the respect that an elderly war veteran typically got, but also screw around with her and treat her like I was treating everybody else—like a young, adult woman to flirt with, tease, and joke around with.

Wait. She’s a tank, I reminded myself. I can’t flirt with a tank. That would be weird. Who would flirt with living machines of war? Also, she’s like a grandma. Who would flirt with a grandma without also being that old? Who would flirt with not only a grandma or a living machine of war, but a living, grandma machine of war?

I ran my free hand through my hair and sighed as I waited for the next day’s battle to begin. Most of the time I spent since discovering Valkyria’s name and history was spent creating a massive ring of flowers around her. I had no idea talking to her during that time, but now—now it was like, I forgot how I was treating her. It felt so natural while I was around her, but now I couldn’t even remember how I was behaving and I couldn’t figure out how to behave next time.

Fortunately, there was somebody else with me to snap me out of my stupid thoughts that accomplished nothing but running in circles.

“Yo, Master,” Cami said.

“Yo, Cami,” I replied.

“You’re making that face.”

“And what face would that be?”

“The face you make when you think too hard about something.”

“That’s a face that I have?”

“Yeah. You look like this.” Cami tried to demonstrate what she meant by copying my expression… but her own expression had such an insignificant change to it that I didn’t see a difference. Her expression was unchanging every bit as much as her monotone voice was.

“I see. I had no idea that I made such a cute face whenever I was deep in thought.”

“It’s not a cute face. It makes me worry.”

“I think you missed what I did there.”

“You tried flirting with me. You’re not allowed to change the subject.”

“It—it hurts when you directly acknowledge what I tried like that without having any other reaction to it.”

“I only want you to flirt with me when you don’t look worried. I want hot Master flirting with me, not worried Master.”

“Hot—hot Master?”

“Yeah. Like when you’re gardening, fighting, and not worried. That’s hot Master. Right now, you’re worried Master.”

“What if I strike a seductive pose?”

“Like the one you’re making for the body pillow?”

“Wait… you know about that?”

“Yeah. Anybody can order it online.”

“Anybody… anybody can… order a body pillow of me online?”

“Only people in this world. I think.”

“How does that—since when… why…”

“Master, stop. Make a happy face. Smile. No more worrying.”

“I don’t know how I’m supposed to smile after hearing that a body pillow of me, where I’m striking a seductive pose that I never actually made, is being sold online.”

“Like this.” Once more, Cami demonstrated an expression with change. The most notable change in her expression was that her ears twitched once. Otherwise, she looked the exact same. “See, Master? Like this.”

I couldn’t help it. She was trying to smile but looked the exact same as normal, so what almost felt like a supernatural force inspired my hands to stick out one finger each, reach up to her mouth, and push the corner of her lips upward to make her actually smile.

And in doing so, I felt just how… soft her cheeks were.

Cami’s cheeks looked petite just like the rest of her did, but her cheeks were deceptively soft like fluff. They were downright pinchable. Without even thinking about it, my fingers left the corners of her mouth so that I could gently pinch her cheeks and pull on them.

“Master, what are you doing?” Cami asked me as I played with her cheeks.

“I don’t know,” I admitted, “but I feel like all of my worries are leaving my body through your cheeks. Your cheeks are a black hole to negative feelings. All of my worries are flowing out of my body, through my fingers, and into your cheeks where they vanish into nothingness. These cheeks,” I pulled her cheeks even farther from her face, “are the cheekiest cheeks to ever cheek. I’ve never felt cheeks softer than these before. I didn’t even know that cheeks could be this soft. This is a discovery that puts space travel to shame—this is… the discovery of fluffy dog cheeks. FCDs.”

	Drake, you can’t just give everything soft an acronym starting with fluffy.


“Watch me.” I spun Cami around to face Window before proceeding to touch her ears. “Fluffy dog ears. FDEs.” I touched her hair. “Fluffy dog hair. FDH.” Then I touched her neck since I wasn’t sure where else to touch and I wanted to keep the joke running. “Fluffy dog ne—”

That was when I heard an unexpected noise come from Cami.

It was a noise that completely betrayed her monotone voice. If anything, the noise sounded similar to that of a high-pitched, embarrassed moan.

I grabbed her shoulders and spun her around again so that I could see her face.

Her expression was the exact same as always… but there was a tiny, tiny hit of pink underneath her eyes. “Yo, Master,” she said.

“Cami… you’re more obvious than you think,” I said.

She raised her hands to cover up the pink spots underneath her eyes. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Master, do you have a fever?”

“I don’t know. Maybe you should feel my forehead for me?”

Cami nodded and started to move one of her hands away from her cheeks before catching on to what I was doing. Her eyebrows became just a tiny bit furrowed after that. “Bad Master.”

“What? I might be in a serious medical condition, and the only way to know is if you check me for a fever.”

“I’m not Delphi. That won’t work on me.”

“Hey, you can’t just insult her intelligence like that.”

“It’s not an insult if I’m pointing out a fact.”

“You’re kind of savage, aren’t you?”

Window nodded her window of a body back and forth a bit.

	It’s always the smol ones who you have to look out for. They’ll look all cute and innocent one second, and then they’re impaling your ego on a stick the next second. By the way, you know that a battle is supposed to be going on right now, right? We’re already in the forest and everything. I even started the countdown timer and it’s been paused for like ten minutes now.


“There’s something important that I have to do before the battle begins,” I answered.

	Sigh. And what would that be?


“I have to make Cami blush even harder.”

	That… is a cultured response, and an acceptable one. Hurry up at least. You have five more minutes before this battle is starting whether you like it or not.


“Got it.”

With only five minutes, I got to work by ignoring Window to give my undivided attention to Cami. I placed my hands on her hips and brought my face closer to her own, my lips lined up to press directly against hers.

I was expecting at least a tiny bit more blushing by doing this, but there was nothing. So, having received her challenge and reminding myself that she was a part of our large relationship now that involved her pseudo-sisters and Vala, I pushed my lips against hers in a kiss.

She put an equal amount of effort into kissing me back, but there was no blush.

Vala definitely would have blushed from that, I thought.

Yet Cami’s expression was completely unchanged.

Then I remembered what happened only a few moments ago. Touching her neck caused her to make a noise that very obviously came from her even if she tried to deny it.

I pressed my lips against hers once again, getting her to close her eyes as she kissed me back… and then I brought my hands up to her neck to touch the sides of it.

Cami’s eyes shot open as her cheeks turned red.

I won.

She even made a sort of squeak-moan against my lips as I gently ran my fingers across her neck, causing her tail to rapidly wag behind her.

Then Window popped up behind Cami’s head so that I could read what she had to say.

	Drake… you know you’re supposed to ask for a girl’s permission before choking her, right?


I pulled my head away from Cami’s while leaving my hands in place only to notice exactly how it looked.

My hands were applying nowhere near enough pressure to actually choke Cami, but… I undeniably looked like I was trying to choke her because of how my hands ended up being wrapped around Cami’s neck.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Cami said despite me not talking about anything, using her hands to cover up her blushing cheeks. She failed to hide all of the red.

I kept my hands around her neck for just a tiny bit longer. While the rest of my fingers stayed in place, my thumbs moved up and down just a tiny bit.

Cami’s tail shot straight up as a sudden jolt straightened out the rest of her body. Even her ears perked straight up.

“I didn’t think that you’d have such a sensitive neck. I’ll have to make sure to give it attention whenever I’m petting you,” I teased her.

“You can touch my neck whenever you want… but it’s not like it’s extra sensitive or anything,” Cami said.

“You know just how obvious that lie is, right?”

“I’m not lying. It’s not—”

I stroked my fingers across her neck.

“—hyaa!”

“Cami… just admit it,” I said.

“No.”

“Why?”

“Because if I don’t admit it then you’ll keep touching it to try to get me to admit it.”

“All you have to do is—wait. You just admitted to it without admitting to it.”

“No I didn’t.”

I moved my fingers against her neck just a bit more. This actually managed to get the corners of her lips to curl up ever so slightly as she tried her best to look as neutral as ever with her eyes.

“You know, if you like me touching your neck, all you have to do is ask me to whenever you want. I can touch your neck as much as you want whenever you want, wherever you want,” I told her.

“I know,” Cami replied.

“Then why don’t you just admit to it?”

“It’s more fun not to.”

“In other words, you want to play hard to get while motivating me to try and make you flustered?”

She nodded her head. “This is hot Master. Worried Master is gone.”

“You—you were still thinking about that?”

“Yeah. It’s a not-dog’s purpose to make sure that her master feels alright. I’ll do whatever it takes to make you feel better.”

“Lying about not feeling good when I touch your neck is doing whatever it takes?”

“I didn’t say I’m not selfish.”

While looking directly into her eyes, I gave her neck a quick, tight squeeze just as a final tease before spinning her around and letting her go with a slap on her back. “Alright. Our five minutes should be up. We have a battle to—”

	Hey, I was watching that. You can have another five min—


I grabbed onto Window and threw her like a flying disc into the sky.

I did try to lessen the amount of bullying that I treated Window to… but she deserved it whenever she was acting like a perverted, old man.

Plus, my sadistic side wanted to bully her just because it was fun.

It was a win-win situation.

“Yo, Master,” Cami said.

“Yeah?” I asked.

“If I fight really hard, will you touch my neck more?”

“Like I said, as much as you want.”

“Okay. I can solo this.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah. Neck touching is as good as chocolate. I’ve got this.”

“Then let’s see what you’ve got, Cami.”

Cami nodded her head and drew her sword as the battle began.


Chapter Four

I remembered something right after giving Cami permission to solo the battle.

We were on the third fight for this area.

Each area had three battles, and the third battle—I was assuming—always had a boss fight just like how the third battle of the first area did.

This meant that Cami was most likely going to have to fight a boss. On her own. Well, the towers would be there to back her up, but she wouldn’t even have Delphi and Lavi with her this time. Delphi and Lavi were replaced at their towers since they were promoted to heroes, so Cami was on her own against the tide of enemies.

There was still a certain somebody in the first archer tower, but she wasn’t even introduced to the others yet, plus she was only as strong as her tower.

Is she going to be alright? I thought.

Then something else popped into my head.

Wait. Boss fight. The first boss fight had Conan. If there’s going to be an even stronger boss now… what if the boss is a cat who’s even fluffier than Conan? Did I just give away my rights to his fluff by letting Cami fight him on her own?

My fingers grew twitchy as I imagined them running through the belly of an even fluffier version of Conan. The only way for me to stop that line of thought—to stop myself from becoming a predator of FCBs was to slap my face and clear my head.

Stop! Remember that there are other fluffs to enjoy! For example… Cami’s tail! Just—just look at it wagging all over the place while she fights! Look at her fluffy ears twitching in response to every threat around her! No, wait, this is just as dangerous. At this rate, I’m going to want to distract her from the battle by fluffing her tail in the middle of the path while the cats walk right past us. I have to resist. I must resist Cami’s FDT. I know just the thing to resist thinking about it. I’ll think about FCBs instead. Wait—

I ended up in a vicious back-and-forth cycle. I repeatedly tempted myself with the fluff of FCBs only to then distract myself from them with FDTs only for the process to repeat over and over again. It was like a balancing act of desire. Rather than let my need for FCBs or FDTs ever reach a hundred percent, I only let them get up to ninety-nine percent before switching over to think of the other.

Admittedly, it was extremely masochistic. I kept on giving my desires fuel with my imagination while neglecting to actually act on what I wanted. This also had another problem associated with it.

While I may have been stopping my need for FCBs and FDTs from ever reaching one hundred percent… my need for fluffiness in general was approaching five hundred percent.

All because it started with imagining an even fluffier Conan. Everything around me began to look extraordinarily fluffy.

The leaves of trees forming a canopy looked fluffy. Flower petals looked fluffy. The grass looked fluffy.

Swords looked fluffy!

Fluffy swords? Wait… fluffy Lake? What would a fluffy sword even be like? A fluffy handle? A sheath covered in fluff? If Lake is in her human form wearing a really fluffy robe, would that technically make her a fluffy sword? What about… what about a fluffy tank? If somebody custom-tailored a fluffy sweater to put on Valkyria, would she be considered a fluffy tank? Has anybody even done that before? Put clothes on a tank? I mean, if people put clothes on their pets, who’s to say that nobody has ever put clothes on a tank before?

I was sure of it. At some point, somewhere in history, somebody had to have put clothes on a tank before.

Wait, I should be focusing on Cami’s battle. She’s out there fighting all on her own while I stand back here by myself. She deserves to be watched in all her glory, I thought, so I focused on watching her. I watched her very, very closely. I watched as her fluffy tail excitedly wagged to and fro. Sure, she was in the middle of fighting our feline enemy, cutting them down with her sword and all that violent stuff, but who cares about violence?

Not me.

Violence is for the weak.

Fluff is for the strong.

Only the truest of souls understand that. What could ever be more important than fluff? Other than flowers?

Now, some may have believed that my love for fluff was even stronger than my love for flowers going off of my obsessive love, but that is exactly what it was—obsessive love.

My love for all things nature was a respectful love. It was a love of admiration—a love where I wanted to protect nature and see it thrive with or without my intervention. I wanted nature to be happy and healthy, and I wanted to help make things even more beautiful by planting large gardens of flowers to spread their perfection across the world!

But fluff—that was an obsessive love. I wanted all the fluff in the world to be mine. I wanted to frame anybody who dared to steal fluff from me for murder to have them locked away for the rest of their life. Anybody who dared to stand between me and fluff would be met with the full force of my PickAxe. I would even pull a Delphi and pick up a tank turret all on its own to swing like a baseball bat into whoever dared to challenge my love for fluff.

Perhaps it is wrong to say that my love for flowers was stronger than my love for fluff. In the end, they were two entirely different forms of love. Equal, but different.

The only thing that could truly conquer either of those in regard to my love… was a hybrid of fluff and flower.

There needed to be a flower as fluffy as FCBs and FDTs.

Such a thing would truly be powerful—beyond comprehension, nearly.

Then a brilliant idea popped into my mind while Cami continued fighting the entire battle on her own.

I took the decoration I made using fluff from Conan’s FCB and held it in my hands. What if… what if I try to plant this fluff? What if it grows into an FCB plant? What if it grows into a sentient FCB itself? A living, fluffy cat belly. Wait, we could take this even farther. We could—

	NO THERE IS NOT GOING TO BE AN FCB-CHAN.
ABSOLUTELY NOT.
NEVER.
NO.
STOP.
CEASE AND DESIST.
REPENT FOR ALL OF YOUR SINS.
HOW WOULD THAT EVEN WORK? CAN’T YOU JUST BE NORMAL AND LIKE NORMAL CAT GIRLS? WHY WOULD YOU WANT A LIVING, SENTIENT FCB? HOW WOULD THAT EVEN WORK? DO YOU WANT LIKE… A BLOB OF FCB WITH ANIME EYES ON IT? LIKE A STEREOTYPICAL RPG SLIME MONSTER BUT INSTEAD OF SLIME IT’S MADE OUT OF FCB?



“I’ll take a dozen,” I answered.

	omG
would you STOP?



“I’m planting this later whether you like it or not, Window.”

	You know I’m the one who gets to decide whether it actually grows into anything, and what it grows into if it does grow into something, right?


“I know, but I also know that you wouldn’t reject me when it comes to something like this. You’ll act as if it’s horrible and like you would never allow such a thing to exist, but we both know that you’re actually curious about how this would work. Your resistance is futile.”

	YOU’RE THE ONE WHOSE RESISTANCE IS FUTILE


“Take me to your leader!”

	WHAT IS WITH THIS ALIEN PLAY?
Wait. I just realized something.



“Yeah?”

	“Take me to your leader” is alien for “I want to speak to your manager.”
Aliens are just space Karens.



“Are you comparing all of alien life to stereotypical, middle-aged soccer moms? Isn’t that insulting to aliens all around the universe?”

	By the way, did you know that aliens were already on your planet?


“Were they fluffy?”

	bYE


In my pursuit of fluffy aliens, Window abandoned me before answering such a world-changing question. I mean, who cares about aliens? All that really matters is whether the aliens were fluffy or not. There was no appeal in some short, bobble-headed alien with olive skin and eyes too large for their head. What I wanted were some fluffy aliens.

Unfortunately, Window had no interest in giving me an answer to my question.

I sighed and rubbed my FCB charm against my cheek. “Don’t worry. I’ll plant you once the battle is ov—wait. Water is an enemy of fluffiness, but plants generally need to be watered. If I plant you… should I still water you? What if the water ruins your fluff? Or maybe, since you’re fluff from a cat, I should water you with milk. In that case, would the proper terminology be milking you instead of watering you?”

As I talked to the slice of FCB fluff, a certain somebody spoke up in front of me.

“Yo, Master,” Cami said.

I quickly wiped the drool away from my mouth and straightened up. “Hey, Cami. How’s the solo fight going?”

“I overestimated myself.”

“What makes you say that?”

Cami turned around and pointed at the path.

Coming down it were no fewer than a dozen cat Vikings and cat raiders, and there were even more of the weaker varieties charging at us as well.

I recognized what was happening. It was the sort of enemy rush in tower defense games that tested the player’s AoE capabilities. Sometimes, stalling them and dealing with them group by group just wasn’t enough. There would be more enemies than the DPS and tanks could handle. So, instead of trying to deal with the wave normally, the solution was to go heavy on the AoE to wipe out as many at once as possible.

“By the way, Master,” Cami said.

“Yeah?” I asked.

“If you want to milk something, big sis is probably your best option.”

“Wa-wait, that’s not the kind of milking that I was talking about! And what makes you even say that she’s the best option?!”

“Because,” Cami said, moving her hands up and down in the air in front of her chest to reference Delphi’s own size.

“How—how do you even know these things?”

“The internet.”

“Damn the internet, even corrupting the innocence of dogs.”

“I’m not a dog. I’m a being of existence.”

“Right, right. Legal and ethical issues and all that.”

“Yeah.”

“Alright, let’s deal with that wave. We’ll hold off as many as we can at that chokepoint, and then I’ll use the archer tower’s ability since that’s the only AoE we really have.”

“Got it.”

“Then let’s do this.”

Together, Cami and I rushed over to the path where most of the enemies were coming down. They would have to get past a chokepoint that had me, Cami, and one of the dog towers defending it while the archer tower provided ranged damage. The bees also joined us by taking strafing runs at the chokepoint.

None of the towers we had were really AoE-focused, though. That was definitely going to have to change somehow.

Maybe we would get a tower like in the last tower defense game I played. It was a large, living tree monster that threw oversized acorns at groups of enemies. Something like that would satisfy both my need for an AoE tower, or an artillery tower as they were usually called, and my need for more nature.

Then I remembered the whole “towers unlock cute girls” thing.

Would a tree tower unlock a tree woman?

What would a tree woman even be like?

My first idea of a tree woman was a tall, thick, and buff woman covered in hard skin with horn-like branches sticking out from her hair.

Well, I would think more about that possibility later. For now, there was a battle to deal with since Cami came to me for help.

“Rallying Howl!” I ordered, prompting the dogs of the tower to howl into the sky for that offensive and defensive buff to help them hold off the wave that was rapidly approaching. Then, as soon as the first cats crashed into us, I gave the archer tower their order. “Volley Fire!”

Those glowing eyes appeared in balcony doorway of the archer tower before a rain of arrows assaulted all of the cats. There weren’t actually enough arrows to hit each individual cat, but that didn’t matter. Each and every cat took equal amounts of damage as long as they were in the area of effect even if they weren’t actually hit.

Video game logic.

It was thanks to that video game logic that the cats were defeated and ran away en masse. The archer tower’s special ability didn’t last long enough to deal with every single one of the cats, but it did thin the wave out enough to make survival possible.

And then I realized what wave we were on.

We were on the final wave before the boss wave.

“You managed to make it to this wave all on your own, so I’ll give you credit for soloing the battle,” I told Cami.

“I’ll get neck touches?” Cami asked.

“You’ll get all the neck touches you want.”

Her tail happily swished around behind her as the final wave began.

And something was immediately wrong.

The sound of rushing water reached our ears as we looked behind us toward the greenhouse. Just in front of the greenhouse, a large current of water tore through the forest and created a new river that only left a single dog tower between it and the greenhouse. Cami and I looked at each other and nodded, rushing over to the new river. Fortunately, it was shallow enough for us to walk through.

But it was also somehow deep enough at the same time for a large Viking ship to approach us from upstream, and onboard that ship was a massive cat as large as Conan was. Only, while Conan was a barbarian, this new boss was a Viking.

Catrir the Pillager was the name and title that popped up above his oversized health bar. Unfortunately, he was covered in protective armor that prevented me from seeing his FCB.

But that was only an unfortunately until I looked up at his neck.

That was when I saw it.

I saw his beautiful, extravagant, beyond-perfection neck fluff. Like the mane of a lion, Catrir’s neck was surrounded by an extreme amount of fluff. It reminded me of one of those pillows that people put around their necks when traveling on planes. That made me want a neck pillow made out of his neck fluff.

And that was exactly what I was going to make.

I readied my trusty PickAxe while staring at his neck with a motivated twinkle in my eyes.

I knew exactly what I was going to do.

Winning the battle no longer mattered. Instead, all that mattered was getting myself some of Catrir’s fluffy cat neck to turn into a neck pillow.

My fluff-related plans for the day were quickly growing. After the battle, I had to plant Conan’s belly fluff, and then I was going to craft with Catrir’s neck fluff.

I would become the master of all things fluff.


Chapter Five

Despite the Viking longship landing almost directly in front of the greenhouse, the felines who jumped off of it did not head toward the greenhouse. Instead, they jumped off in the direction of the rest of the course. Their plan was clear.

They wanted to attack our towers’ troops from behind to clear a path for the rest of the cats.

I was kind of surprised that they didn’t just head straight to the greenhouse, but it made sense. To head straight to the greenhouse when spawning directly in front of it would just be absolutely unfair. There wouldn’t be any fun in that. That would be an instant game over with no way to properly defend against it. By having the boss and his troops first head backward through the course to attack our troops, the boss battle was made more interesting and actually fair.

As much as Window and the cats might have wanted to see me lose, they still played fair.

“Cami, handle the Viking cats. I’ll deal with the boss,” I said.

“Got it,” Cami replied with a nod and a readied sword.

Cami ran forward to deal with the Viking cats, only able to handle one at a time, but that was fine. They were faster than the boss and about to get tangled up in the previously established chokepoint. While Cami and everybody else from the towers dealt with the Vikings, I had my chance to have a one-on-one with the boss.

I had no idea how I was going to defeat him, so I needed to figure out a plan quickly.

More importantly, I needed to figure out a plan that involved me getting some of his fluffy neck fluff.

Conan was easy to defeat because of how easily I could trick him, and traumatize him, but this new boss, Catrir, seemed far more… imposing. And more mentally sound. Traumatizing him into defeat would be difficult. Chances were, I was going to have to fight him.

In which case, I was screwed.

“Catrir, I have an offer for you!” I shouted up at him.

Catrir stopped in his tracks, looked down at me, and swung his sword down at me.

I barely jumped out of the way in time. When I stood back up and looked at where I was just standing moments ago, there was a gash larger than my body left in the ground.

“Hey! I know that I can’t get seriously wounded or anything like that anymore, but something like that would still kill me! No amount of magic plot armor is going to prevent somebody from getting smashed or cut into halves from an attack like that!” I shouted.

Catrir banged his sword against his round shield a few times before going in for another attack. This time, I wasn’t able to get completely out of the way in time. The sheer shock wave caused by his attack was enough to send me skipping against the ground with bloodied cuts on my arms and legs.

Perhaps it wasn’t the time to be concerned about his neck fluff after all. He seriously wanted me dead.

Then I looked up and saw his neck.

It was definitely time to be concerned about his neck fluff.

“Alright! If that’s how you want to do things, that’s how we’re going to do things!” I shouted.

If Catrir truly wanted to go all-out against me, then I was going to go all-out against him. Or rather, I was going to inspire somebody else to go all-out against him.

In the end, I still barely had any idea how to fight.

But cats were the natural enemies of dogs, and dogs, including beings-of-existences who used to be dogs, instinctively knew how to defeat cats.

“Cami!” I shouted. “Switch positions with me! And for every hair you shave off of his neck, I’ll give you a day’s worth of chocolate!”

Before I knew it, Cami stood directly in front of me with a straight tail and ears perked up as still as could be. “Got it,” she said. “I’ll shave his neck down to the skin.”

“Good girl. Do it for the chocolate, Cami.”

“For the chocolate.”

While Cami dealt with Catrir, I took her spot in helping the dogs, archers, and bees with the rest of the wave. Wiping out the reinforcements brought on the ship with Catrir wasn’t too difficult, but there was still an endless number of enemies rushing down the paths for as long as the final wave continued. It would only end once Cami defeated Catrir.

Fortunately, the rest of the wave was simple enough to allow me the opportunity of watching how Cami dealt with Catrir.

And it was a great show to watch.

Whenever Catrir brought his sword toward Cami, her smaller body allowed her to evade out of the way with ease. Technically, she was supposed to be perfectly equal to Delphi and Lavi when it came to fighting and balance and all that, but her smaller size was undoubtedly a boon.

But even more beneficial to her combat ability than her size was the promise of chocolate.

Her usual, borderline-emotionless eyes were gone. Instead, she wore the eyes of a predator on her face—the eyes of a starving wolf trying to devour her prey. Even I would have been intimidated if she looked at me like that, so I was happy that those eyes were set upon our enemy rather than me.

Then I realized that if I didn’t figure out a way to get her chocolate every day, it was very likely that they would be set on me after all.

And I had no idea how to get chocolate other than by begging Window or Vala to poof some into existence for me.

And it was going to have to be dog-safe chocolate, too.

Back to the fight, Catrir’s frustration grew apparent as he failed to hit Cami over and over again. He was even desperate enough to try and bash her with his shield. He swung his shield into the ground from directly above her, hoping to flatten her into a pancake.

Given the world that we were in, I had full confidence in somebody being turned into a pancake like in cartoons being possible.

Then, when Catrir lifted his shield back up, Cami was gone.

He looked around for her but she was nowhere to be seen on the ground.

It was only when he turned his shield around to look at it that he discovered her.

Cami, who was hanging onto his shield by her sword that she thrust into it, leaped off of the shield and withdrew her sword from it as she went straight for Catrir’s neck! She bit onto his jaw and used that to keep her in position as she gave him a dangerously close shave all around his neck with her sword. Hair by hair, the fluff of Catrir’s neck fell to the ground all around him.

“Keep it up!” I shouted. “You’ll have so much chocolate that you could take a bath in it! You could build a bed out of it! You could build your own castle out of it from how much chocolate there’s going to be!”

I knew I was over-promising what I could deliver, but acquiring every single last hair of Catrir’s neck was far more important.

As for Catrir, he desperately tried to get Cami off of him. Tears fell from the corners of his eyes because of her biting onto his jaw, he dropped his sword and shield to try and pull Cami away from him, and he kept on tilting his head in a pitiful attempt at protecting his neck from her blade.

None of it worked. Cami was far too motivated to conquer the boss due to the promised chocolate.

I wonder if she would have been able to solo the whole fight if I promised her chocolate earlier, I thought. It was definitely something to try again. After all, we’d probably end up farming this battle for materials and whatever the special drop was. I was assuming that it would reward a unique material to upgrade one of the towers with similar to how the first battle did.

Then, ever so slowly, Catrir looked more and more traumatized. Cami was clearly doing a number on his psyche by jumping around his head, biting onto his jaw, and shaving his neck until not a single bit of fluff was left anywhere on his neck.

Cami managed to do it. She really, truly did it.

She shaved Catrir’s neck until nothing was left. All of his fluff was on the ground. Now, his neck and head looked more like a palm tree—skinny down below and poofy up top. Cami showed true expertise with her blade as well seeing as how she managed to do all of that shaving without leaving a single cut on Catrir.

If I ever needed a shave, I knew who to go to.

Then, once Cami jumped off from his body to land on the ground in front of me, Catrir looked down and noticed what had happened.

Surrounding his feet on the ground were piles of his neck fluff.

He lifted his hands up to his neck to confirm what he feared was true.

Nothing was left.

His eyes slowly grew larger and shinier as they watered up. After feeling around for a few more moments in desperate hope of finding at least a single remaining hair, he looked down at us with an expression that could only represent deep, painful betrayal.

He could have won the battle. All he had to do was head for the greenhouse right next to where he started instead of trying to do the honorable and balanced thing. Instead, he decided to play by the rules and play fair.

His fairness was repaid by having his neck shaved clean by a chocolate-obsessed Cami.

With an overly dramatic string of snot hanging from one of his nostrils and huge tears dripping from his eyes, he tried his best to keep a brave face, but ultimately failed.

Part of me actually felt bad. He might have seemed like he was tougher than Conan at first, but he ended up being a far bigger crybaby.

Then I looked at the ground and was reminded of our trophy.

“Surrender or else we’ll shave even more of your hair off,” I ordered him. “Actually, your head is looking pretty fluffy now that I’m not blinded by your neck. Maybe we should shave all of tha—”

Catrir picked up his sword and shield, jumped back onto his longship, and took off down the river in a hurry.

We won the battle, and it could not have gone any better than it did.

“We did it, Master,” Cami said.

“Cami… you’re a good girl. You deserve so much chocolate that you would expand to the size of a new galaxy after eating it,” I said.

Cami’s ears twitched and her tail wagged behind her. “Will you give me neck touches while I eat my chocolate?”

“I’ll give you all the neck touches that you could ever ask for while you eat all the chocolate that you could ever ask for.”

“Chocolate and neck touches together… best day ever.”

“This is only the beginning, Cami. Together, we’ll steal the fluff of every single one of our enemies.”

“You really are obsessed with fluff.”

“And you’re obsessed with chocolate, so it works out, doesn’t it? I get fluff, you get chocolate. We’re partners in our addictions.”

“Deal, partner.”

We shook hands while looking into each other’s eyes.

We understood each other.

I was obsessed with fluff. Cami was obsessed with chocolate.

Together, we were undefeatable.

	CAN YOU STOP MAKING ADICCTION SOUND COOL OR SOMETHING? STOP GLORIFYING IT. THIS IS NOTHING TO BE PARTNERS FOR. AND DID YOU EVEN SEE CATRIR’S FACE? HE WAS CRYING BECAUSE OF YOU! ALL HE WANTED WAS TO FINALLY SHOW OFF HIS COMBAT SKILLS THAT HE WAS PRACTICING, AND THEN YOU EMASCULATED HIM IN FRONT OF EVERYBODY! ALL THE OTHER CATS SAW IT! THEY’RE PROBABLY GOING TO BE TALKING ABOUT IT FOR WEEKS! THEY’LL BE SAYING, “Nyaa nyaa, nya nya? Nyaa.”
“Nyaa?! Nyaa!”
“Nyaa, nya…”
“Nyanyanya! Nya nya, nya nya nya nya!”
“Nyaa… nyaa!!!!!!”
LIKE THAT. HE WAS A ROLE MODEL—HE WAS SOMEBODY TO LOOK UP TO AMONG THE CATS. GOD I AM READY TO GIVE ONE OF THE CATS THE ABILITY TO SUMMON METEORS TO CRUSH YOUR GREENHOUSE WITH.
Can you just like… please… stop traumatizing them? There aren’t enough licensed therapists in the Pawsitively Feline Empire to handle all of the trauma that you’re causing.



“I promise not to traumatize any cats for at least twenty-four hours, if you make a deal with me,” I answered.

	What? What could you possibly want? What is it that you haven’t already forcibly acquired for yourself?


“I need an unlimited supply of dog-safe chocolate.”

	Never! You think that I’m going to give you the one thing that you need right now?! The only way you’re going to regret what you’ve done is by having Cami betray you for not having any chocolate!


“It’s okay. I’d never betray Master,” Cami joined in.

	EVEN IF HE NEVER GIVES YOU ANY OF THE CHOCOLATE THAT HE’S BEEN PROMISING YOU?


“I know Master doesn’t have any chocolate. It’s the thought that counts.”

	You… you’re too good for this world, Cami. Leave it to a former dog to be so undyingly loyal and understanding.


“Plus he can still give me neck touches even if he doesn’t have chocolate.”

	Okay, Cami. Because you are clearly only a good girl following orders and not actually as degenerate as Drake, here. You deserve this for being absolutely precious.


A piece of chocolate with a dog’s face printed on the front of it appeared in the air before Cami.

Cami’s eyes showed emotion once more as they sparkled from excitement. Slowly, she reached out to the chocolate and took it into her hands.

Then she swallowed it whole in her excitement.

	You didn’t even bite it! It didn’t touch your tongue or anything! Did you even get to taste it?! Did you even get to enjoy it for a split second?!


“Doesn’t matter; ate chocolate,” Cami answered.

	You… I don’t know what I expected. Sigh. As for you, Drake… please give Catrir a normal fight the next time you see him? Maybe let him beat you? I can’t get his crying face out of my mind.


“Deal,” I answered.

	JUST ONCE. COME ON, JUST LET HIM BEAT YOU—
wait
wut?
Did you… did you actually agree to let him beat you?



“I already got what I need from him, plus I can tell that you’re serious. If you’re seriously asking me to do something, I’ll do it. We’re friends, aren’t we?”

	So… all because I asked you to seriously, please let him beat you, you’ll do it because we’re friends?


“Right.”

	Could you please, pretty please, asking you seriously as your friend, please stop being a horrible person all the time, stop throwing me and shaking me, stop harassing me, stop being a perverted non-virgin virgin, and do everything that I say when I say from now on until the end of time? Pretty please? Drake? As your bestestwestest friend? Pleeeaaaaaasseeeeee?


“No.”

	I thought you just said you’d do something if I’m seriously asking you to because we’re friends?!


“I did. Emphasis on serious. I know that you’re not seriously asking me to do any of that.”

	WHAT MAKES YOU THINK I’M NOT SERIOUS ABOUT ASKING YOU TO STOP ABUSING ME AND TO STOP BEING A HORRIBLE PERSON?


“Because you’re too masochistic to want me to stop that.”

	I – I… I’m not a masochist.
Oh.
Oh no.
Oh god no.
Am I… am I a masochist?
Something has to be wrong with me because I think that you’re right. I tried imagining what it would be like if you stopped being you, and it sounded horrible and boring.
And here I thought the cats were the ones who needed therapy. I’m the one who needs to get myself checked out…



“Wait, are you only just now realizing that you obviously like me harassing you and throwing you around?”

	OF COURSE I AM. WHAT MAKES YOU THINK THAT IT WAS EVER OBVIOUS?!


“The fact that you’re basically an all-powerful being in this universe thanks to Vala, so you could easily prevent or stop it whenever you want. You’re also not a total pushover as far as I know, so you would stop it if you genuinely wanted to.”

	You… you might have a point.
Oh god, I’m learning more about myself from you.
Something is wrong. Something is gravely wrong. I blame the space Karens. This is all their fault.



“I’m honestly kind of impressed that you didn’t realize any of this already. I thought you were in on it and that it was just a regular part of our routine.”

	So, you’re saying that you’ve only been abusing me and harassing me… because you believed that I wanted it and was purposely coming to you for it?


“Something like that.”

	Then, could it be… could it be that…
Drake…
Are you…
Actually…
Kind of…
A good person…?



“Probably not.”

	Good. I was worried that the universe was on the verge of exploding from not making sense. If you were actually a good person, something would be seriously wrong with everything.
Anyways, I’m not a masochist. End of story.



“Yeah, yeah. Don’t you have a reward window for me that should be popping up to tell me everything that we won from this battle?”

	Oh, yeah. I’ll uh… that sounds like a lot of work, so I’ll give you that next chapter instead.


“Fine by me, whatever that means. I’ll just go ahead and… collect all of that beautiful, fluffy neck fluff on the ground while waiting. I’m going to make the perfect neck pillow out of this.”

I couldn’t help but to giggle to myself as I approached the fluff with grabby hands.

	Yep, you’re definitely not a good person.



Chapter Six

I held the gathered fluff in my arms as if it were a newborn child. No, it would be safer to say that I held it in my arms with even greater importance than if it were a newborn. How could a baby ever compete against such pristine fluff? Babies had no fluff, therefore, they were insignificant in comparison. Fluff required the utmost care while a baby could easily be tossed aside.

Then, while I was cradling the fluff and letting it know just how wonderful it was with sweet whispers, Delphi and Lavi returned from their exploration.

“Hey, Master! Look what I found!” Lavi was the first to shout, waving what looked like a piece of rolled-up paper in her hands.

Next to her was Delphi who seemed… rather depressed. Her ears were flat against her head, her tail had no motion to it as it hung straight down, and she basically had to drag herself toward me as all she held in her arms was a small bag.

“Window, come here,” I said.

	What do you want?


“Make yourself a bit bigger and float on your back.”

	Why?


“So I can do this.”

As soon as Window did as I requested, I gently placed all of the fluff onto her. Yes, I wanted to use her as a table, and I couldn’t see what she was saying in reaction to that realization since the fluff covered up all of her surface.

Now that my arms were free, I went over to check up with Lavi and Delphi.

“Great work,” I told Lavi.

“Fufu, ya know it. Found this little bugger inside of a slime,” Lavi said.

“A slime? Like… the stereotypical JRPG kind?”

“Yeah, one of those.”

“This place has those?”

“I guess so.”

“Did you kill it?”

“Nah. All I had to do was tell it that I’d bite it if it didn’t stay still and let me take this out of it.”

“That works. Good job again.”

“Fufufu, your praise never gets old, Master.”

I rose my hand to pet the top of her head, which I thought was obvious, but she tilted the top of her head away from me instead of toward me like I thought she would. Instead… she presented her chin to me.

The two of us stood there and stared at each other for a few seconds. The thought of giving them chin scratches never really occurred to me, especially since their chins weren’t fluffy while the top of their heads was.

“A-ah! So-sorry, Master. I, uh, I uh… here!” Lavi stuttered out, presenting the top of her head to me instead as a blush colored her cheeks.

“Lavi, do you want me to rub your chin instead?” I asked.

“I—I uh… I mean… i-if that’s what ya want to do, it’s not like I’d say no or anything like that.”

“Lavi… chin.”

Lavi’s ears twitched and her tail wagged behind her as she presented her chin to me, her nervous eyes unable to look straight at me. Then, as soon as I began to gently scratch and rub the underside of her chin, she closed her eyes with a smile and rubbed her chin back down against my hand.

Then I heard a depressed sigh come from our side.

“Alright, you can have more chin scratches later,” I told Lavi. “Any idea what’s wrong with Delphi?”

“Hell yeah! I—I mean, alright. If that’s what ya want. And uh, big sis is sad since she couldn’t find ya anything big and awesome like last time. She was hoping to find you something like that tank part again,” Lavi explained.

Delphi’s ears drooped even more.

To see her fluffy ears in such a depressing state was one of the worst things I had ever seen in my life.

“I don’t deserve head pats… I don’t even deserve to eat or breathe,” Delphi whined with dramatic teardrops forming at the corners of her eyes.

“Relax, Delphi. You don’t need to set such high expectations for yourself,” I told her.

“But I do! Master deserves the best!”

“You’re right. I do deserve the best. And you know what the best is? When you’re smiling and happy.” I was proud of myself for that one.

“E-ehehe… maybe… I can do that for you,” she said while looking up at me. However, as soon as she looked back down at the bag she was holding, she returned to looking depressed. “Never mind…”

“Alright. Hand it over. Let me see what you got.”

“But—but what if you hate me for it?”

“I’m not going to hate you for it. I’ll never hate any of you for any reason.”

“Even—even if I eat all your soup while you’re not looking?”

“Yes, Delphi. Even if I have the most delicious soup in the entire universe, and you eat it while I’m not looking, I’m not going to hate you.”

Delphi’s teary eyes became even more exaggerated as she looked up at me. “Ma-Master—you’re—you’re too good for this universe…”

“I know,” I said, simply because I knew it would drive Window insane for me to agree with something like that.

“He-here, but… please don’t hate me. I promise I’ll try even harder next time!”

“You don’t need to try any harder than you already are,” I said and accepted the bag from her. Then, as soon as I peeked inside of it, I froze.

Delphi took a step back during my frozen silence. “Ma-master? Do—do you hate it? Do you hate me?”

“Delphi, you—you… brought me something beyond perfection.”

“I—I did?”

“How could you think that I’d ever hate you over something like this?”

“Because it’s not as big as the last thing I found! It’s like, if I bring you a stick, you’re obviously going to expect an even bigger and better stick next time!”

“Delphi, size doesn’t matter. Isn’t any stick a good stick no matter how long or thick it is?”

“We-well… yeah… but you’re Master! I want to bring you the best sticks ever!”

“But if every new stick is the best stick ever, there can’t be a true best stick ever because there will always be a better one somewhere out there. You would eventually have to try and find a stick the size of the universe, and then you would have to find one that’s even bigger than that, and so on.”

“That… might complicate things.”

“Exactly. Don’t worry about the size of the stick. What you need to worry about is the heart of the stick.”

“The heart of the stick?”

“That doesn’t work as well as I wanted it to. Instead, what you need to worry about is the heart of the one fetching the stick. You want to do your best, right?”

“Right!”

“And you tried your best, didn’t you?”

“Of course!”

“Then that’s all that matters. Besides… you brought me something that a stick really can’t be compared to. This is something far better than a stick.”

Delphi’s reason for being so depressed, when considering what she brought me, was ridiculous. While it would have been nice to acquire another tank part for Valkyria, what I was brought instead could benefit both me and her. After all, within the small bag… were seeds. Seeds that were not only seeds, but they were rainbow seeds.

I took a deep breath after looking back into the bag, closed it up, and gently set it down on the ground before looking back at Delphi.

“Ma-Master?” Delphi asked, noticing just how seriously I was looking at her.

There was only one thing to do to reward a former dog who brought me such a perfect gift. I grabbed onto Delphi, spun her around, and sat down with her on my lap. This position allowed me to easily pet her head with one hand while also rubbing underneath her chin with my other hand. “Good girl, Delphi. Very good girl.”

Delphi instantly perked back up as her head struggled in deciding whether or not it wanted to press against my hand atop her head or underneath her chin. Meanwhile, her ears happily twitched and her tail wagged against my chest. “Master! This—ehehe—this is too much! I—I don’t know what to do!”

“All you need to do is enjoy it.”

“But I’m enjoying it too much! My tail is going to break off!”

“Let’s put that to the test,” I whispered, petting and rubbing her even more intensely than before. Her tail really did wag so quickly between our bodies that it almost seemed like it was going to fall off. In addition to that, she reacted in a way that it was almost like she was being tickled. Her entire body squirmed around on top of my lap. Given just how… soft and thick she was in certain areas, I had to be careful with her on my lap or else she’d be getting rubbed in three places at once.

The situation got even lewder as Delphi turned her head to look at me over her shoulder, showing me those half-lidded eyes, that panting mouth, and the blush on her cheeks. “Maaasterrr… no—no more… I—I can’t handle how good it feels….”

“Do you really want me to stop?”

“We—we can’t…. not in front of my sisters… I—I have to be a good role model for them! I can’t be a role model if I feel like the cheese on top of baked potato soup being melted into it…”

“So, what you’re saying is that it’s embarrassing to feel this good in front of others?”

Delphi shyly nodded her head.

“Then maybe I should tease you even more.”

“Pl-please don—”

I pressed my lips against hers, interrupting her and widening her eyes at once. I did, however, stop petting her head and playing with her chin as I kissed her at least. Then I even helped her stand up once the kiss was over. “Alright. No more melting.”

Delphi was stuck looking stunned with bright red cheeks after I stood her back up. She even brought her hands up to her cheeks and turned away from the rest of us so that we couldn’t see her.

“Wo-woah, Master. I never saw big sis get like this before,” Lavi said.

“Apparently, she can handle giving affection but isn’t that good at receiving a high dosage of affection herself. All attack and no defense,” I explained.

“Yo, Master,” Cami spoke up. “I want you to make me feel like that but with neck touches.”

“Don’t worry. I still plan on giving you all the neck touches that you could ever ask for, and I’ll even try to make you melt like cheese on top of baked potato soup.”

Cami shook her head. “No. I want to melt like warm chocolate on top of one of those brownie volcanos with ice cream. Oh, a chocolate lava cake.”

“Makes sense. Then if Delphi wants to melt like cheese and you want to melt like chocolate,” I turned to look at Lavi, “what do you want to melt like?”

“Uh, I’d rather not melt at all, Master,” Lavi answered.

“You don’t have a gimmick that melting plays into?”

“Am… I supposed to have one?”

“Well, since you’re a chuun—I mean, a swordswoman with a demon in your blade, what about something like… melting like the world underneath your demonic flames?”

“Ooh! Master! That’s awesome! Yeah, Master! I want to melt like the world underneath my demonic fire! Wait, what’s it mean that we’re saying we want to melt?”

“You’ll understand later. I have to discover your weak spot first.”

“Fufufu, my weak spot, huh? Well, you’re going to be looking for the rest of your life because I don’t ha—”

“Her belly,” Cami said, causing Lavi’s ears and tail to shoot straight up.

“O-oi! Ya can’t just say that!”

“Lavi’s belly is her weakest spot. She’ll melt if you rub it. Or kiss it. Or lick it.”

“Wha-wha-what do ya think you’re saying?! Ki-kissing and li-licking it?! Who would do that?! A-and who would like that?!”

Cami raised each of her hands to point one at me, answering the first question, and to point the other at Lavi, answering the second question.

“Well, I wouldn’t have a problem with that,” I said. That caused Lavi to turn even more frantic as her pupils turned into spinning spirals.

“No way!” Lavi shouted. “Ne-never! My—my belly is off-limits! No-not that it’s a weak spot anyways! There’s no way that—”

“Lavi, want a belly rub?”

Lavi took a step closer to me before grabbing onto her arm, forcing herself to stop. “Nice—nice try, but it’s not going to—”

“Whooooo wants a belly rub?”

Lavi took another step forward as she instinctively began to lift her shirt up to her navel before stopping. “Do-don’t! Not—not like this!”

“I’ll stop… if you let me rub your belly as much I want later. Alone so that the others don’t have to see you melt.”

Lavi looked around as if she were trying to find an alternative way out of this, but she couldn’t. All she could do was admit defeat. “Fine! A-as long as the others don’t see…”

“Good girl.”

Now, there was only one girl left who I didn’t get a chance at weakening until she had to give up for a later, more private, time.

I turned to look at Cami.

Cami pulled her hair out of the way and tilted her head to give me easy access to the exposed side of it. “I don’t care if the others see, Master. You can make me melt like chocolate no matter who’s around.”

Delphi and Lavi looked at the smallest of their trio with shocked expressions.

“Ca-Cami! Melt-melting is for doing in private!” Delphi shouted.

“Lil sis! How—aren’t ya afraid of what faces ya might make during it?!” Lavi shouted next.

Cami sighed and stared straight at me. “Let’s show them how it’s done, Master.”

“Cami… you’re really impressive,” I said. “But,” I scratched the back of my head, “maybe—maybe we should wait until we’re alone for that.”

“Tch. Master is all attack and no defense.”

“Aren’t I the one still attacking if I’m doing the neck touching?!”

Cami looked away and sighed.

Never before had I felt so emasculated.

“Fine! Brace yourself, Cami. I’m going to touch your neck until you turn into a sentient pile of melted chocolate!” I shouted and approached her.

Cami looked at me once more and gave me easy access to her neck.

I walked right up in front of her, reached out toward her neck, and… gave it a couple of pokes while she stared straight into my eyes the entire time. It turned out to be far more difficult than I thought it would be with the others around. “Al-alright, neck touching complete.”

Cami continued staring into my eyes. “Master…”

“I’m—I’m a failure of a master.”

Cami grabbed onto my hand and held it still so that she could bite my wrist. “Okay. I got my revenge. And I know you’ll make it up to me later when we’re alone. Right, Master?”

“Ri-right.”

“Okay. Good boy.”

“Th-thank you…”

“Woah… I’ve never seen Master like this,” Lavi said.

“Ye-yeah,” Delphi agreed with a nod. “I—I kind of want to try it, too! Master!”

I turned my head to look at Delphi.

“Good boy, Master!” she said.

“Thanks, Delphi,” I said in my usual tone of voice.

“Why—why aren’t you all embarrassed and shy like with Cami?”

“Here, let me try,” Lavi spoke up. “Master!”

I turned to look at Lavi.

“Who’s a good boy, Master?” she asked.

“Me, seeing as how I’m the only boy around,” I answered.

Delphi and Lavi both slumped their shoulders in defeat.

	HOW LONG DO YOU PLAN ON—WELL, DID YOU PLAN, ON KEEPING ME COVERED UP IN FLUFF FOR?


With Window’s sudden appearance in front of me, I turned around to look at where she previously was. All of the fluff that I had on her… was now all over the ground.

	I DIDN’T EVEN GET TO SHOW THE REWARD SCREEN EVEN THOUGH I HAD IT ALL PREPARED AND EVERYTHING! ALL I DID WAS COSPLAY A TABLE THE WHOLE—
He-hey, Drake, you’re not going to throw me, are you?



With Window held in my hands, I looked up to the forest’s canopy for a clearing, took a deep breath, and let Window go flying into the sky.

“Now I have to pick all the leaves and twigs out from the fluff again,” I sighed.


Chapter Seven

When we finally returned to the usual field where the house and my garden were, I was immediately greeted by a certain somebody jumping up onto my back, wrapping her legs around me, and covering my eyes with her hands.

“Guess who!” Vala said, not even trying to mask her voice.

“Delphi?” I asked.

“Bzzzt. Wrong. Try again.”

“Window.”

“Do you feel hands or a box against your face?”

“Window could always give herself hands.”

“Oh, speaking of Window, she just popped up. Looks like she has lots of reading for you.”

“Oh no. If only I could read. Unfortunately, somebody is covering my eyes.”

“All you have to do is guess and you can see again!”

“Yeah but, if I guess correctly, I’m going to have to actually look at Window.”

I felt a suspiciously-rectangle-shaped object smack into my stomach after saying that.

“Come onnnnn,” Vala whined. “Can’t you tell who I am? Did your harem already grow so big that you’re mixing us up and can’t tell who’s who?”

“Wait, I know who you are,” I said. “You’re Valkyria.”

“I’m not a tank!”

This time, it was a draconic tail I felt lightly smacking against the back of my legs.

“Alright, give me a hint,” I said.

“I have horns,” Vala answered. That alone made it obvious if it wasn’t already seeing as how she was the only one around with horns.

“No idea. Another hint?”

“I have wings and a tail!”

“You almost sound like some sort of dragon.”

“I’m your girlfriend.”

“A dragon and my girlfriend? I’m not sure. I would have to be the luckiest guy to ever exist to be dating a dragon.”

“You—e-even if I know what you’re doing… it’s still embarrassing when you say stuff like that…”

“Alright, you’re Vala.”

“Why—why’d you finally admit to it all of a sudden?”

“Because if you take your hands away from my eyes, I get to see how embarrassed you look.”

“Then I’m keeping my hands over them!”

“That’s alright. I can always do this,” I said before holding onto her thighs. Her thighs may have been slender, but they were soft. In fact… they were incredibly soft. So soft that they could practically be compared to…

Fluff.

The only other times I ever really felt Vala’s thighs were when she wrapped them around my head that first time, and then the other time where she let me use them as a pillow. This was the first time my hands ever got to feel up her thighs properly.

And it may have just opened the door to an entirely new universe for me.

Was fluff really worth obsessing over so much when I had Vala’s thighs here?

And what about the others’ thighs? What about Lavi’s athletic and toned thighs? Delphi’s thick and squishy thighs? Cami’s thin but soft thighs?

I thought that being surrounded by fluff may have been the ultimate goal, but now there was the dream of being surrounded by thighs. What if thighs were truly the way to go? What if thighs were the ultimate purpose of the universe?

“Y-you’re groping my thighs too much,” Vala whined as she squirmed around against my back. “You’re gonna make me self-conscious… I need to go on a diet…”

“No!” I shouted. “Vala… I am not groping your thighs to make you self-conscious. I am groping them because it is my duty as a being of existence to grope thighs when they are brought to me. You’ve helped me realize that. If you were to go on a diet and make your thighs any less soft… I’m not sure how I would be able to continue surviving.”

“Isn’t that too dramatic?!”

“Thighs are the most dramatic things in all universes!”

“That doesn’t make sense even to me!”

“Vala!”

“Wha-what? Wait! You’re—you’re starting to tickle me! Not that part!”

While groping her thighs, my fingers eventually found a couple of spots that I could rub and tease against that caused her entire body to squirm around against her will as she giggled against the back of my head.

“Me-mercy! I’m sorry!” Vala cried out between her giggles.

“Apology not accepted because you have nothing to apologize for. If anything, I should be thanking you,” I explained as I assaulted her ticklish spots with even more intensity. “Please accept all of my thanks.”

“This is the worst thanks in the history of thanks, maybe ever!”

There was another upside to groping and tickling Vala’s thighs. The more that I did so, the harder she pressed against me, which meant that I better that I could feel her chest against my back. Then there was the fact that she was my adorable girlfriend, and I enjoyed feeling her warmth against me in general.

“Vala, if you really want me to stop tickling your thighs, you have to do anything I want. No matter what it is. Understand?” I asked her.

“A-anything?” Vala asked, trying her best to hold back her giggling.

“Absolutely anything. Even if it’s humiliating and perverted.”

“Okay, deal.”

“Why’d you agree to that so easily?!”

“Because I know you won’t actually make me do anything humiliating or perverted.”

“But what if I’m actually an imposter and not the real Drake?”

“That’s impossible because I will always know my Drake. Drake is Drake and I can’t be tricked. That’s the power of love.”

“Suddenly, I think I’m the one feeling more embarrassed here despite being the one groping your thighs for minutes now.”

“Hehehe. You can’t defeat—he-hey! Don’t start tickling me again!”

“If you want me to stop tickling you, what you have to do… is kiss me.”

“Deal! But, can you hold your arms up?”

“Sure.” I held my arms up. This allowed Vala to easily climb around my body so that she was hanging onto me from the front with her legs wrapping around to my back instead of the other way around like before. This also meant that she finally took her hands away from my eyes so that I could see her as she kissed me, her face directly in front of my own. “Am I dating a dragon or a koala?”

“Both,” Vala answered with a slight blush to go with her smile. “A Dragoala. A koalgon? Koalagon? Dragala? Let’s just stick with a koala dragon.”

“A koala dragon actually sounds pretty cute.”

“It does. Hey, Window, make dragon koalas canon. I wanna see one sometime. Wait, should there be dragon koalas or koala dragons?”

“What’s the difference?”

“A dragon koala makes me think of a koala that’s dragon-y, and a koala dragon makes me think of a dragon that’s koala-y.”

“I vote for the latter.”

“Same, I think. Okay. Window, make dragon koalas and koala dragons canon.”

“Didn’t you say that she had a bunch of text for me to read?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“I can’t read what she’s trying to tell me as long as you’re clinging to me like this.”

“But I wanna cling to you. Let me be a clingy girlfriend who’s jealous that you spent time with other women.”

“Are you jealous?”

“Pfffttttssshhhhh, naaahhhh. I was playing vidya the whole time. It was nice since I got to focus on it without any distractions. But even if I’m not jelly, I still want to be clingy. U-unless you don’t like it when I’m clingy…”

“You’re right. I don’t like it when you’re clingy. I love it when you’re clingy.”

“Hehehe. You sound like you’re in a good mood.”

“How could I not be? I got fluff, I got new seeds, and I have you.”

“We’re making out tonight.”

“That—that’s pretty sudden. How do you get all flustered from me groping your thighs but you have no problem saying something like that?”

“How do you grope a dragon’s thighs with no problem but get flustered from me wanting to make out?”

“That’s a fair point.”

“Heh.” Vala kissed me again before leaning up to my ear to whisper, “I’m always flustered around you, I’m just getting better at hiding it. It’s a pro gamer’s duty to try and improve.” Before I could say anything back to her, she unwrapped her legs from around me and flipped herself over my head to land behind me. “Have fun reading! I’m gonna play more vidya and cuddle with the others.”

“You’re really something, Vala. But, you’re forgetting something.”

She stopped in her tracks to look back at me with a tilted head. “What’d I forget?”

“You’re not the only gamer here. If you try to improve how well you can hide being flustered, that just means that I’ve got to improve my ability to fluster you.”

“Oh? Are you challenging me?”

“I am. I’m going to fluster you so hard that it’ll be impossible for you to not show it.”

A light red already began to color Vala’s cheeks when she pointed a finger at me. “It’s on. No matter how cool you might be, I won’t let you fluster me.”

“Are you saying that I’m being cool right now?”

That light red slowly evolved into a bright red. “You—you win this round… but I won’t let you win the next one.”

“So, what you’re saying is that if I touch all over your neck while whispering into your ears about how perfect you are, you won’t get flustered?”

“Whe-where’d you learn the secret power of neck touching from?!” Vala asked with burning cheeks and shock in her eyes.

“Cami. She really likes them.”

“I should have known…”

“Should you have?”

“Yeah. I noticed when we were cuddling one time that she kept on tilting her head and rubbing her neck against me. Like a cat rubbing its head against somebody but with her neck.”

“She really does like her neck touches. By the way, Vala. One last thing before I let you go hang out with them.”

“Yeah?”

“I love you, Vala.”

Vala brought her hands up to hide her cheeks, but her blush shined through them. “I—I love you too… Drake.”

“Alright, go mess with the others.”

Vala nodded and turned around. Even with her back to me, I could tell that she was blushing thanks to the blush spreading to her ears and horns.

That allowed me to let out a deep sigh as I held an arm in front of my face to make sure that nobody would be able to see my own blushing. “You’re even more powerful than you know, Vala. I wouldn’t have been able to hold this back for even five more seconds. You’re too cute.”

	Nice, a new video to blackmail you with.


“Do you really want to be thrown back into the sky?” I asked the criminal of an informational status window. She even had a video recorder floating next to her.

	You know that I could yeet you whenever I want, right? All I have to do is give myself arms, pick you up, and YEET.


“Yeah, but you’re a masochist, not a sadist. You wouldn’t do that.”

Suddenly, Window grew two massive arms bulging with muscles that put professional bodybuilders to shame.

	You sure about that? I can yeet you outta this universe, punk.


“I’m not sure whether to imagine you sounding smug or to imagine you sounding like some bodybuilder on steroids.”

	Bodybuilder. Smug would be like…
What’s wrong, Drake? Afraid of my muscles? Are you feeling self-conscious because they’re bigger than yours?
੧| ‾́︶ ‾́ |੭



“That might be the smuggiest emoticon that I’ve ever seen .It’s even kind of box shaped and looks like it has arms, like you do right now.”

	Did you just say smuggiest instead of smuggest?


“Oh. Yeah, I guess I did. Verbal typo.”

	Honestly, I like how smuggiest sounds and looks better than smuggest. Like… it even sounds smuggier.


“Did you just say smuggier instead of smugger?”

	Oh. Yeah, I did. Normal typo.


“We might be onto something here, Window. Smuggiest instead of smuggest and smuggier instead of smugger. Smuggest and smugger just sound stupid, but smuggiest and smuggier both look and sound smug, plus they’re just more fun.”

	Definitely. If two smug anime girls were having a smug contest, and one said “I’m the smuggest” and the other said “I’m the smuggiest,” I would absolutely vote for the one who says smuggiest. Same if one says “I’m smugger” and the other says “I’m smuggier.”
By the way, random note.
Have you ever looked at the word “koala” enough times?
Koala.
It’s like, not even a real word. Just look at it.
K o a l a
It looks so stupid and after you read it enough times it gets weird to pronounce.
Koala.
Koala.
Koala.
Like, seriously, who came up with that word? You and Vala kept talking about koalas and it made me think about this.
Koala.
.alaoK
Koala.
Koala.
Koala.
I think it’s my new most hated word. Like, seriously. Koala. What even is that?



“Sounds like a personal problem to me. Is that what Vala was talking about you wanting to show me earlier?”

	Oh, no. I was trying to show you the post-battle screen since we still never got around to that even though I’ve been meaning to do it for like, what, three chapters now?


“Oh, yeah. We did just sort of leave without ever looking at that.”

	Yeah.
SO IT’S TIME TO GET IT OVER WITH.
Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Stage 2-3: The Forest of Cats
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: like, all of the cats. All of them. But not really all of them. Also, you beat Catrir the Pillager. You also traumatized him because that’s just how you are since you’re a horrible person and all that.
Rewards: Gold Coins, Recipe Series: Viking Cat Armor, Recipe Series: Viking Cat Weapons, Recipe Series: Viking Cat Furniture, Cat Fur Scraps, Cat Bones, Cat Paws, Sushi Dinners for All (with your choice of soft drink), Tough Cat Hides, Hard Cat Bones, and Squishy Cat Paws. And, since it was a boss battle that you got three stars on… you get a Viking Axe!
Exploration Report
Area: Overgrown Forest
Status: Complete
Report: Delphi and Lavi had lots of fun playing around during the exploration, fighting slimes, and getting distracted by various sticks. It was really cute watching them. Especially when Lavi found a really big and twisted stick. She immediately took it to Delphi to show off and was talking about how dark and evil and cool the stick is, and Delphi was happy to clap and ask questions about it to play along. But then Lavi accidentally broke the stick, so Delphi had to pamper her a lot to make her feel better since Lavi looked like she was about to cry.
Reward: Map Piece & Mysterious Rainbow Seeds
Phew. Okay. Finally got that over with.



“Seriously? You recorded me being flustered but not something like Lavi and her stick?” I asked with an annoyed sigh.

	Who said I didn’t record it?
(•̀⌄•́)



“That face is kind of creepy looking. Like, I can imagine it appearing over me while I’m asleep at night wanting to kill me.”

	(￣ω￣)
Is that one better?



“Still murderous.”

	You’re too difficult to please. I guess I’ll be murdering you then. Anyways, here. Consider it a bonus reward for beating the stage even if you did so by being a weird and perverted non-virgin virgin degenerate fluff addict.


In addition to all the other rewards, a video recorder with footage of Lavi and Delphi’s exploration popped up on top of the reward pile.

“You’re the best, Window,” I said.

	I know.
(^～^)




Chapter Eight

After screwing around with everybody for a bit longer and eating dinner, I finally got to work planting those new rainbow seeds near Valkyria. I could hardly see what I was doing since it was during twilight, which really wasn’t the best time of day to be doing any gardening work, but it didn’t matter too much. As long as I had enough light to plant the seeds and give them a little sprinkling of water, it was fine.

If this were the original world that I was from—the one that had actual laws of reality and all that, there might have been some problems. I had no idea what I was planting nor if it might have been an invasive species, I had no idea what the soil levels were like, watering at night was never smart as it could result in things such as root rot, and so on. But that was all in the normal world. Here in Vala’s universe, none of that mattered. The plants I took from the forest before were still doing just fine, as was the cat’s paw plant, with minimal effort.

It was difficult to really give all of my plants as much effort as they deserved seeing as how I was slowly building up a “harem” that always wished to keep me busy. The only reason I got to plant the rainbow seeds in peace was because Vala kept the others distracted with the power of gaming.

Spending time gardening in quiet around Valkyria was starting to become something that I looked forward to. I didn’t mind the attention of the others, but some peace and quiet was nice every now and then. That every now and then just so happened to be whenever I was with Valkyria.

Unfortunately, the peace and quiet wasn’t going to last for much longer. Well, the peace part wasn’t. It was still pretty quiet seeing as how Window didn’t have a consistent voice to talk with.

	Drake… there’s… there’s a plot hole.


“What are you talking about?” I asked with a sigh. At least I had all the new seeds planted and watered before Window showed up.

While waiting for Window to reply, I climbed up onto Valkyria and laid down on top of her with my hands behind my head. I wanted to look up at the beautiful sky as twilight turned to night, but Window had other plans in mind.

	I didn’t think that this would be a problem before, but… it is.
Help.
We need to do some game design here because Vala is too busy actually gaming.



“I’ll help if I can, but I still don’t know what I’m helping with,” I replied.

	Good enough. So, originally, I had it planned so that towers unlock their waifus once you upgrade them to the third level, but we ended up doing it with the second level instead because we had to get some more waifus in here sooner than at the pace we were going. The sense of progress was supposed to go:
Base tower -> average tower + special ability ->strong tower + unlockable waifu
But instead, I made it so you get the waifus at the first upgrade instead of the second upgrade—at the third tier. Now, the third tiers seem boring, and there’s also the issue of a certain girl in a certain tower. Her tower was upgraded so, if we’re trying to stay consistent, she would be classified as a hero already. She should be available for explorations and fighting and all that.
Now, because I forgot that the towers only upgraded once instead of twice, I gave you that Viking axe as a reward which is supposed to take a tower into the… spoiler territory that comes after the second upgrade, but at this rate, it is going to be the second upgrade and I’m not ready for that and thfgsrdfgsd.
I think we might need to retcon something.
Do you see the problem?
Please tell me you see it.



“Uhh.” It was a lot to take in. Not really, but I figured that I would play along. “So. You unlocked the girls before they were supposed to be unlocked, resulting in you giving an item too advanced for what they’re at or something like that, and you don’t know how to make the second upgrade more interesting now that the main appeal of it is gone? Like that?”

	Yeah! Basically. So uh… how do we fix it?


“Two options come to mind. Well, three, but the third isn’t allowed. One, recognize that you screwed up and apply the original rules to all future towers while letting the ones that have been already upgraded stay how they are. Two, actually, I don’t know what two is. And the third option, the one that’s not allowed, was going to be turn the girls back into dogs until their towers get upgraded again.”

	Oh. Yeah. Third option definitely isn’t happening. And the first one is probably for the best… but is it alright if things aren’t consistent?


“I mean, as long as they’re consistent from now on, isn’t it alright? And since when do you and Vala care about balance or consistency? Besides, mistakes happen. You’re basically a first-time game developer who got ahead of herself and rushed content to the player because of your excitement. That’s not a bad thing. It’s not a good thing, either, but it’s not bad and it’s understandable. Something like that.”

	I guess so. Knowing I messed up still kind of stings even if it can be fixed.


“Just consider this whole universe to be early access. All you have to do is call something early access and it lets you get away with anything. Early access games, early access movies, early access books—anything. Call something early access then promise to fix it later and there’s no problem.”

	That’s… that’s right.
How come I didn’t think of it that way sooner?
Everything here is early access! The tower defense mechanics are early access! This universe is early access! Our entire series is early access! You’re early access!
If anybody ever complains about anything in a review, we can just ignore it with the excuse of, “well, what did they expect, this is an early access novel!”
EVERYTHING is early access \o/!



“I’m not early access.”

	Fine, you can be beta.


“Don’t call me a beta.”

	Oh? What’s wrong? Would you rather be called an alpha? But if I call you an alpha, that means you’re even more unfinished than a beta. You’re a beta boy, Drake.


“I’d rather be called neither. They both refer to toxic ideas regarding masculinity.”

	O-oh. You got all serious about it all of a sudden. It’s not like I actually believe that beta/alpha nonsense or anything.


“I think Vala can back me up on hearing that sort of stuff on the internet so frequently that it’s just tired at this point.”

	I—I guess so. Uh… we need to banter about something else to restore the mood to usual now. I wasn’t expecting to be suddenly thrown off with actual comments on social stuff. Another risk of being in early access…


“I have another suggestion if it could help at all, and I swear it’s not just to make life easier for us even if that’s what would happen.”

	What is it?


“I’m pretty sure I know what the supposed spoiler territory with the Viking axe leads to. So, why not make the first two tiers of towers not require any special materials, then make the third tier require one before spoiler territory?”

	So like, make it so that upgrading to the second tier of the warrior doesn’t require the Giant Cat Skull item or anything, but make upgrading to the third tier require it?


“Yeah. So upgrading to the second tiers will be easier, meaning that we can get one step closer to more girls faster, while also keeping the original plan for the third tier.”

	Hmm… yeah, that works. I can work with that. I guess that, for now… I’ll refund the Giant Cat Skulls you already used while letting you keep your evolved waifus. You’ll still have to upgrade the towers to their third tier, and you won’t get any extra waifu by doing it since you already have some, but upgrading will be easy since you’re getting the skulls back.


“Sounds fair to me.”

	Good. Can… can we banter now?


“Like how?”

	Like, me say something stupid and then you act outraged or something. Like if I offend a large group of people or something.


“That has to come naturally. We can’t just force it.”

	I guess. I’m going to have to look up some funny things to trigger good reactions from you for the next time. You better try to think of some, too, because I miss our stupid banters.


“Already going through withdrawal? And don’t worry, I already am.”

	Good, you better be.


After that, the three giant cat skulls used to upgrade Cami’s, Levi’s, and Delphi’s towers appeared on the ground outside of the expanding flower circle around Valkyria. The feather used to upgrade the archer tower appeared, too.

	So, before I really try my best to stay consistent and stuff… how about we rush things one more time?


I had a feeling that Window wouldn’t be able to resist. “Only if you promise not to rush things anymore after it,” I said.

	It’s fine, it’s fine. All I’m going to do is spawn you enough rocks and wood and stuff, and rush the upgrade time to the third tier, and that’s it.


“So, all I have to do is upgrade the towers?”

	Just one of them.


“Then… Cami helped me out today, so I guess I’ll upgrade hers first.”

Window changed from her normal self to her construction self.

	Knight Tower (Upgrade from Soldier Tower)
Difficulty Level: ★★★★
Upgrade Time: 5 hours (but instant this time!)
Required Materials: 500 gold coins, any type of stone (x200), Cat Fur Scraps (x70), Cat Bones (x50), Giant Cat Skull
Durability: 100%
Special Ability: Rallying Howl!
Waifu Unlock!
A tower that hosts brave knights who are armored with durable armor and equipped with sharp weapons to defeat any and all invaders!



“I don’t really understand the ‘difficulty level’ thing. I mean, I guess I understand the intention of it, but the scaling seems weird and the whole thing is kind of pointless,” I said before hitting the button to upgrade the tower.

	What are you? A critic now? You already gave me advice.


“That doesn’t mean there isn’t more advice to be given!”

	I only care about advice when I want it.


“I’m leaving a bad review on your game for being a developer who doesn’t listen to her audience!”

	I’ll sue you for slander.


“You can’t sue somebody for slander just because they leave you a negative review!”

	But wouldn’t that be great? Just imagine, anybody who gives us a negative review gets sued for all they’re worth. Let’s see how many cowards are still brave enough to leave negative reviews after that.


“You’re a horrible informational status window.”

	Yeah, yeah. Go look at your new tower instead of complaining to me about me.


I was never going to not do that last part, but I still looked over to where Cami’s tower was. Fortunately, some mysterious spotlights floated around in the air to shine light onto it so that we could all see the change despite how dark it was getting outside.

Finally, the tower actually looked like a tower. It gained another floor in height so that it was now three stories tall, had a silver trim around the edges, and a couple of swords crossed behind a shield above the doggy door entrances. Furthermore, the dogs of the tower ran out to show off their stuff, revealing that they now each had on proper, steel armor with shields strapped to their sides as they held bigger and better swords within their mouths.

	And now that you’ve upgraded that tower to the third tier, and you have the Viking axe… maybe you should look at the upgrade option for it again.


I already knew where this was going—spoiler territory. Yet, even though I knew what was about to happen thanks to playing tower defense games before, I was still excited.

So, I did as Window suggested.

	Viking Tower (Upgrade from Knight Tower)
Difficulty Level: ★★★★★
Upgrade Time: 10 hours
Required Materials: 1000 gold coins, any type of stone (x250), any type of wood (x200), Tough Cat Hides (x50), Hard Cat Bones (x25), Viking Axe
Durability: 100%
Special Ability: Martial Trance!
Waifu Class Change!
A tower home to fearsome Viking dogs whose thirst for battle will secure them any victory on the battlefield! These dogs strip away their armor to wield heavy and powerful axes, gaining a great increase to attack while sacrificing defense.



“I see,” I said. It was exactly as I expected it to be. The Viking axe unlocked a specialization for the warrior tower that was available after reaching the third tier. Following traditional tower defense logic, there would be other specializations available, too. This one was the typical specialization that increased damage while lowering survivability.

And because Cami’s tower was the only one immediately eligible for this upgrade…

I was going to turn Cami into a Viking.

She really didn’t seem like the type to fit that theme at all, but I couldn’t resist going for it anyways.

It was time to hurry and do some late-night stone gathering and woodchopping.


Chapter Nine

It was late and I may have been tired, but I was determined to gather all the necessary materials required for upgrading Cami’s tower before going to sleep. That way, I could wake up in the morning to her tower being complete.

I had Delphi and Lavi help me out with the gathering. Cami got to stay back to play games with Vala since she was the one who secured victory in the earlier battle. I would have had Vala join us in gathering resources… but that would have required taking Vala away from her gaming time, and it would have left Cami alone.

So, it was me, Delphi, and Lavi. The three of us gathered all the required resources within a couple of hours. Window was there, too, to help illuminate the area since it got dark pretty quickly. She helped by giving herself a couple of circles on her body that served as headlights in the dark.

Once that was done, we returned to the towers and I gathered all the resources close together. All it took after that was one confirmation to begin the upgrade of Cami’s tower. Afterward, it was time to sleep, but I was stopped from actually going to go lie down where Delphi, Lavi, and Delphi were.

And I was stopped by none other than the girl whose tower I just began the upgrade of.

“Yo, Master,” Cami said, holding onto my wrist from the side.

“Yo, Cami,” I replied. “I didn’t even see you there.”

“Being small makes me sneaky.”

“Apparently. What’s up? I thought you’d be resting with the others already.”

She shook her head. “You still owe me neck touches tonight.”

“Ri-right. I do.”

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to. You seem hesitant.”

“It’s not—it’s not that I’m hesitant. I guess that uh… I’m just not really used to somebody being as bold as you.”

“I can act less bold.”

“No. I don’t want you acting how you’re not. I’m ordering you to continue being yourself.”

“I can do that.”

“Good girl. Anyways, so—”

“Inside.” That was all she said before leading me by my wrist into the house. Next thing I knew, she took me right into the bedroom that I shared with Vala and stopped in front of the bed.

We hadn’t been using the bed so that we could all sleep together outside on the grass, which was really extremely comfortable all on its own, but now I was alone in the bedroom with Cami.

Part of me felt guilty about it. The house that was originally only meant for me and Vala—now another woman brought me into the bedroom.

“Master suggested this,” Cami said.

“You mean Vala?” I asked.

“Yeah. She said we can have private time together in here.”

I no longer felt guilty about it. Instead, I looked out the window to where the other women were. Surely enough, Vala was out on the grass being sandwiched between Delphi and Lavi, and she couldn’t have looked any happier about it. Her grin was obvious even from the window of our bedroom.

“I guess that if we’re all together, this isn’t just me and Vala’s house. It belongs to all of us,” I said.

“My house, too?” Cami asked.

“Yeah. Your house, too.”

“Does this mean I’m allowed on the bed?”

“You’d be allowed even if it wasn’t your house. Wait, if you’re asking me that, then does this mean you brought me up here without even thinking of using the bed?”

“Yeah. Master—she said we can use the bedroom. She didn’t say we can use the bed.”

“I think that it’s safe to assume that use of the bed was implied with use of the bedroom.”

“Are you sure?” Her tail wagged rather fast as she asked.

“I’m sure. Get on the bed, Cami.”

Her tail sped up even more as she let go of my wrist to jump up onto the bed, immediately spreading herself out across it while rubbing her face into the sheets. “Mm… it smells like Masters.”

“Is that a good thing or a bad thing?” I was pretty sure I knew the answer going by just how fast her tail was wagging.

“Good.”

I thought that we were supposed to be doing some potentially lewd things together or something, but Cami seemed perfectly content to roll around on the bed while nuzzling her face against the pillows. The sight was adorable, though, so I had no problem watching her.

Then she stopped and stared straight at me.

“Bed,” she said while hugging a pillow against her chest that also covered up the lower half of her face.

“Want me to join you?” I asked.

Cami nodded and scooted backward to make some more space for me.

“Well, first, let me get out of this. I don’t want to get dirt all over the bed,” I said before taking off some of my armor. I had no problem keeping it on when sleeping outside since it was basically just leather with comfortable fur attached to it, and who cared if I got grass dirty? But, inside, I didn’t want to get any dirt on the sheets or anything like that. So, I stripped myself down until all I had left was what I had around my waist.

Somehow, stripping down to almost being in the nude was easier to do than just being alone with Cami.

And I wasn’t the only one who found it easy to strip down, apparently.

“Oh. Yeah,” Cami said, hopping off of the bed to do the same that I just did. The next thing I knew, she dropped her armor to the floor, lifted her dress up and over her head, and then slid down her thigh highs. All this left her in was simple lingerie that matched her pink hair.

I already knew that she was petite, but seeing her without her armor and dress really got the point across that she was tiny. Her body was still that of an adult’s—just, a very small adult’s. If she looked any more petite than she did then I would have been worried about her being underweight and needing hundreds of dog-safe chocolates to eat. But instead, even as small as she was, she still looked soft and healthy rather than bony and sickly or anything like that.

While I admired her body, Cami looked down at her chest and held her hands in front of it before sighing.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“It’s not fair,” she answered.

“What’s not?”

“This.” She grabbed her chest and gave it a small squeeze. “I’m the smallest.”

“If it really bothers you, Window could probably fix that for you.”

“No,” she said with a shake of her head. “That’s the easy way out. I’ll drink lots of milk.”

“That’s respectable. It makes you a hard worker, but… I’m not sure that drinking milk will help.”

“The internet said that drinking milk helps boobs grow.”

“You can’t trust everything that the internet says.”

“It’s worth trying.”

“It’s probably—well, this is a universe where nothing has to make sense, so I guess that it is worth trying.”

“Yeah. Neck touching time.”

“Is—is that all you want? Just neck touching?”

Cami nodded her head. “What else would I want?”

“Just wanted to make sure.” Of course, there were multiple, specific answers I could have given her regarding things that we could do, but she seemed like she genuinely only wanted neck touching. If that was the case, then I was happy to touch her neck as much as she wanted.

“Oh, I forgot to ask. What’s this for?” She tugged at the sheets of the bed.

“They’re the bedsheets. You get under them for extra warmth. Everything that you learned, and you never learned what bedsheets are?”

“I had a dog bed in the tower and slept on the grass after getting this body. I don’t know how to bed.”

“You… you don’t know how to bed?” I almost laughed but managed to hold it back.

Cami nodded. “Beds are confusing.”

“I promise you that they’re not as confusing as you might think they are. Look.” I pulled back the sheets and then patted the mattress. “Lie down here.”

“Why would I lie?”

“Because you—wait, what do you think I mean when I say to lie?”

“Telling the opposite of the truth.”

“Cami… you use lie when you’re the one lying down. You use lay for when something else is being laid down. You lay the pillow down. You lie down.”

“I thought beds were confusing…”

Normally, that would have been when I’d shout something like, “Neither of these are confusing!” but I was with Cami, not Window nor Vala. I didn’t know how she’d react if I suddenly brought out the straight man act of shouting at how absurd she was being, even if I was incredibly tempted to do it.

So, instead, I stood there next to the bed and gave her a serious lesson on how to use lay and lie. While being mostly naked. While she was mostly naked. At night. Alone and in a private bedroom.

Given that I seriously gave her a grammar lesson despite all of the previously mentioned factors, I realized that there may have been some truth in Window still calling me a virgin. Who else other than a virgin would give a borderline-naked girl a grammar lesson? A non-virgin virgin would.

“Now, Cami, what are you going to do?” I asked her.

“I’m going to lie down,” Cami answered. “Did I say it right?”

“Yes. Good job.”

“Yay.”

“Now, actually lie down.”

“Got it.”

Finally, Cami crawled back onto the bed and allowed me to cover her up with the sheets. Her back may have been pinning her tail down partially, but I could still tell that it was wagging from the way that some of the sheets occasionally got pushed upward.

I got into the bed next to her after that.

“What now?” Cami asked.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“What do you do in a bed?”

“You… you do the same thing that we do when we sleep out on the grass.”

“Sounds confusing.”

“It’s — it’s really not that confusing.” I started to break. Cami was really trying to bring out the straight man in me.

“Beds don’t make sense.”

“They… make perfect sense, Cami. What part do you need me to explain?”

“Everything.”

“Give me—give me a starting point.”

“Where do they come from?”

“Bed manufacturers.”

“Where do those come from?”

I couldn’t hold it back any longer. “Just how basic do you want me to get?! Do I need to start with the beginning of the universe?!”

I immediately realized the mistake that I made after shouting my response at her. When I looked to how she reacted to my usual role, though, all I saw was a smile. “I order you to keep being yourself,” she said.

“Wait… don’t tell me that you actually completely understand beds.”

“I even know how pillow fights work.”

“Did you even know the difference between lie and lay?”

“No. That actually is confusing.”

“Alright, good. So, I didn’t explain all of that for nothing. Anyways… what do you mean you order me to keep being myself? I have been.”

“I want you to act like you do around Master and Window. You don’t have to be careful around me.”

“I didn’t think I was treating you any different, really. It’s just—you know. People act differently depending on who they’re with. I don’t treat Vala and Window the same, either.”

“Then… am I boring?”

“What? Why would you ask that?”

“Because you don’t laugh and smile as much with me.”

“Just because I don’t have the same banter with you as I do with them doesn’t mean that I think you’re boring. Our relationship is different than my relationship with them, but that doesn’t mean I like you less or that I like them more.”

“It’s okay if I’m not funny and talk like this?”

I could tell that Cami actually was bothered, so I tried to alleviate her concerns by bringing one of my hands up to her neck to rest against it. “You’re not boring. You have your funny moments just like everybody else. And I like the way you talk.”

“Promise?”

“What kind of man would ever lie to one of his pets?”

I realized just how wrong that might have sounded right after it left my lips. But before I could correct what I said, I noticed that it made Cami smile and press her neck against my hand.

“Master was right. She told me I was worrying too much,” Cami said. “Best masters ever.”

I traced the tips of my fingers against the side of her neck. “Yeah, she was right. Don’t worry too much. Wait, does this mean you were also joking about the milk thing?”

“I wouldn’t joke about that.”

“You… know that it’s probably impossible, right?”

“Still worth a try.”

“Well, I’ll see if I can get you milk somehow. Maybe Window will be kind enough to give us a cow or something that we can milk for daily—well, milk.”

“Maybe. Hey, Master.”

“Yeah, Cami?”

“I was joking about something else.”

“And what would that be?”

“I joked about only wanting neck touches and not knowing about what else to want.”

“Is… is that so?”

Cami nodded, her eyes never not staring into my own as we talked.

She may have been the smallest of the “sisters,” but she had the most boldness when it came to lewd things.

The next morning, I woke up to the sound of giggling coming from next to me. The source of this giggling was none other than Vala once I opened my eyes to see who it was.

“I wonder what you have on under the blankets,” Vala teased as she held up the piece of clothing that was previously around my waist, tossed to the floor during the night. “Have fun?”

Admittedly, I blushed a little before snatching the cloth out from Vala’s hands to slip it back on underneath the blankets. “Never would’ve imagined waking up to being teased about sleeping with another woman by my own girlfriend.”

“I want all the juicy details later.”

“You know, you could’ve joined us if you’re so interested.”

“He-hey… hearing about it is a lot easier than actually doing it… and Cami wanted alone time with you!”

“Yeah, yeah.” Speaking of Cami, I turned to look at her just in time to see that she was also awake now. More importantly, she had the blankets lifted up so that she could look down at her chest.

Cami sighed before lowering the blankets back onto her. “It didn’t work…”

“Even if it did work, I don’t think the change would be instant.”

“Worrying about it is too confusing. I’m going back to fighting cats instead.”

“That’s fair. Speaking of fighting, your tower should be ready, and then we can test out its upgrade in the next battle. Sound good?”

“Yeah.”

“Oh!” Vala interjected. “Can I fight with her today?”

“Wait… Vala, you actually want to fight instead of lazing around with your games?”

“Yeah!”

“Who are you and what have you done with the real Vala?”

“Pffftssshhhh. I have my reasons.”

“Well, I’m not going to complain if you want to tag in so that I can take a break from fighting.”

“Sweet. Now, go wait outside so that I can help Cami get dressed.”

“I don’t think that she really needs any—”

“Drake,” Vala said, placing a hand on my shoulder, “you had your alone time with her. It’s time for me and Cami to have some morning alone time.”

“Oh. That’s what you want. You know, you’re welcome to be this bold with me, too.”

“Li-listen… it’s harder being like that with you. I know how girls work, I don’t know how guys work.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said and leaned up, placing a hand on Vala’s shoulder. “Have fun. I’ll be waiting outside at the tower.”

“We’ll be out there soon! Well, maybe not too soon.”

“Don’t keep me waiting forever, you degenerate dragon.”

“Hehe, no promises!”


Chapter Ten

It took nearly an hour for Vala and Cami to come out of the house. The tower upgrade was already finished and the construction crew was waiting around for them to get to the grand reveal.

I actually ended up bonding with the construction crew a little while waiting. As it would turn out, the beavers really enjoyed card games. We sat around the outdoor table to play various games using the cards that the lead construction beaver had brought with her.

But one beaver in particular stood out among the rest of them: the forewoman. She easily destroyed every single one of us time after time. It was impossible to beat her.

“Seriously, I’m starting to think that you’re cheating,” I told her.

None of the beavers seemed capable of talking. If they could, they refused to do so. That was why the forewoman replied to me with her small, furry arms crossed over her chest and an incredibly smug smile on her face. I didn’t even know that beavers could look smug, but she definitely made herself look as smug as a beaver possibly could.

Then she made a beckoning motion with one of her hands.

With a heavy sigh, I pushed forward the gold coins that I had on the table to add to the forewoman’s overwhelming pile.

I never knew that a beaver could look so happy, either. Every single gold coin that was added to the forewoman’s growing pile of money made her look happier and happier.

But as I saw that pile grow larger and larger, I felt more and more motivated to put the beaver in her place and win it all back.

“Window, I want to go all in,” I said. Window was having enough entertainment watching our games that she was willing to teleport my gold coins onto the table for me.

	Okay. You’re all in.


I looked at the table and saw no new coins sitting atop it. “This is serious, Window. I have to win everything back. I’m not going to let some smug beaver walk away with everything.”

	I am being serious.


“I really don’t like this implication, Window. When I look over to the loot pile, I’m going to see all the gold coins still sitting there with everything else and realize that you’re just screwing with me, right?”

	Yeah. That’s exactly what you’re going to see. Why don’t you test out your theory and look over there?


I felt a bead of sweat roll down my forehead. I tried to turn my head to look, but couldn’t. “I’m scared, Window.”

	Admitting you have a problem is the first step toward recovery, Drake. Turn and look.


I couldn’t help but to gulp as I turned around to look at the pile. There was stone, wood, various other rewards from the battles so far, but… not a single gold coin left anywhere over there. “I—I gambled all of our gold?”

	Every. Last. Coin. You kept on acting like “lol its k ive got this” and “this beaver wont win more than twice in a row lel” and “whats the worst that could possibly happen by betting all of my money roflrofl” and now here we are. Broke. You’re lucky that you don’t have to pay any rent nor bills. You have a gambling addiction. It’s time to stop.


“I… you… I think you’re right. I just—I couldn’t stand the thought of letting some smug little beaver beat me over and over again.”

And when I looked across the table, that smug little beaver was still sitting there looking even more smuggier than before.

Seeing that smug beaver made me realize something.

I could not resolve myself to defeat.

Sure, I might have been out of money at the moment, but I wasn’t going to be out of money forever! After the day’s battle, I would have more to try and get my revenge with!

“So, this is how it’s going to be,” I said. “Seems like I have myself a new rival. Does my rival have a name?”

	HOW DID YOU GO FROM THINKING I MIGHT BE RIGHT TO COMPLETELY TURNING AROUND AND DIVING INTO DEEPER INTO YOUR ADDICTION WITHIN A FEW SECONDS?


The beaver smiled, reached into one of her pockets, and pulled out a small name tag that she slapped onto the chest of her yellow vest.

Tabitha. That was the name on the name tag. Tabitha, the construction beaver forewoman who stole all my money.

My rival.

The conflict with the cat queen was nothing compared to my new rivalry with Tabitha. Surely enough, one day, I was going to put Tabitha in her place and assert my dominance over the world of card games. I would take every single last coin to her name.

It was all going to be—

	You know that no matter how much you try to hype yourself up to beat her, it’s never going to happen, right?


“Believe in the heart of the cards, Window,” I said.

	I don’t even believe in you. How am I supposed to believe in cards? Actually, it makes sense. Cards are a million times more believable and trustworthy than you.


“Are you looking to be used as a space shuttle again? Because I can try my best to throw you beyond the sky again.”

	Please, as if you could ever throw me that—
HAH!
YOU THOUGHT YOU’D GRAB ME WHILE I WAS TALKING, DIDN’T YOU? YEAH, BUT YOU JUST FAILED.
OH, OH—OH!
NOPE!
FAIL AGAIN.
I’VE GOTTEN BETTER AT PAYING ATTENTION TO DODGING YOU WHILE TALKING. YOU WON’T BE ABLE TO TAKE ADVANTAGE OF ME BEING DISTRACTED ANYMORE, YOU HORRIBLE NON-VIRGIN VIRGIN GAMBLING ADDICT.



The day was only getting worse and worse. It started off so great by waking up to Vala after having a night of fun with Cami, but then I lost all of my money in card games, and then I looked like a complete fool jumping around trying to grab onto Window only to fail again and again.

I wouldn’t even be able to take my losses out on the cats later because Vala wanted to fight today, and I also planned on having Cami fight to show off her new upgrade, so there wouldn’t be any room for me on the battlefield.

All I could do was press my head against the ground while on my knees. I wanted to grab something to clench within my fists, such as the grass, but I would never purposely hurt any plant. Grass included.

Then I thought of something.

It was something that I used to dream about but never thought of making a reality.

Opening a nursery.

If I could grow and sell plants and flowers, then I could do what I love while also making money to use against my rival.

“Window, it’s time to start a business. I need to sell flowers,” I said.

	I don’t think there’s anybody here who’d be willing to buy them from you. Besides, would you really make your girlfriends buy flowers from you?


“That’s… a good point. What if the cats want to buy them? Or the other dogs? Or the bees?”

	And what money are they going to buy flowers with?


“Right. Then what about… if we sell the flowers to the people in my old town?”

	The government, conspiracy theorists, and plant addicts would wonder how some random guy is selling a bunch of never-before-seen flowers that shouldn’t even exist. Unless you only plan on growing and selling normal stuff, in which case you would have too much competition for it to be worth it, probably. Also, portals aren’t that easy to work with, you know. It’s a lot of work, even if Vala doesn’t show it. It’s even harder than creating a pocket universe.


“That makes no sense but nothing does so I won’t question it. Wait, what about the cat queen? She’s always making portals, isn’t she?”

	Yeah, but they’re portals connecting one part of this world to another part of this world. It’s nowhere near as complex as, you know, basically connecting two entirely different universes to each other.


“It was worth a try.”

	Seeing as how you want to use this potential business of yours to fuel your gambling addiction, no. It really isn’t worth a try nor was it ever worth a try. There is nothing worthwhile regarding any of this. This has been completely and utterly worthless with no hope of ever being anything but.


“I want to restart this day. I want to restart it so that I stay in bed with Cami, pull Vala into it, and never leave.”

“Why? What’s up?” Vala asked, her voice coming from directly behind me. “And why do you sound so depressed? Is Window bullying you?”

“She is. One hundred percent. She’s being cruel and mercilessly mocking me and making me regret ever existing in the first place.”

	WOW OKAY JUST GOING TO LIE LIKE THAT
VALA I HAVEN’T DONE ANYTHING THAT I DON’T ALWAYS DO



“But you always try to bully him, so aren’t you admitting to doing it?”

	Crap. You’re right.


“Drake, want me to freeze her in place so you can grab her and throw her into the sky?”

All I could do was look up at Vala with borderline tears in my eyes. “You’re not a dragon, Vala. You’re an angel.”

“It’s—it’s kind of embarrassing when you say something like that… anyways, I froze her for you.”

I immediately got up and looked at Window.

	Ea-easy now. Let’s not do anything that we’re going to regre—AHHHHHHHHHHH


“Alright, all better. Thanks, Vala,” I said after watching Window go flying into the sky. “Have fun with Cami?”

“Hehe, it’s my job to cheer you up when you’re down! And yeah!” Vala answered.

“Where’d she go?”

“She went over to the tower already.”

“So, finally ready for the grand reveal.”

“Mhm!”

I looked over to Cami’s tower. Delphi and Lavi had been sitting down in front of it with their tails wagging in anticipation all morning, and that was where they were still sitting. In fact, their tails wagged even faster now. That must have been from seeing Cami slip under the cover hiding the result of the upgrade.

“Let’s head over there then. Tabitha,” I paused to look at the smug beaver still sitting at the table looking over all of her new coins, “I’m going to get my revenge. Maybe not today, but eventually.”

Tabitha shooed me away so that she could continue focusing on her winnings. I felt emasculated as a rival. She didn’t even look at me. All she did was keep her eyes locked on those shiny gold coins as she waved a hand at me to get me to go away.

I wasn’t going to let Vala’s attempt at cheering me up go to waste, however, so I swallowed my pride and walked away to join Delphi and Lavi at the tower.

Once Vala and I were over there as well, the beavers that were waiting for us all to gather around jumped up and celebrated. Not every single one of the beavers played cards with me and Tabitha, so quite a few of them sat around waiting for the revealing of the tower with nothing better to do.

So far, all I could see was that the tower was another story higher. It also seemed like there might have been something sticking up at the corners of the roof that pushed the construction tent up a bit more. At the very least, the tower finally looked like an actual tower instead of like a house or a tall house.

“Master!” Delphi cheered. “You’re finally here! We’ve been waiting all morning!”

“Come on, let’s hurry up and open it!” Lavi shouted.

“Yeah, let’s do it! We’ve been waiting!” Vala joined in.

“Hey, you know that we’ve been waiting on you, right?” I asked the angelic dragon.

“Don’t worry about the fine details.”

	If you get into another bantering session then it’s going to take even longer to reveal the tower.


“Oh, you’re back already,” I said to Window. “Wait… is that… some kind of tentacle on you?” On top of Window’s body was a small, wiggling tentacle that looked like it was cut off from whatever it belonged to before.

	Oh. Yeah. That. This is what happens when you throw informational status windows into space, Drake. They end up crashing into aliens.


“Wait, wait wait. Aliens? There are aliens in this universe?”

	Is that really a surprise to you?


“And they have tentacles?”

	Are there any other aliens worth existing?


“That’s a fair point, I guess? Anyways, let’s get on with the reveal before the beavers boycott working for us anymore.”

The beavers took that as the cue to finally pull the tower’s cover away.

Standing before us was a tower both familiar and different.

“Ooh!” Delphi and Vala gasped when they saw it.

“That’s so cool!” Lavi shouted.

As for what stood before us—Cami’s tower gained another story in height, but that was the smallest of changes. Well, technically, it was the biggest, but the smallest in importance. From bottom to top, brutal-looking Viking axes replaced the swords that decorated the wall above the entrance to the tower. What looked like fur blankets made from the cats decorated the walls and hung down in the entrances to replace the doors that used to be there. Up above, the tower looked more wooden now despite being made mostly of stone, and flaming torches stuck out from the walls to give the tower a very tribal look. At the top of the tower, each corner of the roof featured mighty spikes sticking up from them.

And then the blankets hanging in the entrances were pushed out of the way to reveal those who called the tower home.

First came the dogs themselves. No longer were they little soldier dogs wearing metal armor with swords in their mouths. Now, they all wore fur and leather armor, wielded powerful axes between their fangs, and… they grew beards. Not only did they grow beards, but their beards were all braided.

They were also the size of fully grown dogs now—or rather, they were more like the size of wolves. The cute little dogs could no longer be called cute nor little. They were badass and huge.

Though, as if to alleviate me thinking that there were no more cute dogs, out came a small pack of dogs with their medical stretchers. Those dogs were still small and cute like before, and they were the ones who always came out to help the dogs whenever one of them got defeated during a battle.

But there was no Cami in sight after seeing them.

“Where’s Cami?” I asked. “The rest got to show off, so shouldn’t it be her turn?”

We all looked around at each other in confusion.

“I’ll go look inside,” Vala said.

The dogs moved out of the way for Vala to go and peek her head into the tower and, when she did, we all heard a loud, excited squeak come from her.

“Drake! You have to come look at her! She’s adorable!” Vala shouted before proceeding to squeak and giggle some more.

It seemed like I was going to have to go in instead of waiting for her to come out to us.


Chapter Eleven

Unfortunately, when we tried to actually go into the tower to see Cami, Vala stopped us by standing in the doorway and peeking her head out through the leather draping over it. “I don’t know if I want to share how cute she is,” she said.

“She’s so cute that she’s making you want to keep her all to yourself? I mean,” I paused to look at Delphi and Lavi, “aren’t they all like that by default? Window is the only exception.”

	Oi.


“Ye-yeah! Oi! I’m… I’m not cute,” Lavi spoke up.

“Master thinks we’re cute!” Delphi cheered.

While Lavi and Delphi may have had different verbal reactions, their physical reactions were the same as each of their tails wagged with fervor.

I poked my finger into Vala’s forehead. “Don’t hog Cami all to yourself.”

“Says the one who spent a whole night hogging her with your hog,” Vala replied with a smirk on her face.

“With… with my hog?”

“Yeah. You know. Because hogs are pigs, pigs have meat, meat can be used to refer to…”

“I’ve never heard anybody call it a hog before.”

“We-well, they used to back in my day?”

“It sounds like you’re trying to convince yourself more than you’re trying to convince me.”

“But they did! I… think. It was a long time ago.”

“You sound like a grandma with memory issues.”

“Please don’t call me a grandma…”

“Alright, lizard.”

“Don’t call me a lizard, either!”

“Alright, grandma lizard.”

“That’s even worse!”

“I’ll never call you either of those ever again if you let us see Cami.”

“Fine! Deal! Just… don’t make me remember how old I am anymore… a-and don’t call me a lizard.” Vala turned around and whispered something inside of the tower, but I wasn’t actually able to tell what was being said. All I could tell was that Cami and Vala were whispering back and forth about something before I heard them approach the entrance.

I backed away to join Lavi and Delphi, where Delphi was still fangirling over being called cute as Lavi muttered to herself about how she’s not cute.

	I still have complaints about what you said earlier.


“This is Cami time, not Window time,” I said.

	I mean, what else are you going to do while waiting for them to come out here? Stand here and be boring? Not take up page space to extend the length of the chapter to just… get right to the point? Who would do that? Besides, stuff like this is the best when you hold it back for as long as possible to tease it.


“Alright. I’ll hold back saying anything even slightly nice about you for as long as possible, which means forever.”

	Seriously, why are you the way that you are? Like, who made you this way? What kind of person would make you so cruel and sadistic to an innocent, pure, wholesome, informational status window? What have I done to deserve any of this?


“Exist.”

	die.


“Alright!” Vala shouted. “Here we—Cami, you have to actually come out.”

“But… it’s embarrassing,” Cami said from behind the leather.

“But you’re so cute!”

Vala reached back into the tower to grab Cami and try to pull her out. Slowly, inch by inch, she succeeded in pulling out the shy Cami from her tower.

And I was instantly able to understand both Vala’s and Cami’s reactions. One, Cami was beyond cute. Two, I would never want to be seen wearing anything like what Cami was wearing.

The best way to explain her outfit would be to take a badass, barbarian Viking sort of warrior and go halfway to turning her outfit into a revealing Halloween costume. I almost wanted to compare her new “armor” to that of bikini armor, but it wasn’t quite bikini-tier. At the very least, her waist and thighs were covered up with leather wraps and simple, metal armor, but the new open, fur vest that she had to wear left her chest and abdomen exposed. The two front sides of the vest came down to hang over most of her breasts so that nothing too private was visible, but there wasn’t any bra on underneath. Just a little bit of movement could expose her.

Or so I thought.

“Cami, show off the feature built into it!” Vala said.

“Do… I have to?” Cami asked.

“Come on! It’s great!”

With a surprise hint of red on Cami’s cheeks, she leaned her body to the left which should have been enough to expose at least her left breast. After all, physics demanded that the loose, left side of the vest she wore should have hung with the gravity away from her chest.

And it did, but…

“Wait, what just happened? Weren’t we standing over there?” I asked.

Suddenly, we were all moved more to the right so that even though Cami’s chest should have been more exposed, we weren’t able to see anything.

“Her new look comes with built-in convenient-camera-perspective protection!” Vala explained. “You know, like how no matter how lewd somebody’s outfit might be in an anime, the camera is always in just the right position to never show anything not allowed on television? That’s what’s happening here! Except our eyes are the cameras, so our eyes have to teleport to always be in the right position to never show anything lewd, and our bodies get brought along with the teleportation. All we get to see is fanservice without any actual nudity so we don’t get an eighteen-plus rating.” Vala gave us a thumbs-up after her explanation. “Even in the middle of fighting, nobody will ever get to see anything because their eyes will always be teleported to convenient positions! Or… inconvenient, depending on how you… look at it.”

	Never mind, Drake. I don’t want you to die. I want you to survive so that you can suffer from such puns while I die so that I don’t have to suffer from them.


Vala looked exceptionally proud of herself as Cami stood back up straight.

“Nice one,” I told Vala. “And you look great, Cami. But, if your outfit teleports people to positions so that they never see any nudity, what about when you’re in a fight surrounded by enemies?”

Cami looked at Vala.

Vala looked at Window.

	(insert sighing emoji here)
Don’t question it. That’s the answer. Don’t try to make sense of it, either. Don’t even expect this whole teleportation thing to ever be brought up again or used in any sort of clever way.



“That’s about what I expected,” I said.

Aside from Cami’s outfit, there was one more thing that stood out… and it was the massive axe strapped to her back. Or rather, it wasn’t really strapped to her back. It hung from her back in the same way that oversized weapons in games, especially MMORPGs, usually did. And by that, I mean the axe was basically floating directly behind her back as closely as it could to her body to make it look connected to her. There was no sheath nor straps nor anything else actually connecting it to her back.

Once I was done checking out all of Cami’s new changes, Delphi and Lavi finally joined in.

Delphi, of course, basically tackle-hugged Cami. “You’re so cute! I had no idea my little sister could get even cuter!” Delphi ended up pulling Cami’s head against the top of her chest, stroking her hair and giving the top of her head no short amount of pats.

It was subtle, but I could tell that Cami was dying on the inside from being pressed against Delphi’s chest.

“Lookin’ real cool, lil sis,” Lavi said. “I can’t wait to get my own upgrade that turns me into a badass dark knight. Then we can be cool together.” She turned to look at me. “Oi, Master, when do I get my upgrade?”

All I could do was shrug. “I’m just ‘playing’ in this world. Vala and Window are the ones in control of all of that.”

Lavi looked at Vala.

“Ask Window. I gave Window control over all that stuff,” Vala explained.

Lavi looked at Window.

	It happens when it happens.


“But when does it happen?” Lavi asked.

	When it happens.


“I’m… not sure I’m understanding.”

I gave Lavi a pat on her shoulder and said, “Window is trying to tell you that she has no idea when it happens.”

	No, I’m trying to tell you that it would be a spoiler to say when it happens, so just be patient and wait for it without spoilers like everybody else.


“See? She has no idea.”

“I see. I’ll have to learn how to translate her from you sometime, Master,” Lavi said.

	???????????? HE ISN’T EVEN TRANSLATING ME PROPERLY???
THERE’S NOT EVEN ANYTHING TO TRANSLATE UNLESS WE’RE GETTING A JAPANESE ADAPTATION OR SOMETHING



“You see, Lavi,” I said, “now Window is trying to say, ‘I wish that I could be smart enough to properly plan things instead of winging them all the time. Unfortunately, I’m a misinformational status window who can’t even remember how to breathe most of the time.’”

“Is—is that so?” Lavi asked. “I see… it’s okay, Window. You’re trying your best.”

	DRAKE
SHE’S ACTUALLY FALLING FOR IT
STOP
AND DID YOU SERIOUSLY PLAY ON WHAT I CALL MYSELF BY CALLING ME A MISINFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW?



“Now,” I continued, “she’s saying how much she loves me. She usually goes through this confession routine several times an hour where she does her best to seduce me by talking about how much she loves me and wishes to dedicate her entire existence to me.”

“Oh, so she’s like us! I see. I think us sisters can relate to you better now, Window,” Lavi said.

“Wait, what does that mean?”

“She wants to dedicate herself to you, just like we do. Well, to you and our other master. Since we… you know, love you guys and all that stuff.”

“Ri-right.”

Even though the answer may have been obvious, it still flustered me to hear it. Especially from Lavi who wasn’t exactly the type to go around talking about love. It completely betrayed her cool and edgy persona, yet she apparently had almost no difficulty in talking about love.

	sigh
I try to scold you and then you get the reward of a cute dog girl talking about how she loves you and wants to dedicate her existence to you. Why does everything have to work out in your favor? What are you, an anime protagonist?



Before I could reply to Window, Vala showed a rare burst of initiative by shouting, “Alright! We’re ready for the battle!”

“Seriously?” I asked her. “I mean, I know you said earlier that you want to fight with Cami today, but you’re already ready to do it? This early?”

“Yeah!”

“Is something wrong with you? Are you feeling sick? Are you an imposter taking the real Vala’s place?”

“Hehe, nope. I just want to play today. Like… consider me a super powerful character who has a really long cooldown timer on how often you can use me in fights. And my cooldown timer is spent playing vidya.”

“So, you’re only going to want to fight like once a week?”

“Something like that.”

“Well, if you’re up for it already, I don’t see why not. Window?”

	You’re lucky it’s Vala wanting this and not you.
Okay. Teleporting time.



And just like that, the scenery all around us changed to be replaced by… something that I never quite expected to see.

Take a cat tree and turn it into a giant castle.

That’s what now stood before us.

A royal castle that looked like a cat tree with a massive, green courtyard in front of us. Statues of mighty cats such as Conan and Catrir lined the path alongside various bushes that were perfectly trimmed to look like cats.

And then, standing on the balcony at the far end of the courtyard was none other that the queen of cats herself.

Except she was yawning, rubbing her eyes, wearing pajamas covered in cat paw prints, and she was holding her body pillow with me on it.

“Mmmnya? What’s going on?” the cat queen asked with a tired voice. Despite being so far away from us, we were able to hear her perfectly.

Of course, after blinking for a few moments, she looked straight at us and realized what was going on.

She immediately hid the body pillow behind her when she noticed us. “A-ah… nyahaha… I… have to… be right back.”

And just like that, she vanished beyond the doorway behind her.

“Think maybe we should tell her we’ll come back later?” Vala asked.

“This looks like an invasion, and invasions don’t wait for the defenders to be ready,” I answered.

“But they always wait for us when we’re the defenders.”

“Cats don’t get equal rights.”

“What happened to being obsessed with their fluff?”

“Their fluff gets equal rights. Their bodies and spirits do not.”

Interrupting Vala and I talking, we could hear a certain cat queen shouting from within the castle.

“Window! You were supposed to give me a warning! I was supposed to meet them all dressed up and—and—nya! Why didn’t you wake me up earlier?! My reveal was ruined! It… it doesn’t matter if he already saw me! This was supposed to be the first real reveal! I was supposed to be beautiful and royal and intimidating! Nobody’s going to take me seriously now, nya…”

“I… I kind of feel bad for her,” Vala said.

I shrugged. “I guess that I feel a bit bad for her ears and tail.”

“Drake, we can see through your tsun act. We know you actually feel bad.”

“It’s alright if we make it up to her later, isn’t it?”

“Hehehe. I knew it. You can take her out on a nice date once we conquer her castle.”

“You’re assuming that she’s going to be a part of our relationship.”

“I mean… isn’t it super obvious? You should basically assume every single girl with a humanoid body, or who gets a humanoid body, is gonna be a part of our harem. Except for Lake. Lake is retired and isn’t interested in that stuff.”

“Speaking of her, she really hasn’t done much other than drink and fish, has she?”

“What else do retired people do?”

“You wanted there to be unlockable skills and stuff, didn’t you? Why not give her a use and turn her into a skill trainer or something? I mean, she’s a sword and used to be used for fighting, so that sounds fitting for her.”

“Ooh… I like that, but I’d feel bad about giving her a job while she’s retired.”

“Just because she’s retired doesn’t mean that she gets to be a freeloader.”

“But… but isn’t that kinda the point of being retired?”

“Normally, but since when is this a world where things are normal?”

“Oh! That’s a good point. Okay, we’ll give her a job!”

Just as Vala and I finished talking, the cat queen returned to the balcony wearing her queenly gown, a crown that sat around one of her ears, and she wielded a royal scepter… that was basically one of those cat toys that was a stick with feathers on the end of it, except royal looking.

She still had red cheeks and looked like she was holding back tears as she sniffled, but she also looked like she was ready to try her best to be our enemy cat queen.

I really was going to have to make it up to her later.


Chapter Twelve

Before the battle could begin, I had to choose who to send on an exploration and where they would be going. Seeing as how my only real options were to send Delphi and Lavi, they were who I chose, but then I remembered something when it came to actually choosing where to send them.

“Wait. Window, didn’t they bring back a map piece or something the last time?” I asked.

	Wow. You’re finally bringing that up. I honestly expected you to completely forget about it.
And yes.



“I mean, I got new seeds to plant at the same time. Of course those were going to grab my attention more.”

	>_>


“Anyways, shouldn’t I have a new place to send them instead of just the forest?”

	You have to actually use the map piece.


“And how do I do that?”

	How do you use any map?


“By rolling it up and whacking misinformational status windows with it.”

	I know it’s useless to even ask this, but why are you the way that you are? Who hurt you? What sort of traumatic experience did you have to go through in order to become this way?


“I had to see you.”

	…


“…”

	……


“……”

	I hate you for how good of a burn that was. You win.


“I hate you too, Window. So, can you just teleport the map piece or something to me so that I can use it real quick?”

	Only because you just won that.


“Thanks, Window. You’re the best.”

While Window turned a darker shade of pink, the map piece retrieved from the last exploration that Delphi and Lavi went on appeared in the air in front of me. Upon looking at it, I saw what looked like our home base with dotted, red lines leading toward the forest. The forest itself had a little icon inside of it with trees, flowers, and the title “Overgrown Forest.” Now, beyond the forest, the rest of the map looked like it was filled in by the kind of “fog of war” that strategy games usually had. Over top this new fog of war was an interactable button with text on it that said, “Unlock Map Piece.”

I clicked the button.

The fog of war was pushed back, allowing the dotted, red line to grow and approach the new area that was uncovered. In the center of this uncovered part of the map was a new icon that looked the entrance to a cave. As soon as the line reached it, a title popped up for the icon that read, “Dank Cave,” and little, celebratory fireworks were fired off.

I took one look at the name before looking back up at Window. “I have a feeling you named it ‘dank’ for more than to just imply it’s cold and wet.”

	Heh. It’s a cave… full of dank memes. While also being cold and wet.


“Delphi, Lavi,” I said, placing a hand on each of their shoulders, “I’m sorry for where I’m about to send you. For your sakes, I hope that the memes aren’t too stale.”

“Oh! It’s okay, Master,” Delphi said. “I love mee-mees, so I’ll be fine!” Hearing her mispronounce memes made me want to cringe, but seeing her tail so happily wag prevented me from doing so. I didn’t even want to correct her with how happy she looked.

“Don’t worry about it,” Lavi said. “I’m an edgy meme pro. There’s no way that dank memes could defeat me.”

“Lavi,” I said, “give me an example of an edgy meme by your standards.”

“Stuff like censoring hands while they’re holding each other, ya know?”

It was just as I thought. Lavi’s idea of edginess was as innocent as could be.

I was also really, really happy that she wasn’t a pro at things like making edgy, original characters for games featuring hedgehogs that could run at supersonic speeds. With how much she liked to go on about darkness and demons and all that, there was always a chance she was one of those people.

	You’re insulting groups of people again.


“Oh no, what are they going to do? Send their OCs after me?” I asked.

	Pfffffffftttttttt. What if they do? What if you get chased down by Doctor BloodDeath, the standing hedgehog with black and crimson hair with a glowing blue eye and a giant reaper’s scythe who can travel through time and instantly kill anybody who he looks at?


“Woah… that sounds… so cool!” Lavi said with wide, excited eyes. “Is that a character from something?!”

	OH NO DRAKE WHAT HAVE I DONE I AM SO SORRY


I sighed and resisted the temptation to fling Window back into space. “Damn it, Window. I can’t only blame you, though. We’re both responsible for this. But the worst part is…”

	The worst part is…


We were completely in sync.

“If it makes her happy…”

	If it makes her happy…


“I want to support her making edgy OCs.”

	I want to support her making edgy OCs.


“It’s—it’s okay, Window. We can support each other through this.”

	I never thought I’d have to rely on your support… or give you support… but if it’s what will make her happy…


Lavi had no idea what was going on, which was better for her own good. So long as we prevented her from ever uploading any edgy creations of hers to the internet, we would be able to spare her from the harsh cruelty that awaited her OCs.

Now, so that Window and I could recover, I sent Delphi and Lavi to explore the newly unlocked part of the map.

“By the way, why was it called a map piece if all it did was show me a normal map that had parts to be uncovered?” I asked. “Map piece makes me think something more like… having to tape a bunch of pieces together, not just uncovering something on one big map.”

	Don’t question it.
BATTLE START TIME OK LET’S GO



And with that, as if Window was trying to move things along and was no longer patient enough to banter with me, I got teleported back to by my greenhouse while Vala and Cami were teleported onto the path leading toward it.

“Woah, that was sudden,” Vala said before looking back at me and waving. “Oh, and watching you and Window is really fun.”

Cami, standing next to her, nodded.

They were completely quiet during that whole ordeal, so I figured they must have been enjoying watching us.

Then I remembered something else—somebody else, rather. Somebody else who was awfully quiet during that entire exchange…

I looked up at the balcony the cat queen stood on.

Needless to say, she looked furious. For the first time in this world, I saw somebody whose cheeks were red not because of embarrassment or anything like that, but because of anger.

“H-how dare you keep me waiting for so long, nya!” the cat queen shouted at me. “After tolerating so much insubordinate behavior, you finally come to meet me, and you don’t even give me any attention! Hmph! I—I’ll show you! I’ll have my most elite cat warriors burn that pathetic little shack down to the ground!” She swung her scepter to point it straight at my green house.

“Hurt my green house more than by popping the hearts on its door and I will not only tear down your entire castle, but I’ll force you to act like a puppy and walk you around on a leash until you’re begging for forgiveness,” I threatened back at her. Admittedly, I probably took her threat a bit too seriously. But she targeted my greenhouse and that was unacceptable.

And now, that red of anger turned into a red of embarrassment as the cat queen took a step back with quivering lips. “A-as if you would have to force me to do that! I—I… I—I mean… wh-who would ever… who… there’s,” her voice turned soft as she brought her hands up to her cheeks, “no way I want to be your little pet, you baka-nya…”

“Aren’t tsunderes the best?” Vala asked me. “That’s why I love you so much, too!”

“I—I’m not a tsundere,” I answered, potentially with a bit of red on my cheeks. “And don’t just suddenly bring up love like that when I’m not prepared for it.”

Vala’s expression was a combination of smug and satisfaction.

“So tsun,” Cami said.

I looked at Cami and said, “I’m not tsu—”

“Enough!” the cat queen shouted. “I—I have had enough of not being given attention when it is my time to assert dominance over all lesser beings in this universe!”

“The only one lesser here is you,” I said to her, still a bit annoyed from her threatening my greenhouse.

“Di-dirty talk won’t work on me, yet! And… and you are supposed to save that kind of thing for the bedroom… but… maybe doing it in public is kind of… nya…”

“Vala, this cat is defective.”

“She’s not defective,” Vala answered. “She’s best girl. Well, all of us are best girl. You, too.”

“But I’m not a girl.”

“Drake, one does not need to be a girl to be best girl. You know, like how you can be the bad guy without being a bad guy. Like, husbandos are just a type of waifu. Not all waifus are husbandos, but all husbandos are waifus.”

“I think I understand what you’re talking about, but—”

	New Enemy Discovered!
Cat Knight
Threat: ★★★
HP: A lot and, because they’re properly armored, they have a special armor bar you have to get through before you do any damage to their health. Magic is most effective against armored units, but you don’t have any magic units, so lolololol have fun getting rekt.
Damage: 10
Defense: 10
Elite warriors of the Pawsitively Feline Empire who have been promoted to the rank of knight! They are willing to stop at nothing in defense of their queen.



Coming marching down the path toward us was none other than the first wave of cat knights. They were pretty large for cats, looking more like the size of cougars, and they were completely covered in plate armor with the insignia of the Pawsitively Feline Empire on the side of their armor. Even their heads were protected by plate helms with little metal slots for their ears to fit into. Then… even their tails were covered.

Everything was covered.

There was almost no fluff visible except for their whiskers and what tiny bit of fur I could see around their mouths.

Their fluff was absolutely protected.

I felt so uninspired and demotivated from the sight that there was no way I would be able to fight properly.

Then I remembered I didn’t have to fight. It was Vala fighting with Cami today, not me.

Vala looked back at me with a wink and a thumbs-up. “I’ll motivate you with today’s battle so you can do your best tomorrow.”

I didn’t know what she could be talking about at the time, but I was interested in discovering just how she’d end up motivating me.

“Let’s go, Cami!” Vala shouted.

“On it,” Cami replied before charging forward with her axe, taking the lead.

Cami joined up with the first line of dogs. Her Viking dogs were farther behind, closer to the  greenhouse, so she would be the offense to the defense of the other dogs. As soon as the cat knights engaged the dog soldiers, Cami lifted her axe up over her head and swung it down into the back of the armored cat. There was enough force between her blow that the cat not only was flattened against the ground, but there was a massive gash in its armor.

And from that gap spilled beautiful, fluffy fur.

At the same spot on the other lane, Vala used her special ability to shoot forth her magical beam that assaulted the armor of the cat knights and stripped it down until hardly any was left.

It suddenly made sense for why the cats were so heavily armored.

They were armored to protect some of the most beautiful fluff that I had ever seen. It was long, luxurious, looked soft enough to cause world peace, and just… it was the most beautiful fluff ever. It was the fluff of nobility—the fluff of royalty.

I no longer felt demotivated. If anything, I felt more fired up than ever before!

Back to Cami, she lifted her axe up and immediately transitioned into a spinning swing that attacked all nearby cat knights at the same time. Her swinging attack did less damage to their armor than attacking an individual cat, but she still dealt a significant amount of damage to their armor bars.

“I guess Vala’s special attack would count as magic damage… and a perk of Cami losing defense in exchange for offense is that she also sunders armor?” I asked out loud, talking to nobody in particular. I was simply stating my observations. “And that fluff… I need it. I have to get some of it for myself. I want to pet it, I want to cuddle with it, I want to—I want to… I want to do everything with it. I want it to become a part of my life. I need that fluff and—wait, no. Drake… remember. There is more to life than cat fluff.”

It was difficult to do so, but I forced myself to look at Cami’s backside. To be more specific, I locked my eyes onto her tail.

Watching that fluffy, pink tail wag around the battlefield as she leaped from enemy to enemy with that brutal axe of hers—it was beautiful. Though, I did catch her look back at me with a blushing glance for a quick moment, so she must have been able to feel just how hard I was staring at her tail.

It was surprising to see her blush from something like that after what we did the previous night.

That aside, the first wave was cleared with ease between Vala’s magic and Cami’s sundering attacks. The second wave introduced cats from the previous battles to bring about some diversity, but it was still dealt with pretty easily.

Then the third wave came and, with it, came another new enemy.

An enemy that brought with it twice the amount of fluff compared to normal, and one that looked absolutely silly.

But at the same time, I really wanted one of the dog towers to upgrade into something like it.

	New Enemy Discovered!
Cat Lancer
Threat: ★★★
HP: Same deal as before. Lots of health. Even bigger armor bar though because there’s technically two cats here.
Damage: 15
Defense: 20
Elite knights who have been granted the privilege of riding cat knights into battle! They will charge at you with their mighty lances, dealing tons of bonus damage to whoever they crash into first but dealing way less damage when standing still.



Sitting atop the cat knights… were small, cartoonish cats that looked like they could walk around on two legs wielding shields that were way too big for them and lances that were even more oversized.

As deadly as their lances might have looked, the sight of them made me laugh more than anything else. They were impossible to take seriously.

And that pissed them off.


Chapter Thirteen

The cat lancers charged toward our defenses with all of their might. Cami and Vala made sure to stand behind the dog knights since we had no idea just how much damage the lancers would be able to really do. Sure, Window might have popped up with values for damage and defense and all of that, but those were pretty vague and hardly actually told us anything that could be measured. It might have been different if we were playing an actual game where all of the stats could have been measured, but so long as we only had what little information Window gave us… those stat numbers seemed like they were there more for flavor and to give us a general idea rather than to actually be relied on. Basically, they were flavor text that didn’t actually matter.

There was also the fact that nowhere on Window did she tell us that the cat lancers would get what looked like a sort of white, flowing energy around them as soon as they got up to their max speed during their charge.

Our dog knights stood ready to absorb their charge, and that was exactly what they did… with extremely poor results. The cat lancers charged their lances straight into the dogs, knocking them back to disrupt their formation while also defeating most of them in a single attack. Only one dog at each tower survived the charge, and just one at each tower wasn’t enough to hold the lancers nor the incoming reinforcements back.

Then I noticed something.

That white sort of aura that surrounded the lancers disappeared as soon as they attacked. And now that the lancers, save for the two not caught up by the lone defender at each tower, lost all of their momentum, they were incredibly slow when they began to move again. Not only that, but those caught by the remaining defenders did insignificant damage as they tried to swing their lances around like blunt weapons.

It made sense. Lances were best for charges, not stationary fighting.

So, this meant that—

“We have to absorb their charge and then keep them pinned down!” Vala shouted over to Cami. “Don’t let them get back up to speed!”

Cami nodded and lunged at the nearest lancer with her axe while Vala did the same with her spear. Meanwhile, the archers and bees focused on a third lancer to take it down before it could reach the next line of defenses.

This only left a single lancer to make it to the next line of defenses, and this lone charger plowed right into the dogs at the Viking tower. The Viking dogs were at full health, but the charge still managed to deal enough damage to instantly defeat the dog that the lancer crashed into. Furthermore… I noticed that it seemed like some splash damage was dealt to the other dogs around the one who was hit. If that was how it was, then those group charges were exceptionally deadly. Each charge dealt enough damage to almost kill all on its own, and then there was the splash damage created by each charge.

It was a miracle that those two at the front towers survived after realizing that.

Fortunately, the lancer was no match for the Viking dogs after being stopped. But now, two more groups of those lancers appeared, ready to charge into our lines right after the dog knights came back out from their towers at full health.

“I have an idea!” Vala shouted. “Archers, bees, focus the lancers before they hit!”

Just as told, the archers and bees shot at the incoming lancers just as they reached their top speeds and gained those auras around them.

And dealing damage to them interrupted those auras and slowed them down.

Well, most of them. One lancer still managed to crash into the dog knights at full speed, but that lone charge wasn’t enough to defeat a dog knight at full health. More importantly, as soon as the others crashed into the defenses, they didn’t deal anywhere near as much damage nor did they deal any splash damage.

So long as we prevented the lancers from hitting at their top speed, the threat posed by them went down significantly.

“Hehe, who needs tooltips that hint at how to defeat them when we’re pro gamers!” Vala shouted, looking awfully proud of herself as Cami clapped from the other lane.

As right as she may have proved herself to be, having some tooltips that actually gave hints on how to defeat these new enemies instead of mocking us would have been nice.

	LOL
As if I’d ever do that for you. Keep dreaming, Drakeypoo.



“Drakeypoo?” I asked. “What kind of nickname is that? Are we married now or something? Also, stop invading the mental privacy of my internal monologuing.”

	Wha-what? Of—of course we’re not married. It’s just a stupid nickname. Don’t think too much about it.
And no.



“Nice blush.”

	I’M NOT BLUSHING, I JUST GOT A TAN.


“You went from normal colored to tanned in the time that it took me to ask about that lovey-dovey nickname you gave me?”

	IT’S NOT LOVEY-DOVEY.


“Window, I had no idea that you were ready to take our relationship to the next level like that already. I… I don’t know how to feel about it.”

	WHAT EVEN IS THIS? SINCE WHEN ARE YOU SOME SHY BASHFUL CHARACTER? PLEASE GO BACK TO BULLYING ME BECAUSE THIS IS JUST WEIRD.


“What do you think I’m doing if not bullying you right now?”

	Oooooohhhh.
I see it now.



“Ready for your daily adventure into space?”

	I ALREADY HAD ONE OF THOSE SO NO, NO I AM NOT, AND I DON’T WANT IT TO BE A DAILY THING EITHER. OR A WEEKLY THING. NOT EVEN A MONTHLY OR YEARLY THING. HOW ABOUT A NEVER THING?


“You’re always playing hard to get, Windowypoo.”

	WINDOWYPOO? WHAT KIND OF LOVEY-DOVEY NICKNAME IS THAT? ARE WE NEWLYWEDS OR SOMETHING?


“It doesn’t work turning this around on me because I’m not going to get all flustered about that like you did.”

	Tch.
Just you wait. One of these days, I’ll do something to fluster you so super hard that you’re groveling at my feet begging me to stop because your heart will explode from loving me too hard.



“That… that’s,” admittedly, she made me blush a bit from that, “quite the… threat.” I had no idea how else to respond to something like that. There were other things that I could have thought about with what she said but, given Window’s habit of invading my thoughts, I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of thinking them.

More importantly, even if she managed to make me blush… she managed to make herself blush even more.

	O-okay, time to go, I think.
By the way, we’re seriously doing a battle gauntlet after this to get through these last two battles. Well, last two battles for now. You get the point.
K BYE



And just like that, Window vanished.

During the time that Window and I bantered, apparently, the battlefield got a bit more intense. The archers and bees desperately tried to slow down the lancers before they reached the defensive lines, dogs were constantly being taken into the towers for healing before coming back out, and both Vala and Cami were covered in sweat from having to constantly run around to deal with anything that made it past the front line whenever they weren’t there defending it.

One thought refused to leave my head while watching the frantic mess of a battle.

We seriously needed some AoE towers.

Every tower defense game gave some sort of AoE defense at the same time as sending overwhelming amounts of enemies. We already got overwhelmed a couple of times before, and the only reason we weren’t getting overwhelmed now was because of Cami dealing an insane amount of damage to the cats. Vala’s special attack also helped since it dealt magical damage to deal with the cats’ armor.

But if it weren’t for Vala and Cami… we would have lost. Easily.

Something needed to be done or else I could tell that we weren’t going to be able to make it past the next couple of battles.

Farming the Viking boss for more materials to turn Delphi and Lavi into Vikings were options, too. Or, at least, farming the battle to turn some of the other dog towers into Viking towers. We had more towers than just the original three now, after all. I figured that it might be best to wait and see if there were any other special upgrades to use on Delphi or Lavi. Turning all three of them into Vikings didn’t exactly seem appropriate. Cami was already breaking expectations with that.

“Almost there!” Vala shouted.

I returned my attention to the battle and saw that they were not only on the last wave, but that they were about to clean it up. All three hearts were still on my greenhouse door, no more enemies were incoming, and the enemies that remained were all held up by our towers, Cami, and Vala.

The moment the battle ended, a certain cat queen pounded her fists down against the railing of her balcony. “Nnnyagah! You—you may have won this first battle, but you won’t win the next battle! Look at you! You’re assaulting a castle without even bringing any siege weapons with you! How could you ever hope to defeat me when you don’t even know the most basics of warfare?! Hmph!” And with that, the cat queen turned around, causing the bells around her neck and tail to jingle, before heading back into her castle.

Just after that, Cami arrived in front of me with Vala on her back. “We did it,” Cami said with a voice as monotone as ever.

“I’m so tiiiiiireeedddd,” Vala whined. “That was like… enough exercise for an entire century… I’m retiring now. I’m going to join Lake and drink and play vidya all day and never do anything else for the rest of my life.”

“What happened to that energetic ‘pro gamer’ on the battlefield just a couple of minutes ago?” I asked.

“She died. Rip in pepperoni.”

“Dang. If she’s dead then I can’t ever do anything with her again since I’m not a necrophiliac. I guess I’ll never get to give her attention or spoil her or anything else ever again. Well, at least I still have the others to play wi—”

“Wai-wai-wait! I—oh, hehehe, look, I’m alive! Wow, the power of modern medicine sure is something!”

“At least get off of Cami’s back if you’re going to suddenly act full of energy.”

“I guess you make a good point,” Vala said with a sigh before slowly sliding off of Cami’s back… only to crawl right up onto my own back. “There. I got off her back.”

“I didn’t say to get onto my back.”

“But you also didn’t say to not get onto your back. Heh, gottem.”

“You’re a lazy, degenerate dragon.”

“I know. Give me lots of praise and pampering now since I tried my best, please.”

Before I could reply, Cami raised her hand.

“Yeah?” I asked Cami.

“I want to order what she’s ordering,” Cami answered.

Seeing as how Window hadn’t popped up yet to show us the rewards and outcome of the battle and all that, she must have been giving us some time to do this sort of thing.

Not that it was a bad thing.

I raised one hand to pet the top of Vala’s head that was resting on my shoulder while my other hand reached forward to pet the top of Cami’s head. Cami closed her eyes and pressed up against my hand while Vala giggled and rubbed the side of her head up against my own.

That was when Delphi and Lavi reappeared, and Lavi had a piece of rolled up paper within her hands. “Oi! Master! Look at what I found!” Lavi shouted as she ran at us with Delphi. I didn’t even get a chance to greet them or anything.

I was kind of disappointed to see that there wasn’t a new tank piece brought back again, but that disappointment disappeared as soon as Lavi unfurled the paper she was holding.

At the top of the paper was a simple title that read, “Trebuchet Tower Blueprints.”

Apparently, that meant it was a good time for Window to pop up with the post-battle information. While I looked at that, Delphi and Lavi looked at my hands petting Cami and Vala as if they were waiting for some petting action next.

	What a surprise, you cleared another stage.
Sigh.
Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Stage 3-1: Invasion of the Pawsitively Feline Empire
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: Same deal as before. All of the cats except now with cat knights and cat lancers thrown into the mix.
Rewards: Gold Coins, Cat Fur Scraps, Cat Bones, Cat Paws, Seafood Dinner for All (with your choice of cocktail), Tough Cat Hides, Hard Cat Bones, Squishy Cat Paws, Royal Cat Coats, Exquisite Cat Bones, and Supreme Cat Paws.
Exploration Report
Area: Dank Cave
Status: Complete
Report: Delphi and Lavi explored the dank caves and met lots of strange monsters inside of them. One of them was a slimy slime that looked like it was going to be used for some slimy tentacle fanservice, but both Delphi and Lavi defeated it without any mercy as soon as they saw the perverted look on its face. I never got to see any fanservice so it was kind of disappointing. Anyways, they ended up finding two chests that had rewards in it, and now they’ve brought those rewards back to you for some reason even though no normal and sane person would ever want to give you anything at all.
Reward: Trebuchet Tower Blueprints & Holy Sword Fragment



“A holy sword fragment?” I asked.

“Oh! This!” Delphi said, reaching down between her breasts to pull out what looked like a piece of a broken blade from a sword. The only thing that made it stand out at all was the fact that it had one of those golden, holy glows around it.

“I’m not sure that’s safe to put down there,” I said.

“But I read on the internet that the space between a woman’s boobs is like an infinite bag of holding!”

“She’s right,” Vala said. “You can put anything in there.” She then turned her head to whisper into my ear, “Or anything between them. Heh.”

I stopped petting Vala’s head to flick her forehead instead. “You perverted old man of a lazy, degenerate dragon.”


Chapter Fourteen

Once the battle was over, I decided to look over the new items that we got again. A part of me was still disappointed that there was no new tank part for Valkyria, but we did get the blueprints for a trebuchet tower at least.

“Did you know that trebuchets are the superior siege engine?” Vala asked as I tried to read over the materials required to build a trebuchet tower.

“And they can fire ninety-kilogram projectiles over three hundred meters, or something like that,” I answered.

“You know how to make them fire even farther than that?”

“How?”

“Put them in space. Imagine a trebuchet in space! It could like, fire infinitely! It would have unlimited range!”

“As long as it doesn’t get sucked into the gravity of anything and crash into it, I guess.”

“Yeah but space is huge and empty and that would be pretty hard to do. You’d probably have to try to aim to purposely hit something for that to happen.”

“You’re telling me that trebuchets aren’t so amazing that they can hit things without even meaning to?”

Vala stepped back with a shocked expression on her face. She looked like somebody who just had her dreams crushed. “But—but… trebuchets are so amazing that they could smash through gravity and planets and keep going!”

“Well, depending on how fast the projectiles are launched, I guess that’s technically possible?”

Whatever dreams that were crushed were now revived and stronger than ever before. “I knew it! Trebuchets are that amazing. Like, I’m not even stronger than a trebuchet. Trebuchets could destroy the entire universe if they wanted to!”

“Considering that you’re a dragon with godlike powers, I’m not sure how much I believe that.”

“Trebuchets are naturally godlike by existing.”

“I think you looked at too many memes on the internet.”

Vala cocked her head. “What do you mean?”

“You know. Memes about how amazing trebuchets are.”

“I’ve never seen those.”

It was my turn to cock my head. “Then how do you know the memes?”

“They’re memes? I didn’t know that. All I remember is being afraid this one time this kingdom tried bringing trebuchets to my mountain. I ended up flying away and leaving until they left. They looked scary and could seriously launch projectiles from super far away.”

“Right. So… you’re speaking from experience?”

Vala nodded. “I don’t know any of the memes. Oh! By the way, you know how humans will put like, grenade launchers underneath their gun barrels and stuff?”

“Yeah?”

“What we really need… are under-barrel trebuchets.”

“You’re definitely memeing.”

Vala cracked and giggled. “Hehe, got you.”

“Was the bit about being scared of them true?”

“Oh, nah. They really did try bringing trebuchets to use against me, but all I had to do was shoot them before they ever got within range and sent the army running home. I always thought they were kind of worthless.”

“So, you’re only saying all of this for the meme.”

“Pretty much. I was playing online one time and there was this girl I met who was super obsessed with trebuchets, and it was pretty fun listening to her ramble about them for a couple of hours. That was how I learned about the memes.”

“I… I don’t know why, but the thought of you having other friends and talking to people online never crossed my mind.”

“I feel like you’re insulting a large group of people again,” Vala said.

I flicked her forehead. “Wasn’t that my line? And I’m only insulting a single dragon, not a large group of people.”

“Remember? We’re dating now which means that we get to steal each other’s lines. And I can count as a large group of people!”

“How so?”

Vala snapped her fingers. Suddenly, an exact clone of her appeared next to her. “Like this!” both her and her clone said in unison.

“… what? Since when can you do that?!”

“Since always? I used to do this back when I was a baby whenever I was hungry. You know what’s worse than a single baby crying for food? Multiple babies crying for food.”

“That sounds like a war crime.”

“War crimes are defined by humans. Dragons don’t have anything like that.”

“I forget if I’ve asked… but how many other dragons are there?”

“Oh, like, a whole ton of them.”

“So, a few dozen?”

“Pfffffffffftttttsssshhhhh.”

“Hundreds?”

“Nah.”

“Thousands?”

“Nope.”

“Two.”

“You went backwards! And no!”

“Millions?”

“Closer.”

“Billions?!”

“Probably.”

“Where are they all hiding if there’s billions of them?!”

“They’re not. The rest are back home.”

“And where is home for dragons?”

“You know how we can move between your world and this one? It’s kind of like that, except your world isn’t inside of a pocket universe. Well… maybe it is. I guess we can’t prove that it’s not.”

“So, you dragons are from a completely different world?”

“Well, worlds, but yeah. They lived on a few hundred different planets last time I checked.”

“Seriously? So, dragons colonized space?”

“Oh, yeah, like a super long time ago. Way before I was born. I guess that’s what happens when dragons can fly through space without any problem.”

“You’re casually dropping way too much lore! And what do you mean that dragons can fly through space?!”

“I mean that they can fly through space. You know, like this.” Vala demonstrated by flapping her arms up and down while puffing out her cheeks to hold her breath.

“That doesn’t explain anything! What about radiation?!”

“My big sister went through a star eating phase, so I don’t think that radiation is a problem.”

“Did… did you just say star eating? As in she ate stars?”

“Yeah. That was… uh… I’d rather not talk about it. Especially since she technically did a lot worse than just eat some stars…”

Changing topics then. “Wait, and older sister? You have an older sister?”

“Oh. Uh… yeah, but I’d rather not talk about my family, either,” Vala said while looking to the side.

I was extremely, unbelievably curious. I desperately wanted to know more—no, I needed to know more. I never even thought about her having a family before. But Vala was my girlfriend. Even if she wasn’t my girlfriend, she said that she didn’t want to talk about it, so we wouldn’t. “Alright,” I said. “I’ll admit that I’m curious and want to know more, but I won’t pressure you.”

Vala smiled and looked back in my direction. “Thanks, Drake. Talking about my family is… the opposite of fun. I just want to have fun, so that’s why I don’t want to talk about them. Also, it’s complicated. Really complicated.”

“You just made me even more curious.”

“Sorry. Here, I’ll make it up to you.” Both Vala and her clone, who was still standing there letting the real Vala do all the talking and demonstrating, hugged me at the same time. “How’s this? It’s a double Vala hug!”

“I’m going to be honest with you, since you’re my girlfriend and all.”

“Yeah?”

“The moment I saw that you could clone yourself, and now with this, I’ve been thinking about you using this power for lewd things.”

“N-no way! That’d be way too embarrassing!” both Valas shouted.

“How would it be embarrassing?”

“Because then I could see myself doing things! It’d be like doing something lewd in front of a mirror! Or recording it then watching it! I don’t have to see myself doing anything when there’s only one of me!”

“That’s… a pretty good point.”

Vala snapped her fingers, causing her clone to disappear before looking up at me with wide, watery eyes. “Besides… isn’t one of me good enough for you?”

“I have a feeling that you’re trying to trick me into feeling guilty, but it’s not going to work. That’s not the kind of thing that a woman would say when she’s perfectly fine with me having a ‘harem.’”

“Dang. I was too predictable. And I didn’t want you to feel guilty, I just wanted to tease you a little.”

“By making me feel guilty.”

“We-well… I guess that would be an unfortunate side effect of the teasing.”

“It’s not nice to make somebody you love feel guilty on purpose. Unless they deserve it.”

“But you do deserve it!”

“Why do I deserve to feel guilty?”

“For not petting my head and kissing me yet.” Vala then presented the top of her head to me while closing her eyes.

“Right. How horrible of me.” I sighed before placing one hand atop her head, giving it a gentle petting, and then leaned over to press my lips against hers for a kiss.

“Heh. Okay, as your judge, I now find you not guilty.”

“Good. Whatever would I do if it were to end up on my record.”

“Oh yeah, I wonder if you’d get in trouble or arrested if you go back to your world now.”

“Why would I be?”

“Well you kind of stole from that tourist place. Then you stole Lake from the museum.”

“Why are you distancing yourself from this and putting all the blame on me?! The second one wasn’t even my idea! You’re the one who wanted to go get her! And you were with me the entire time!”

“Human laws don’t apply to dragons, so I’m innocent.”

“You…”

“Me…?”

I sighed. The innocent, confused face that Vala was making was too powerful for me. If it wasn’t for her overwhelming cuteness, her impossible logic would have been what defeated me.

“Can I go back to looking at the trebuchet requirements now?” I asked.

“I guess I can let you do that,” Vala answered. “But it’s going to cost you.”

“Alright. What’s the cost?”

“Call me a good girl and kiss my forehead.”

“Is that first part a fetish or something?”

“He-hey! It’s not a fetish. It’s just… you always call the others good girls… but I don’t think you’ve ever called me a good girl. I want to be a good girl, too, you know?”

“You are a good girl, Vala,” I said and kissed her forehead after pushing her bangs out of the way. “There. Was that good enough for you?”

“Hehehe. There could never be enough forehead kisses in the world. Anyways, now that I’ve been satisfied and you want to do serious stuff, time for me to go play some vidya.”

“Wait, if you can create copies of yourself, why don’t you just… play against yourself?”

“That’d be boring. I would know exactly what I’m going to do and it’s more fun with somebody who isn’t me. It also gives me a reason to come to you and the others instead of staying to myself with my copies all the time.”

“I have one more question.”

“What?”

“Have you ever done anything lewd to yourself using a copy, or have you done anything lewd to a copy? I mean, it would basically be masturbation, right?”

Vala’s cheeks turned red as she narrowed her eyes at me. “No, because I would still see myself and be embarrassed.”

“What if you blindfold yourself first?”

“Now who’s the one bringing up fetishes?!”

“You can’t just copy my tone of voice when I shout a question like that! That’s my thing!”

“Girlfriends own everything that their boyfriends own! It’s how the universe works!”

“Then if girlfriends own everything that their boyfriends own, boyfriends own everything that their girlfriends own, meaning that I could take your game system from you and keep it for myself.”

Vala stepped back, her expression one of horror. “You—you monster! How could you even threaten something like that?!”

“I don’t think you understand how much of an addict you sound like.”

“I’m not addicted, I’m committed!”

	You better not get us into any copyright trouble for that.


“Oh. Hey, Window. How long have you been here for?” Vala asked.

	The entire time. I was trying to show Drake the trebuchet stuff, remember?


“Oohhh. Yeah. Then I distracted him.”

	At least you admit to it.


Vala brought one of her hands to the top of Window to pet her edge. “There, there. It’s okay, Window. You’re a good girl for being so patient.”

	He-hey, what do you think you’re doing? Petting me like I’m some dog or anime girl?


“You are an anime waifu to me, Window.”

	You’re so…


“Hey,” I spoke up, “if I called you something like that, you’d be telling me to shut up and calling me a non-virgin virgin or something.”

	Shut up, you non-virgin virgin. This scene is between me and Vala. Don’t you think you have enough time with her and with me? It’s time for us to have our own scene together. Go away. Go be a side character for a bit or something who just stands there and doesn’t really do anything while we have a discussion as if we’re the only two people in the world.


“We can help, Master!” Delphi shouted from the side, revealing that she and the others were there, too, standing around like side characters doing their own thing while Vala and I talked among ourselves.

“I… I feel kind of guilty now for not realizing that we have others standing around waiting for attention without realizing it,” I said.

Vala reached up on the tips of her toes to pet the top of my head. “It’s okay. That’s what it means to be a harem protagonist. You can’t give everybody attention all at the same time or else it’s too chaotic and confusing. That’s why you give everybody some attention all on their own sometimes! You just have to make sure that you go through them all instead of leaving anybody behind.”

“Except for Lake, right?”

“Right, because she’s not a harem member. She wants to be left alone fishing and drinking.”

“Well, I still have my idea for her, so we’ll see if she decides to cooperate or not. Anyways, why don’t you go play some games with those three over there,” I pointed at Delphi, Cami, and Lavi, “while I do the tower stuff?”

“That was my plan, but then you wanted to be a pervert and ask me dumb things.”

“Was it that bad to ask you if you’ve ever done lewd things with your own copies?”

“Yeah! It’s embarrassing to even think about! What if you could make copies of yourself? Would you do lewd things to them? I think it’d be hot to see you with another Drake, but I’m not asking you about it even though I could make it possible!”

“I wouldn’t mind it.”

“Wa-wait, seriously?”

“I mean, I wouldn’t do things to myself, but I wouldn’t have a problem watching myself. I’m pretty confident in my appearance.”

	Narcissist.


“If I could make a rule sixty-three of myself, I would probably do lewd things to her. And have her do lewd things to me. It would basically be masturbation but better.”

“Do-don’t you think this is getting too lewd?” Vala asked.

	Yeah. This is supposed to be a nice, cute, wholesome story. What do you think you’re doing bringing up masturbating and all that? You degenerate pervert.


“We’re adults in a loving relationship,” I told Vala. “Sex is a part of that. Why would I shy away from it? Besides, it’s not like I’m going into a bunch of specific detail or anything.”

“I guess that’s a good point… hehe,” Vala replied.

	Don’t start giggling just because he said ‘loving!’


Vala brought her hands up to her blushing cheeks as her draconic tail wagged behind her. “I can’t help it! Who wouldn’t feel so happy that they feel like they might explode after hearing that?”

Hearing Vala say that made me want to try and detonate her even more. “Hey, Vala. I love you.”

Vala turned an even brighter shade of red that spread to her ears, neck, and even her horns as she wiggled around. “St-stoooopppppp!”

“You don’t sound like you want me to stop. And why would I anyways? I want you to know how much I love you.” Saying that embarrassed me far more than it could have embarrassed her, and I wanted to punch myself in the face for saying it, but I resisted. I had to do my best to keep my calm to try and detonate Vala.

The red blush darkened in color even more as steam began to come off from her head.

“Wait! Are you actually going to explode?!”

“I am!” Vala shouted. “Thr-three!”

“Three?!”

“Tw-two!”

“Two?!”

“One—”

“Let me get into a bunker first!”

“Boom!” Vala said, dramatically swinging her arms out to her sides. “I exploded. Hehe…”

Of course, there was no actual explosion. Instead of an explosion, there was a Vala standing there, burning red in color, with her arms stretched out.

It was impossible not to hug her as tightly as possible after that.


Chapter Fifteen

After hugging Vala tightly enough to make her warn me that she was about to explode again, I let her go so that she could spend some time with the others. Delphi, Cami, and Lavi were all excited to play some more games with her. Then again, those girls were excited to do anything with us. It didn’t really matter what they were doing so long as they were doing it with us.

Part of me was tempted to go visit the archer tower to see what a certain somebody inside was up to and to see if they wanted to hang out, but then I remembered that they warned me of sleeping all day whenever there wasn’t a battle to participate in. So, I didn’t want to disturb them.

My only other options for company were Window, Valkyria, and Lake.

The first one was crossed out by default.

	… why am I the only one being crossed out by default?


The last one—well, I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to properly relax around Lake and focus on what I needed to do. If I was around her, then I’d probably get distracted by telling her not to be an alcoholic, plus I already planned on visiting her later anyways for other matters.

	WHY AM I BEING IGNORED?


So, this left me with Valkyria. All I had to do was push the strange, floating object in front of me away so that I could go and hang out with her.

	I AM NOT A STRANGE, FLOATING OBJECT. I AM AN INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW.


“Window, why are you trying to distract me? I have to go over these new things and, let’s be honest, we both know that nothing is going to get accomplished if I spend all my time bantering with you,” I said, finally acknowledging that she was still trying to get my attention.

	I’m only trying to get your attention because of the injustice from listing me and then immediately disqualifying me by default. What’s even the point of that? You don’t make a list of options just to then go and say that all but one of the options isn’t even an option.
You’re not very good at making lists, are you?
It looks like somebody needs to go to list-making school. Maybe then you might actually make a list where the answer isn’t immediately obvious, or you might skip making a pointless list in the first place.
That’s what you are now. A failure at making lists. Being a non-virgin virgin is so every chapter before this. From now on, you’re a listing failure. An incompetent lister.
…
Neither of those really roll off the status window like non-virgin virgin does.



“Sounds like you’re a failure at coming up with new insulting nicknames.”

	Oh? What’s this? It sounds like you want to be insulted. You’re secretly a huge masochist, aren’t you? A masochist who wants nothing more than to be insulted by an informational status window.
Maybe I should start calling you a little piggy.
Who’s a good little piggy? Oink for me. Get on your knees and oink, piggy.



“You know I’m not into that, right? That’s not even something that I’m going to play along with. Also, I’ve gotten into our routine of me bullying you. Don’t try to suddenly switch it up by turning into some sort of wannabe sadist.”

	It looks like I’ve got a bratty little piggy on my hands who needs punished. And by punished, I mean turned into a roast flavored with excessive amounts of rosemary.


“Window…”

	Yes, piggy?


“Oink.”

	Wai-wait, why’d you actually do it? You’re supposed to be way too proud to actually say that for me.
Are you actually some sort of masochist?!



“No. I’m not a masochist. What I am is a man who understands that rosemary is objectively the best herb to flavor any and all meat with. You wanting to turn me into a roast and cover me in rosemary means that you have good taste, and having good taste means that you deserve to be rewarded by playing along and letting you do whatever you want.”

	So, in other words, I get to be the one who abuses and bullies you so long as I promise to properly flavor you with rosemary?


“Exactly.”

	What if… I tell you that if you get on all fours and bark, I’ll give you a new flower right now? A completely new and original flower that doesn’t exist in any world?


There was no doubting what needed to be done.

I dropped onto all fours and said, “Woof.”

	…
I have discovered a terrifying new power.
How am I supposed to resist taking advantage of this?! You’re too submissive when it comes to anything related to plants! I bet the only reason you’re so alright with rosemary is because it’s a plant!



“Of course I am!” I shouted, standing back up. “Meat and plants are the two natural food items in this world! They go perfectly together! Anybody who wants to eat one without the other is a fool!”

	This is going to be another chapter full of distractions, isn’t it?


“Since the dawn of time, there have been two things for people to eat. Meat and plants. While nobody will doubt that meat has more nutrition and is more filling to eat, it is plants that take the experience of eating meat to a whole new level! Eating meat on its own might taste good to some, but it is an empty, shallow experience. Furthermore, you can hardly flavor meat with other meat. Somebody might fry a steak in the same pan that they fried bacon or some other fat in, but that’s—the options are limited. But plants? Vegetables and fruits and herbs? Plants are nature’s natural flavor enhancers. Meat can only pretend to flavor other meat, but nearly every plant can enhance the flavor of each other. No, not just the flavor. The experience. Putting tomatoes into a salad completely changes the experience. Serving chicken alongside a steak does not. However, serving a salad with a steak does change the experience for the better. Or alternatively, using herbs to flavor the steak while it’s cooking. In other words, a culinary experience without plants is worthless. It’s shallow. There’s no point in it. Plants, however, make everything better, and you can have an experience consisting entirely of plants that are done in a million different ways due to the countless variations of preparations and potential ingredients. There’s no substance nor purpose in a meal without plants! Whether you’re serving fruit, vegetables, or herbs with the meal, there needs to be something or else you live a pitiful existence that is more shallow than the puddle under a fridge from kicking a fallen ice cube under it. Yeah, I said it. Only cowards afraid of the truth eat meat without at least one plant to go with it. They’re not cool for acting like eating a steak without a salad or any ‘greens’ is cool or manly. They are weak, pathetic cowards.”

	You done?


“Give me my plant. You said you’d give me one if I got on my knees, so give it to me.”

	I had to make sure that you were done first, but I guess there’s nothing wrong with interrupting you in the cases where you’re not done yet.
I guess you really do love plants more than you love fluff.



“Fluff is fluff. There’s not much to say about it. It’s simply perfect and represents everything that is right in this world, and there is no such thing as bad fluff. Plants, however, are more versatile. They have all sorts of different flavors. Some might kill you or cause you excruciating pain. It is because plants have two sides to them that they are, ultimately, more interesting than fluff. Fluff is purely a good thing. Plants can be beautiful and terrifying. Delicious and disgusting. They might help in healing your wounds and preventing illness, or they might be what cause you endless suffering or death. I was going to say that they’re flawed and being flawed is what makes them better, but they’re not. They’re all perfect in their own ways. There are simply more ways for plants to be perfect than there are ways for fluff to be perfect. Do you understand, Window?”

	I understand to never bring up plants around you again.
But to be honest I kind of do like to hear you ramble and rant about things.



“Give me my plant.”

	COME ON, I GAVE YOU A TINY BIT OF TSUNDERE FANSERVICE THERE AND YOU DON’T EVEN ACKNOWLEDGE IT?


“You said you’d give me a plant. Plant. Give it to me. Now. Plant. Give.”

	You suddenly turned into some little kid.


“Plant. Window. Give me the plant. I need it. Give it to me. Plant. Now.”

	It’s too late to be getting new character traits! Then again, I guess you’ve always been obsessed with plants. You just don’t get the opportunity to prove how weird you can be about them most of the time.


“Window.”

	What?


“Plant.”

	I should have seen that one coming.


“Tnalp.”

	PRONOUNCING PLANT BACKWARDS ISN’T GOING TO MAKE ME DO IT ANY FASTER, IT JUST MAKES YOU SOUND STUPID AND YOU’RE PROBABLY MAKING ANY READERS TRYING TO PRONOUNCE THAT SOUND STUPID RIGHT NOW, TOO.


“Tnalp, Window! Tnalp!”

	FINE JUST STOP SAYING TNALP


“Tnaaaaaaaaaaaaallllllllllllllpppppppp!”

	omG you are INSUFFERABLE
Here! Take it! I’m leaving you alone now! I need to go hang around some actual ADULTS instead of some whiny little brat throwing a temper tantrum.



And just like that, a new bag appeared in the air in front of me to land in my hands just before Window vanished from sight.

My mission was successful. I managed to get my new plant.

I opened the bag, looked inside, and saw…

A plant with the tip of the stem being connected to what looked like a wide mouth. Not only that, but the mouth opened up and said in a far deeper voice than I ever could have imagined, “Tnalp.”

I immediately closed the bag. “Wow. That was far more horrible than I ever could have expected it to be. I love it. Thanks, Window.”

The next thing I did was the opposite of what I was supposed to be doing. I went into the forest, found a nice, secluded spot where the plant wouldn’t be able to bother anybody with its disturbingly deep voice, and planted it.

“Tnalp,” it said, repeating every few seconds as long as I was near it.

Window may have thought she was getting some sort of revenge on me by creating such a horrifying plant, but I still loved it. After all, I was just rambling to her about how plants were great, the deadly and disgusting ones included.

“Tnalp,” it said as I walked away. It kind of reminded me of a frog croaking. A frog croaking with a very, very deep voice as it tried to pronounce “plant” backwards.

Once that was done with, I left the forest, thankfully getting out of range from hearing the croaks of tnalp, and headed over to Valkyria. That was what I planned on doing in the first place. She was nice and quiet enough that I would have the peace I needed to actually look over the new things I got.

“Hey, Valkyria. Enjoying the sun today?” I asked.

Valkyria nodded her barrel up and down.

“Glad to hear it. Mind if I take a seat?”

She shook her barrel before pointing it downward in front of her to tap it against the front of her body.

I hopped up onto the spot that she was tapping and sighed. I must have been on my feet longer than I had realized. There was also a sudden urge to stretch and rub my shoulders, so that’s what I did.

Then I felt rubbing.

A massage.

It was actually a pretty nice massage, too. Fingers dug into my shoulders, kneading and rubbing the skin to loosen up my muscles…

But then I remembered that there should have been nobody behind me.

I turned my head to look at the source of the fingers only to realize that there were, in fact, no fingers present. All that was present was a large barrel rubbing itself against my shoulder.

Valkyria was trying her best to give me a massage even though she had no hands to massage me with.

“Thanks. It feels great,” I told her and then lifted up one hand to rest it on the top of her barrel as she continued rubbing my shoulder.

I could tell that she felt happy to receive the praise. I could also tell that she didn’t want me to get distracted, unlike basically every single other being in this universe of ours, so I finally got to work doing what I was supposed to be doing.

First up was the trebuchet.

	Trebuchet Tower
Difficulty Level: ★★
Build Time: 16 hours
Required Materials: Trebuchet Tower Blueprints, any type of wood (x300), any type of stone (x100)
Durability: 100%
A tower with a trebuchet on the top of it that is capable of launching a 90kg projectile over 300m away! Great for dealing splash damage to large groups of enemies, breaking through castle walls, and internet memes.



If it being a trebuchet tower was the first state available for it, then I wondered what it would upgrade into. A super trebuchet tower? Some sort of other artillery? I had no idea, but I did know that I would have to gather some more wood if I wanted to build it.

Next came that “holy sword fragment” that Delphi was holding between her breasts when she returned.

I felt like a virgin again seeing as how remembering where it was made me blush a tiny bit. Fortunately, nobody was around to see that.

And upon checking it out…

	Holy Knight Tower (Upgrade from Knight Tower)
Difficulty Level: ★★★★★
Upgrade Time: 10 hours
Required Materials: 1000 gold coins, any type of stone (x250), any type of wood (x200), Tough Cat Hides (x50), Hard Cat Bones (x25), Holy Sword Fragment
Durability: 100%
Special Ability: Holy Guidance!
Waifu Class Change!
A tower home to brave and loyal holy knights who devote their life to protecting their home! They deal less damage but gain a significant increase to their health and defense, allowing them to serve as the ultimate shields!



So, basically, the requirements for it were the same as Cami’s tower upgrade except with a holy sword fragment instead of a Viking axe. Furthermore, this upgrade was more for tanking while Cami’s was more for DPS.

Given how survivability and lack of AoE DPS were the two issues with the last battle, they were what we needed the most to improve our chances with the next battle.

That meant it was time to go and spend the rest of the day gathering all the materials needed to build a trebuchet tower and to upgrade either Delphi’s or Lavi’s tower into this newest upgrade.

Though, I figured that it would be okay to enjoy Valkyria’s massage for a little bit longer.

She was pretty gentle for being a tank.

Of course, thinking that caused her to give the side of my head a tap with her barrel. Assuming that a tank couldn’t be gentle by default was apparently an insult.

That meant I’d have to make it up to her by planting even more flowers around her.


Chapter Sixteen

It was an exhausting amount of work to gather all the materials required for building the trebuchet tower and to upgrade Delphi’s tower, but I managed with the help of the girls after Vala took a nap which left them with nothing to do. Well, Delphi and Lavi helped me, anyways. Vala did need at least one of the girls to stay with her to cuddle with as she napped and Cami got to fill that role.

That night, after everything was gathered and the construction for each tower was started, we all slept together like usual.

We tried to, anyways.

I didn’t know why, but I just couldn’t sleep. No matter how exhausted my body was from having to gather all of those materials and regardless of how difficult it was to actually keep my eyes open, I just wasn’t able to fall asleep. I felt like there was something broken inside of me—like the part of my brain responsible for putting me to sleep was malfunctioning.

As a result, since I didn’t want to just lie there while everybody else slept around me, I got up and walked around for a bit on my own. It was only when I saw Valkyria waving her barrel at me that I went over to hang out with her some more.

“I guess I’m not the only one who can’t sleep,” I told her, standing in front of her barrel. “Wait, can you even sleep?”

Valkyria shook her barrel.

“So, you’re up all the time? You never sleep?”

Valkyria nodded her barrel.

“That must be pretty hard on you. I can’t imagine never getting to sleep and being awake all the time. There’s only so much to do to pass the time with, especially when you’re a tank stuck in one spot.”

To my surprise, she disagreed by shaking her barrel.

“It’s not that bad?”

To answer me that time, Valkyria aimed her barrel up toward the sky.

And when I looked at where she was aiming, I saw what she passed her time with.

That sky which was full of beautiful stars densely packed together for as far as the eye could see.

It was a sight that, admittedly, I had already grown used to. It was stunningly beautiful the first few times that I noticed it since it was just so much brighter and more interesting to look at than the sky of my home world seeing as how light pollution kept us from seeing anything good there. But, while its impressive charm may have already lost some of its appeal to me, Valkyria was apparently just as interested in it as ever.

“I guess that when you’re a tank, you learn to appreciate the little things,” I said.

She nodded her barrel at me.

“Did you used to look at the sky a lot before you were brought here, too?”

Another nod. So, even when she had a far less impressive sky to look up to at night, she still gave it her attention.

“So, you watch the flowers during the day and the stars during the night. That doesn’t sound too bad, but I’m not sure how long I’d be able to last if that was all I could—”

“Oi, Master,” Lavi called out from behind.

“I thought you were sleeping?”

“Woke up when ya got up. Couldn’t fall back asleep, so I thought I’d come see what’s up.”

“Sorry. Didn’t mean to wake you up.”

“Heh, it’s nothing to be sorry over. Besides, I like the night. Night’s the best time to go wild.” With one hand on her hip, Lavi looked up at the sky with a soft smile on her face.

“By wild, do you mean roleplaying?”

“O-oi, I don’t roleplay. What I mean is night is the best time for… battles and stuff. Like fighting demons and monsters!”

“All we fight are cats.”

“Felines can be pretty ferocious, Master. Look at tigers and lions. They can tear ya apart like you’re nothing.”

“I said we’re fighting cats. Not lions and tigers.”

“Cats are lions and tigers on the inside, and it’s what’s on the inside that makes ya powerful.”

“You know, that actually sounds legitimate enough for me to not play the straight man and say how ridiculous that is.”

“Fufu. Us warriors who embrace the darkness to fight against it understand how souls work better than anybody else.”

“Alright, then explain to me how Valkyria got a soul as a tank.”

“We-well… it’s uh… because of fighting spirit! She proved how powerful of a fighter she was, so she was rewarded with a soul! Or something like that, probably.”

“I thought nobody understood how souls work better than you?!”

“Souls are—they’re uh,” Lavi paused for a few moments before smirking and tilting her head back, placing one hand over her eyepatch to strike some sort of cool pose. “We understand how souls work better than anybody else. That’s why we understand how unexplainable they are. The way a soul works is beyond all understanding, so even the most knowledgeable can only make guesses. Fufu, how mysterious. Maybe one day… I’ll grasp the truth with my own hands.”

“That’s a long way of saying you don’t actually know anything.”

“O-oi! Master! Come on… I thought that last line was really cool,” she whined.

I sighed and brought a hand up to the top of her head to pet her. “Don’t worry. It was cool.”

“Fufu. To earn such praise from my master… I am but a weapon designed for destruction. I don’t deserve such praise. I—”

I interrupted her to say, “Don’t act all cool after you were just whining about—”

And then I was the one who was interrupted.

“O-oi, what?” Lavi asked as she felt the sensation atop her head—the sensation of Valkyria petting her with her barrel.

I had to get closer and place a hand on Valkyria to understand what she was trying to say. I was still only able to get a vague feeling of her intention rather than hear any specific words or anything, but I understood enough to know why she was petting Lavi all of a sudden.

“She wants you to know that even if you’re a weapon designed for war and destruction, that you’re still valid and not bound by those things,” I explained, earning a nod from Valkyria’s barrel before she resumed petting Lavi.

Valkyria must have been able to relate, or at least understand, where such thoughts would come from.

The problem was that while Valkyria may have been extremely serious about reassuring Lavi, Lavi was only roleplaying and being her usual edgy self.

“Sorry. I uh… didn’t really mean it,” Lavi admitted. “I guess I should be careful with that sort of thing around ya.”

Valkyria stopped moving her barrel for no obvious reason. Though, as soon as I placed my hand on her again to try and understand, I figured it out.

Embarrassment.

All I could feel coming from Valkyria was pure embarrassment. She felt embarrassed over taking Lavi seriously and trying to actually comfort her.

More importantly, if those were the feelings that she wanted to share with Lavi when she thought that she was serious, then there was only one thing that I could really do at the moment. “No matter what you were made for, you’re Valkyria, and you’re our friend now. And that’s all you have to be. Understand?” I said to her.

The embarrassment that I could feel from Valkyria was still there, but I could also feel that she was happy—relieved.

The words that she told Lavi were words that she always wanted to hear herself.

“Yeah, what Master said,” Lavi joined in. “I don’t hang around ya that much since I can’t really understand ya like he does, but I think you’re awesome! I’d… be lying if I said part of it wasn’t because of the war stuff, but I think you’re pretty cool even without that. And you’re really… pretty and stuff. Sitting over with flowers under the starry sky and all that. I’d be sad if I looked over here and didn’t see ya.”

Lavi may have been an edgy dork, but she caught onto what was wrong as well.

Between receiving praise from both of us, Valkyria’s embarrassment grew even stronger, but so did the positive emotions that she felt as she shook her barrel to try and disagree with us.

Though, before we could reassure her even more, we were interrupted.

“What’s going on over here?” a voice that we didn’t hear too frequently asked.

“Teacher!” Lavi shouted, running over to who the voice came from.

And that voice came from none other than Lake.

And, of course, Lake had a bottle of alcohol and a drinking glass in her hand. “What are you two doing over here? Shouldn’t you be sleeping? This is our drinking time.”

“Your drinking time? Do you usually come over here?”

“Every night.”

“I guess it makes sense that you two would get along and hang out.” After all, they were both weapons who somehow developed souls and came to life.

“We’re the only ones who act our age around here, so what’d you expect?” Lake asked.

They may have had relatable histories, but that wasn’t what Lake brought up. Lake simply explained it by them both acting their age—implying they were the only two mature ones around here.

I liked that, but there was a problem with it.

“Since when do you of all people act your age?” I asked Lake.

“I’m acting it right now,” Lake answered, holding up the bottle of alcohol to show it to me.

I snatched it out of her hands before she could open it.

“He-hey! What do you think you’re doing?! Do you know how much I had to beg Window for that?!” Lake shouted, trying to grab the bottle out from my hands. Fortunately, I was taller than her and could easily hold it out of her reach.

“Being an alcoholic is nothing to be proud of and it’s definitely not something that should be used to prove you’re an adult,” I said.

Lake gave up as soon as she heard me call her that. “I’m not an alcoholic, boy.”

“All you do is drink and fish.”

“Because I’ve got nothing better to do. I’m not into all that technology stuff the dragon is into, I don’t like reading, I don’t have any interest in your play battles—there’s nothing to do but to drink and fish. Drinking helps me pass the time.”

“So, in other words, you’re bored.”

“Yeah. It’s not an addiction if I’m only doing it because I have nothing else to do.”

“I don’t know. That sounds like something an addict might say.”

“You’re as bad as the tank is.”

“What’d Valkyria do?”

“She kept trying to push my bottle away from me.”

“Good job, Valkyria.”

Valkyria lifted her barrel up, clearly proud of herself.

“Anyways,” I said and looked back at Lake, “if you’re so bored, then I’ve got something that you can do. Something that will keep you busy and away from the bottle.”

“What?” Lake asked.

“Be our trainer.”

“I already train Lavi and I’ve already trained you.”

“All you did was awaken my suppressed desire for fluff. Thanks, by the way.”

“I still haven’t gotten to pet any of those cats…”

“That aside, I want you to be our trainer. Our skill trainer.”

“How is that any different from normal training?”

“You would have to work out the specifics with Window to set up some sort of system, but what I’m imagining is—well, we’re all fighting. We have some stats and skills and things, and they mentioned us being able to unlock skills, and so on. So, what I was thinking is that we can finally make use of you—I mean, give you something to do. We can make it so that whenever we want to learn a new skill or improve a stat or something for any of us, we come to you for it. You won’t be in the battles directly, you’ll have something to do, and you can stop being a freeloader—I mean, an alcoholic. Bored, I mean. You can stop being bored.”

“You’re horrible at trying to cover up what you said by accident.”

“At least I’m not an alcoholic.”

“I’m not an alcoholic!” Lake shouted, looking like she was about to cry.

I wondered how my great ancestor would feel about her descendent teasing her sword. “Prove it. The only reason we don’t have a way to add and improve skills yet is because they couldn’t think of a good way to implement them, so you can be used to add that feature to this early-access world of theirs.”

“I’m still not sure I even really understand what you mean with all this.”

“Window will help you figure out the basics, probably. And speaking of her… I’m surprised she’s not popping up to say anything right now.”

“She’s probably not paying attention. Last time I had to shout to grab her attention, she told me that she usually binges something called ‘anime’ while the rest of you are asleep.”

“I guess that we’re not the only ones who have trouble sleeping. Anyways, do you agree to training us more? It’ll give you something to do and you’ll get to prove that you’re not an alcoholic.”

Rather than look like she was about to cry, Lake gritted her teeth and glared at me. “I told you I’m not an alcoholic.” And then she looked like she was about to cry again. “I’ll accept your deal… under one condition.”

“What?”

“I want a cat. The fluffiest cat that you can find.”

“You want me to get you a pet cat?”

“I need you to get me a pet cat.”

“Well, it might be possible if we kidnap one of the cats during the next battle.”

“I will make each and every last one of you stronger than you could ever imagine if you do.”

“The only problem is how to actually get a cat. I don’t think that the cat queen would be willing to lend us one, and kidnapping an actual cat is difficult without getting clawed everywhere.”

“Hmm. You want me to train you in new techniques, don’t you?”

“Right.”

Lake smirked and tilted her head. “Then why don’t I teach you one right now? One that you will be able to use in your next meeting with the cats to bring one back to me.”

“I feel like this is going to turn me into even more of a horrible person than I already am, but let’s do it.”

Lake stuck out her hand for me to grab onto and shake. Meanwhile, both Valkyria and Lavi were understandably concerned about how the situation was going to turn out.


Chapter Seventeen

“Hey, wake up,” a voice said, though I didn’t know who was saying it. “Come on. I’m supposed to be the one who sleeps in late.”

“Ngh… five more minutes,” I groaned.

“W-woah… you’re stealing my character trait of not wanting to get up. Wait, and I’m the one asking you to get up…” The girl gasped. “Does that mean today’s opposite day without me realizing it?! Is opposite day actually such a powerful day that it forces people to behave like their opposite whether they want to or not?! I had no idea that opposite day was so powerful. It’s powerful enough that it even deserves to have its name capitalized like an actual holiday. Opposite Day. Wait, I just got an idea. Opposite Day-chan! A cute waifu who can make people act the opposite! Like turning a tsundere into a deredere, or somebody who’s really quiet and submissive into somebody who’s really confident and dominant! But what if Opposite Day-chan uses her power on herself? Would she become Opposite Opposite Day-chan? Would there be a feedback loop created of oppositeness?”

It was more than obvious by then that it was Vala talking to me and trying to wake me up, and I had no idea why she was trying to do that out of all people. “You’re more talkative than usual this morning.”

“Hehe. That’s because I’m trying to get you up! Nobody can resist waking up when their cute girlfriend is talking to them, right?”

“I’ll get up if you give me a good morning kiss.”

“Deal! I’ll—he-hey!”

Vala’s voice was coming more from the side still, but I felt somebody’s lips against my own as she shouted. Naturally, I opened my eyes to see who was kissing me if not Vala.

“Yo, Master,” Cami said, her face directly over my own.

“Y-yo, Cami,” I replied.

“Mission successful. Master opened his eyes.”

“Not fair,” Vala whined. “I wanted to do it. I—I don’t care if you kiss him, but I wanted to make him open his eyes with it…”

I sighed and did what needed to be done.

I closed my eyes.

“Oh no, I’m falling back asleep,” I said. “If only there was somebody to kiss me awake.”

“O-oh! I’ve got this!” Vala shouted and I could feel her climb onto me right before another pair of lips kissed mine. And this time, I heard Vala’s signature giggling come from right in front of me after the kiss. “Hehehe…”

Now that Vala sounded pleased with herself, I opened up my eyes.

“Mission successful!” Vala declared. “All is right with the universe now. Phew. That was close. We almost made the universe implode.”

“It was that dangerous?!” I sleepily shouted. It was never too early to take on my usual role in our banter.

“Yeah, but—wait! There’s—there’s still a problem! The universe is about to collapse!”

I changed my mind. “It’s too early for this!”

Vala hopped off of me and dramatically pointed to the opposite side of where she was standing, directly at Lavi who was sitting there the whole time. “If Lavi doesn’t kiss you, too, then the universe is going to implode!”

“He-hey! I—I haven’t heard about anything like that!” Lavi said, fidgeting as her eyes kept on switching between looking at me and looking at Vala.

“Would I joke about something as serious as the universe imploding?!”

“We-well… yeah.”

Vala turned around and Window appeared in front of her. I couldn’t tell what Vala was saying since she was whispering, but I did see Window ask her for confirmation before disappearing.

A few seconds later and the entire world was lit up by the sight of a fiery explosion in the sky—in space. It must have been an explosion the size of a galaxy seeing as how it seemed both far away and massive enough to flood the sky with brilliant, shining colors.

“See? It’s exploding! The universe is ending!” Vala shouted, pointing up at the display.

Lavi and I sat there with dropped jaws as Cami sucked juice through a straw stuck in a box of apple juice. Though, as beautiful and as horrifying as the sight above may have been, I found myself more interested in where Cami got that apple juice from. It made less sense than the universe ending.

“He-hey! What—seriously?!” Lavi shouted.

“Yeah!” Vala answered. “You have to kiss Drake! Hurry up!”

“But—I—that’s—”

“Lavi… we’re depending on you. The entire universe is depending on you! Embrace the darkness and show us just how cool you are by giving Drake the most badass kiss ever!”

“A—a badass kiss? Embrace the darkness?”

“Yeah! You can do it!”

Lavi took a deep breath and nodded. “Alright. I—I can do it! I’ll save the universe!”

Meanwhile, I was still staring at Cami’s juice box.

Cami noticed me staring and held the juice box and straw out to me so that I could have a taste, but Lavi came between us to straddle my waist and look down at me.

“Master—I… we have to do it to save the universe,” Lavi said, staring down at my lips. Her cheeks were already a bright red.

Sure, she kissed me before… while she was a dog, if licking my cheeks counted as kissing, but we never actually kissed after she got her new body. I kissed Vala, Delphi, and Cami, but never Lavi.

“I can do this,” Lavi said before taking another deep breath with her eyes closed. Well, I was assuming she had both of her eyes closed. I couldn’t exactly tell since I could only ever see one of them due to the eyepatch she wore. Then, when she opened her eyes, she looked like she was full of her usual bravado. “Fu—fufu… you—you think that I’m nervous about a little kiss? I—I will give you a kiss full of my power! A universe-saving ki-kiss!”

She tried to be full of her usual bravado, anyways.

“Alright. Let’s save the universe, Lavi,” I said.

“Do-don’t rush me. These things take time! I have to… gather enough energy in my lips first.”

“Alright. I’ll wait.”

Lavi nodded and took another deep breath.

A few moments passed in awkward silence as the explosion beyond the sky continued to grow in size.

“I’m… I’m almost ready,” Lavi said, sounding even less prepared than she did before.

I had no choice.

I grabbed her shoulders and pulled her down to me so that I could kiss her seeing as how the universe might have actually ended if I didn’t. She shut her eyes and made a sort of squeaking noise right before our lips pressed together, and I could tell how tense she felt when our lips finally met. Though, just a couple of seconds into the kiss and she relaxed. Her face was still pure red, but she did at least relax and put some effort into the kiss as well.

The explosion beyond the sky vanished in an instant.

“Good job, you saved the universe,” I said to Lavi while petting the top of her head between her ears.

Lavi could hardly look at me. She also had to cover up her mouth with one of her hands so that none of us could see her smile. “Ye-yeah… I told you that I could do it.”

“Hey, Drake,” Vala spoke up. “Now you can officially put ‘saved the universe from mass destruction with the power of a kiss’ in your portfolio.”

	Let it never be said that there isn’t any serious plot and high-stakes drama and action and threats, I guess.


“Wait. How was that even done, anyways?” I asked.

	A chain reaction of supernovas.


“I see.” I paused for a few moments before shouting, “What?! Seriously?! You actually triggered a universe-ending event for this?!”

	Hey, Vala’s the one who told me to do it. And I made sure to do it in a part of the universe where there wasn’t any life.


“Now you’re implying there are other parts in this universe that have life! Just how much are you two playing god here?! And where did Cami get that apple juice from?!”

Cami sighed. “I wanted chocolate milk instead…”

	All you need to know, you non-virgin virgin, is that I just demonstrated how powerful I am. I can begin the end of the universe if I want to! I can trigger supernovas at will! You can’t do that, can you?
NOPE
YOU CAN’T
Because you’re WEAK.
And I’m STRONGER than you.



A couple of muscular arms appeared out from Window’s sides to flex at me. She made sure to give herself some extra bulgy biceps, too.

“How do I know those muscles are even real and not just for show?” I asked.

A table appeared between me and Window. Window placed an elbow down against it and flexed her fingers.

	Bring it.


“It’s seriously too early for this,” I said with a sigh before getting up and placing my elbow down on the table.

“We need cheerleader costumes,” Vala said. “But… Delphi would make the best cheerleader, and she’s not here.”

“Wait, yeah. Where is she?”

“Did you forget? She’s in her tower since it was upgrading. That’s why I wanted to wake you up! So we could go see it!”

“Oh. That’s why you wanted to get up. You wanted to go see the cool new upgrade of something game-y. I should have figured.”

“Hehehe. I won’t deny that. It’s like waiting on timed upgrades in mobile games! I’d always set my alarm so that I would wake up as soon as the upgrades were done! Then I’d go back to sleep after looking at them.”

“So, you’re going back to being as lazy as usual, probably sleeping, as soon as we go see Delphi?”

“Exactly!”

“Well, let’s hurry and get this arm-wrestling match over with then.”

	Get prepared to get REKT, scrub.


Of course, we all knew how it was going to go. Window’s overly confident attitude only meant that she’d get even more humiliated when I managed to put her and her fake muscles in their place.

We grabbed each other’s hands.

Vala counted down for us.

As soon as we hit zero, the match began.

And it was an instant victory.

For Window.

The back of my hand was slammed into the table before I could even try to apply any pressure against Window. But, even if I did get a chance to try, her strength would have overwhelmed mine.

	lololololololololololol
These guns have the power to end universes in them, and you thought that you could defeat me? Lol. Get on my level, kid. Maybe you’ll be able to imagine putting up a challenge if you train for a few trillion years. But right now you’re just a weak little boy who can’t even imagine imagining what it might feel like to even be capable of imagining winning against me.
LOL
Time to steal your harem for myself. They deserve an informational status window who is actually strong enough to protect them. Not some non-virgin virgin.



All I could do was sigh and admit my defeat. “You win today, Window.”

	Wait, what?


“You heard me. You win.”

	Isn’t this when you’re supposed to throw me into the sky or shake me or something?


“It’s only fair that you win sometimes. Besides, all I have to do is get revenge someday.”

	I see… so you’re not actually giving me this win. You’re only trying to make me lower my guard by inflating my ego with a victory so that you can outsmart me someday!


“No, I don’t actually have any idea how to get revenge and I don’t mind letting you have a—”

	I SEE THROUGH YOUR MIND GAMES, DRAKE. I KNOW WHAT YOU’RE TRYING TO DO. THIS IS REVERSE PSYCHOLOGY.
NOW.
THROW ME.
I DEMAND THAT YOU THROW ME INTO THE SKY JUST LIKE USUAL.



“Why?”

	BECAUSE THEN IT’LL RUIN YOUR PLAN TO ACT LIKE THE LOSER.


“Well, if that’s what you want, but I think we’re going to need a new thing after I throw you. We can’t keep relying on the same gag.”

	Then let’s make this the best throwing of me into the sky ever.


“You’ve got it, Window.” Just like always, I grabbed onto Window and prepared to throw her like a flying disc, aiming straight up into the sky. “Are you ready?”

One of Window’s muscular arms gave me a thumbs-up before they each disappeared to make her more aerodynamic.

	I’m ready. Let’s show the universe how to—


I threw her.

Window spun into the sky, spinning faster than ever before as she even managed to break the sound barrier. Eventually, her spinning, rectangular body left the atmosphere, and all we could see was what looked like a massive explosion somewhere in orbit around the planet.

“He-hey, is she going to be alright?” Lavi asked.

“Yeah. Probably,” I answered. “Anyways, ready to go see Delphi?”

“Let’s go! Let’s go let’s go let’s go!” Vala shouted, tactically positioning herself behind me, Cami, and Lavi so that she could push all of us toward Delphi’s tower.

Once we reached the tower, it looked just like Cami’s did when hers was covered up by the construction tent. Taller, a bit wider, and with a bunch of beavers sitting around in front of it playing cards and drinking from flasks.

The forewoman, Tabitha, sighed when she saw us. She looked relieved that we were finally there, so I was guessing that the tower was already done for a while.

“We’re ready!” Vala said. “Sorry, it took a while to wake Drake up.”

The forewoman looked at me with her tiny arms crossed over her chest.

“I couldn’t sleep last night,” I explained. I left out the part about training with Lake… and the part about the new technique I learned from her.

The forewoman didn’t care. Instead, she made some beaver noises to the other beavers to signal that it was time to reveal Delphi’s new tower.

And reveal it they did.

“Woah, that’s awesome,” Vala said.

“It really is,” I agreed.

While Cami’s tower went for more of a Viking theme, it looked like Delphi’s went for more of a holy knight theme. Everything was brightly colored with silver and blue. A large, heavy shield hung from the wall over the entrance and there were even some crosses on display to really play into the whole holy thing.

Then we heard Delphi shout from within the tower. “Can I come out now?”

“Yeah!” Vala shouted to her.

“Okay!”

Meanwhile, I noticed that Cami looked nervous. “Something wrong?” I asked.

“I have a bad feeling,” Cami explained.

“Why? What could be bad?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, I mean, it’s Delphi. And look at the universe we’re in. I doubt that anything is wrong, so don’t worry abou—”

Cami’s worried expression turned into an expression that made me think she might have actually died on the spot. She looked completely lifeless, like something that she was looking at managed to drain all the life out of her.

At the same time, I heard Vala say, “Wo-woah… what an upgrade…”

I had no idea what to expect. What I did know, though, was that between their two reactions, there must have been something pretty surprising.

Even Lavi looked shocked. “Big sis, don’t ya—don’t ya think that’s maybe a bit…”

I finally turned to look at what they were all looking at.

Standing there before was Delphi in her new, upgraded glory.

Vala gulped and said, “She went from ‘hello ma’am, nice to meet you’ to ‘your son calls me mommy, too.’”

Vala couldn’t have been more accurate in her description.

Before, Delphi was—well, cute. She was cute and innocent looking. Sure, she had probably the most “mature” body out of all the girls seeing as how she had the largest chest and thickest thighs and all that, but… now that was even more exaggerated. Not only was Delphi now wearing the armor of a holy knight with a shield strapped to her back and a sword hanging from her hip, but she looked like her body underwent a major growth spurt. Her thighs were squeezed by her plate greaves that stopped low enough to leave exposed skin between where they ended and where her metal skirt began. Up above, while her new armor protecting her torso might have looked far heavier and more impressive than before… it was like it was designed by some pervert of a JRPG developer who purposely left a massive vulnerability at the chest area by leaving it uncovered so that there was no short amount of cleavage on display.

And there was a lot of cleavage.

A lot. Of cleavage.

Delphi was upgraded from a bowl of soup to a bowl of oatmeal, to put it in her terms. Thicker thighs, wider hips, a chest big enough to bulge out her armor and make her look like she was purposely designed to maximize on fanservice—even her resting expression just seemed… more mature and seductive than before. Even the way that she stood was more seductive than before!

“Masters?” Delphi asked, looking at me and Vala. “How do I look?” Delphi even leaned over a bit for us, making both of us gulp as we struggled to look at anything other than her chest.

Meanwhile, to my side, we heard the despaired chanting of the smallest member of the group. “Nottfairnotfairnotfairnotfairnotfairnotfairnotfairnotfairnotfair…” Cami repeated that over and over again.

While Cami tried her hardest to improve in the chest region, Delphi got to improve just by upgrading her tower, and now their chests were leagues apart from one another.

“Masters,” Delphi whined, “you didn’t answer my question. Do you like me?”

Vala and I gulped again.

Delphi knew exactly what she was doing. The way that she whined, how she asked while bending over as if to show us even more of her new and improved chest—it was like Delphi was trying to seduce us right then and there.

Not only did her body become significantly lewder than before, but her personality did, too.

“Dr-Drake,” Vala said, “I—I think we’re in danger.”

“Yeah,” I replied. “If this is Delphi now… nothing will ever get done again.”

Delphi’s seductive gaze was accompanied by a lick of her lips.

She truly was like a completely different person. Or, she was like a dog in heat. Either worked.

That was why there was only one thing that we could do. There was only one way to prove that the Delphi we loved and were used to was still in there somewhere behind all the layers of arousal.

I pointed up to the sky and shouted, “Look! Flying soup!”

“Soup?!” Delphi shouted, sounding just like her normal self as she looked up at the sky with a furiously wagging tail. “Where?! Where’s the soup?! I wanna be flying soup! I didn’t even know that soup could fly! This is the best day ever! Where is it?! I wanna eat it! Where?! Where?! Master! I don’t see it! Where’s the soup?! Did it escape?! Did it fly into space?! Is it soup that can fly between galaxies?! Is it intergalactic flying soup?! Space soup! I wanna be space soup! Soup in space!”

“Drake, I’m going to be honest,” Vala said.

“I already know what you’re thinking, but go ahead,” I replied.

“Her being adorable like this only makes me want to lewd her even more than when she was being seductive.”

“Yep. I know.”

With a hand raised in front of her forehead to serve as a visor against the sun, Delphi continued looking all around the sky for wherever the flying soup was.


Chapter Eighteen

“The… the soup is a lie,” Delphi said, her ears flat against her head with her tail hanging down between her legs as she stood in front of us. She took it pretty hard when I told that there wasn’t actually any soup. Not telling her was an option, but I thought she might never stop looking for it until she found it if I didn’t tell her the truth.

“I’m sorry,” I said, offering a hand toward the top of her head. She may have been sad, but she still leaned forward and pressed her head up against my hand so that I could pet her.

As soon as I did, her ears got a little bit more life in them as her tail subtly wagged against the backs of her legs. “That was mean, Master…”

“I had to make sure that you’re still the Delphi we all know, and that was the only thing that I could think of to check.”

“Of course I’m still the same Delphi! Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Well, you uh—changed. A lot.” It was hard not to look down at the fanservice-y amount of cleavage now available.

“Did… you like me more before? I—I can try to change back if you liked me more before! I don’t want to be changed if nobody likes it…” Even the way that she moved as she talked managed to make her body even more seductive. It was like there were some enhanced jiggle physics only seen in games rewarding the male gaze now applied to her chest. Then again, I hadn’t actually seen anybody with her size in my entire lifetime before, so maybe that was just what happened to them when they got to that size. Either way, while I might have felt guilty about looking at her breasts so much… Vala definitely didn’t.

Vala stood there with her eyes practically locked onto Delphi’s chest the entire time. If either of us was the one with a male gaze, it was her. She didn’t even try to hide how much she enjoyed the sight seeing as how she wore the kind of smile that said, “nice,” for as long as her eyes were stuck on Delphi’s chest.

An idea came to mind for how I should respond to Delphi while also “punishing” Vala for having the mind of a perverted, old man.

That was why I wrapped my arms around Delphi and hugged her. “You’re perfect no matter how you are, so don’t worry,” I said. “We were just surprised.” So, not only did I reassure Delphi while saving her chest from Vala’s gaze, but I also hid Delphi’s chest by pressing it against me.

Then I realized something.

She wasn’t just wearing a shirt or anything where I would get to feel warm softness against me. As fanservice-y as she might have looked now, she still had a metal plate in front of her breasts. And that metal plate dug into my abdomen during my hug.

Was it uncomfortable? Yes. Did it ruin the secret third part of my idea for getting to feel her pressing up against me? Yes. Was I secretly in despair and wishing that the metal plate wasn’t there? Absolutely. It wasn’t like Vala was any more perverted than me, really. She was simply more obvious about it whereas I at least knew to have some tact.

Back to Delphi, her ears and tail had even more life in them now, but she was still clearly worried. “Are—are you sure, Master? I don’t want to be a bad girl! If going back would make me a good girl, then—"

“I promise. You’re perfect the way you are. You were perfect then and you’re perfect now, so all you have to do is be however you want to be,” I explained.

Her tail wagged even faster. “Am… am I a good girl?”

“You’re a very good girl. One might even dare to say that you’re the goodiest of all good girls.”

That really got her tail wagging. “Ehehehe… Master thinks I’m a good girl! But, umm, I—I noticed you’re staring at my chest a lot more now. Are you sure? That it’s umm, okay?”

Apparently, I wasn’t as subtle as I thought I was. “Alright. I’ll be honest with you. Me and Vala,” I made sure to drag Vala down with me if I was going to get called out like that, “are staring at it so much now because it’s more obvious. And because we like it. A lot.”

“Even more than before?”

“Even more than before.”

Delphi giggled and bluntly smacked her head against my chest for her to nuzzle her face against me. Meanwhile, I heard a sigh from behind before hearing Lavi say, “O-oi! Don’t give up that easily! There’s still a chance ya might grow someday!”

When I looked back to see what the commotion was, Lavi was standing over Cami trying to comfort her while the smallest of the sisters was curled up on the ground in a fetal position with her hands on her chest. No life could be seen in her eyes. She was thoroughly dead inside as she stared forward into the distance, not at anything in particular. Even if something put itself directly in front of her eyes, she wouldn’t have been looking at it. She would have just been looking through it.

“He-hey, Vala,” I said. “Can’t we help her out?”

Vala brought a hand up to her chin and thought about it for a few moments. “Hmm, hmm… we can. If we make sure to massage them every night before we go to sleep, they might grow!”

“That’s not what I meant!”

“Ooh! Do you mean spawning a ton of milk for her to drink?”

“No!”

“Massaging them while she drinks milk?”

“You know exactly what I mean! With Window! Can’t you just snap your fingers and make them grow bigger or something? She’s going to die at this rate! Do you want her to lock herself in her room where she starves to death because she refuses to eat or do anything due to her size?!”

“Don’t worry, nobody can starve here no matter how hard they try to,” Vala said with a thumbs-up.

“That just makes it sound like torture!”

Before Vala could reply, I felt a tug on my arm that came from none other than Cami who now stood by my side looking up at me. “It’s okay, Master. I don’t want to cheat. I have to earn it myself. Unearned boobs are meaningless.”

“Cami… that’s—”

“Master,” Cami said, looking at Vala now, “I’m ready for the massage and milk.”

Vala winked with a thumbs-up before shouting for Window.

“Those aren’t going to help! They seriously aren’t going to help!” I shouted.

“Then how do I do it?” Cami asked.

“The only way I can think of… is either using magic to cheat them to be bigger, or you have to eat so many calories that you gain weight and they grow bigger that way.”

“Calories are a meme,” Vala said. “You think I wouldn’t nerf them out of existence? How am I supposed to eat as much as I want if calories are in the way?”

“So, not only do we not only ever have to go the bathroom ever again, not to mention  that we’re always clean or get cleaned without realizing it after we get dirty, but now we can eat as much as we want without ever having to worry about gaining weight?”

“Exactly!”

“What about working out? What if somebody wants to lose weight or gain some muscle?”

“That’s possible. And I guess it’s possible if somebody wants to gain weight, too.”

“But how are they going to do that without calories?”

“Hmm… that’s a good point. Oh! Idea! Okay, if anybody wants to lose or gain weight, or gain or lose muscles or anything, then they have to sign a piece of paper consenting to it, and then I’ll make Window make it happen!”

“Couldn’t you just do it yourself?”

“But that requires effort. It’s easier to let Window do it.”

I sighed and returned my attention to Cami. “There you have it. If you want to gain weight, you have to sign a paper and consent to it.”

I wasn’t the only one to sigh. Cami sighed and slumped her shoulders, looking down at the ground. “That’s cheating.”

“Then you might be out of lu—”

	I’m just saying, but if weird seeds for plants can be found during explorations, I don’t see why there couldn’t be something that you find which makes you bigger there.


“That might work, but only if I find it,” Cami said.

“Alright. That settles that problem then,” I said. “Do you have a reason to live again now that you know it might be possible someday?”

“I always had other reasons to live. I was only depressed because I was reminded of how unfair and cruel the world is.”

“Out of all the things this world is, I’m pretty sure it’s not unfair or cruel.”

“But it’s the only one I know.”

“Well, in that case, then yeah. I guess that it’s—wait, didn’t you have access to the internet?”

“Yeah.”

“Then don’t you know what things are like from my world?”

“And a bunch of others.”

“Then how is the only world you know?”

“It’s the only one I’ve experienced. That makes it the unfairest and the cruelest of all the worlds I know.”

“That’s… a good point. Wait, what did you say about a bunch of others?”

“I looked at stuff about the other worlds, too.”

“How—what? Do you mean other planets?”

“I mean the other worlds that people live on.”

I wasn’t exactly getting a good answer from Cami, so I turned to look at Vala for an explanation.

Also, Delphi was still clinging to my chest rubbing herself all over me. I figured that she was probably marking me with her scent or something, but she was cute about it, so I didn’t mind at all.

“Do other worlds have access to our internet or something?” I asked Vala.

“Pfftttt, nah,” Vala answered, dismissively waving her hands. “People from other worlds have gone to your world and learned how to use the internet, and some of them wrote online about their homes and stuff. You can find a whole bunch of people talking about their worlds on Nozama.”

“Nozama? Nozama as in the biggest online retailer in the world that also sells a ton of movies and books?”

“Yeah! Like history books about heroes from their worlds saving them from demon lords and getting harems of cute waifus and stuff!”

“Are you—are you… talking about fictional books?”

“Nope! They’re history books!”

“I think you’re mistaking fictional stories for the histories of other worlds.”

“How do you know? How would you feel if somebody was reading about our history together and they thought it was fiction just because they didn’t see it themselves?”

“But we’re real. We’re talking about books.”

“But what if we’re in a book that somebody is reading right now! And they don’t think we’re real! Woah… wait, and what if somebody is reading a book about them and doesn’t think that our reader is real? And what if somebody is reading a book about our reader’s reader who doesn’t think that they’re real? Is it people thinking we’re not real all the way down—or up, I guess? What if we actually are in a book? What if the person reading this right now is in a book and they don’t even know that? What if there’s like some super advanced technology and we’re all in a simulation and we think we’re real but we’re actually only all parts of a fictional story inside of a fictional story inside of a fictional story and so on for ever and ever and ever without any end?”

“You’re going to give people existential crises if you talk like that. Also, being inside of a simulation would explain everything about you and your powers far more than anything else ever could.” I sighed, rubbing my forehead. “You’re real. I’m real. As for whatever Cami read on Nozama and whoever might be reading us in some higher dimension, I have no idea, so we’ll just take the agnostic approach and stop thinking about it too hard.”

“That sounds like a good idea! But also I promise that some of the books on Nozama are historical! One of my contacts back on your world was from a planet with giant mushrooms everywhere, and she put a bunch of books about her world’s history up on the ‘ama. It was like a thirty-part series! She really wrote a ton.”

“Wait… a thirty-part series about a planet with a bunch of giant mushrooms everywhere? I can’t remember the name, but I’m pretty sure I’ve heard of that before.”

“It won some awards and they wanted to make a TV series about it, but she was afraid of her identity getting found out so she didn’t go through with it.”

“And you’re telling me that those books were actually based off of real events from another world?”

“Yeah!”

“And this is something you’ve personally confirmed?”

“I mean… I’ve never been to her world, but I met her, and I don’t know what other kind of planet a sentient mushroom would come from.”

“The more you talk, the less I understand and the more confused I feel about all of reality. And just how many people from other worlds are there?”

“Oh, a ton, but they’re all pretty hidden. It helps that people don’t think they actually exist, so it’s easy to get away with disguises and stuff. I bet there are a bunch of internet warriors talking about how fake the video of us stealing Lake and disappearing her was in case it got recorded and went viral, which it probably did.”

“I remember you thinking zombie movies were real before. But, now that I think about it… I would probably assume it was fake if I saw a video of some guy and girl disappearing like we did, too. If that’s the case… just how much of the truth have I assumed was fake?”

“Uhh… probably a lot, but that’s okay. I’m here to guide you now! I can tell you what’s real and what’s fake news!”

Suddenly, the most absurd and nonsensical person I knew was responsible for helping me determine what was real and what wasn’t. I had no idea how that was going to turn out, but it sounded about right given everything else that happened. There were definitely worse people to have guiding me along the path of truth.

Probably.

“Wait, I just remembered something,” I said. “You mentioned knowing a spirit before, too. How do you know about so many other… non-humans?”

“We had an online support group,” Vala answered, sounding as if she thought that was the common-sense answer. “There weren’t exactly many humans a lot of them could relate to since they weren’t interested in games or anything, so we had an invite-only forum that we talked on.”

“You just gave me about a hundred more questions I want to ask, but I’ll only ask this one: how did they know about the forum in the first place?”

“It’s complicated.”

“Give me the ‘explain it like I’m five’ answer.”

“In that case, magic!”

“That’s… good enough.”

“Hehe. When in doubt, always explain things with ‘magic’ and leave it at that!”

“That sounds like something a lazy author would write after writing something they thought was interesting without having any idea of how to justify it after the fact.”

“Hey, if a dragon can be lazy, then an author can be lazy, too!”

“If they want to write a bad book that nobody reads, sure.”

“Pffftttttt, bad is subjective. But while we’re talking like we’re in a book, let’s timeskip over to when it’s time to reveal the trebuchet tower!”

“And how are we going to do that?”

“Well, if we walk over there without saying anything, and we don’t say anything until the tower is revealed, then our author wouldn’t have anything to write about, right? What would they do? Write about us standing there in silence or something the entire time? As long as we don’t do anything until the trebuchet tower gets revealed, there will be nothing to describe, so it’ll be like a timeskip!”

“But that means standing there in silence doing absolutely nothing, not even playing games or thinking about anything. And what if we’re being written in third person? Our ‘author’ could describe the things happening around us.”

“Pfffftttt, who writes in third person? We’re too cool to be a third-person story. Instead, we’re gonna be like, a five-hundred-waifu story!”

“I don’t think it works that way.”

“Only one way to find out, and it involves timeskipping to the trebuchet tower!”

I finally, and gently, pried Delphi off of me before asking, “So, what are we going to do? Just… walk over there without saying or thinking anything?”

Vala gave me a thumbs-up, pretend to zip her mouth shut, and walked over to the trebuchet tower.

I joined her by walking over as well. Then, once I was there, I shut my eyes for our “timeskip.”

…

…

…

…

…

…

…

…

…

…

…

I felt something smack my knee. Upon opening my eyes, I saw Tabitha standing there with a hammer in her hand.

“Is the tower ready?” I asked. The trebuchet tower took longer than Delphi’s tower’s upgrade took, so we were waiting for a while. Fortunately, I was already late to Delphi’s tower, so we didn’t have to wait the whole six-hour difference in build time.

Tabitha nodded her head and gave the order to reveal our newest tower. But rather than watch as it was uncovered, I noticed something.

I was alone.

It was only when I looked around that I noticed Vala and the others were enjoying the shade of a tree while they took turns playing games together.

“Hey!” I shouted at them. “What happened to timeskipping together?!”

“I got bored, and I realized that you’d probably be the main character, so you were the only one who needed to not do anything worth describing!” Vala shouted.

“You mean you made me stand over here alone all by myself that entire time?! I wasn’t even thinking anything!”

“Window convinced me that it’d be funny! Ah! Wait! Don’t you dare use that blue shell!” And just like that, Vala’s attention was back on the game.

And I already knew what to see when I turned back around.

The feeling in my gut told me what to expect—who to expect.

Window.

	Heh.


“Window… what did you say to convince her to leave me alone over here?” I asked, already ready to torment the informational status window in some way.

	I told her it’d be really funny if you stood here looking stupid the whole time while I recorded you. I got the whole thing so that I can show everybody in the universe you standing there alone doing nothing. She took some convincing, but then when I told her you might turn into a new meme for people to crop you out and insert you into a bunch of other things, she was all for it.
I win.
And you?
You.
Lose.



“You know that I’m going to figure out a way to get you back for this that puts all previous tortures to shame, right?”

	Oh, no, you’re so scary. What are you going to do? Stand there at me? Please, anything but that! Don’t stand there like an idiot at me!


It was hard to stay upset when Window was making me want to laugh, but I held back my smile and laughter. “If I wasn’t curious about the trebuchet then I’d get you back right now, but I’m more interested in our new tower.”

	But just imagine: if we actually were in a book, this would be the perfect spot to stop at to cause the ultimate cliffhanger. Don’t you want to torture everybody else as much as you torture me? Don’t they deserve to feel how you make me feel every single day?


“No, because they’re not you and only you deserve to be mistreated.”

	smh
Or I guess I should do smr for “shaking my rectangle” instead.
smr



While Window shook her rectangle, I helped her out a bit by pushing her to the side so that I could finally see the new tower. Tabitha and the rest of her construction crew were all already gone since they must have gotten tired of me bantering with Window, so it was just me, Window off to the side being annoyed that I pushed her, and the tower.

The melee towers had dogs. The archer towers had—well, that was still a secret to everybody but me. And Window seeing as how she was the one who designed them, basically. Then the flying tower had bees.

And now, what the trebuchet tower had… was…

	CLIFFHANGER TIME


“No!” I shouted, pushing Window back out of the way.

What the trebuchet tower had was—

	DO IT FOR THE MEME


Cows!

There were cows!

I had no idea how cows were supposed to work a trebuchet nor why cows were chosen to go with a trebuchet, but there were cows!

“Why cows?!” I shouted, utterly confused and already hyped up from Window repeatedly getting in my way to try and stop me from seeing them.

	Dang it, mission failed.
Also because trebuchets launched cows and stuff. Well, they launched dead and rotting cow corpses, but yeah. I couldn’t think of anything else to go with a trebuchet.  Well, I guess gnomes or dwarves or something would’ve worked, but that’s boring. Plus we already have an animal theme going on, so why not? It’s COW TIME!



“I—I… alright. This is nowhere near the top most absurd things of the day, so I’m not even going to think about complaining. I guess we have a trebuchet tower manned by cows now. Just… they’re not going to launch themselves or anything, right?”

The reason for associating cows with the new tower was pretty morbid, but I couldn’t deny that it made sense.

It probably made more sense than anything else that recently happened.


Chapter Nineteen

“Cows! We have cows!” Delphi shouted as she ran toward the newly completed tower. “I’ve always wanted a cow!”

I doubted that she always wanted a cow and didn’t only just realize that she wanted a cow, but I wasn’t going to question her about it. After all, she was the same woman who wanted to be a bowl of soup. There was no questioning Delphi when it came to her desires in life.

Her desire for a cow manifested in a jumping hug, wrapping her arms around the frontmost cow’s neck to spin around it a few times before landing on its back with her legs hanging off of its sides. “Hey, Master! Did you know that cows are super smart? And they love to cuddle and play! Cows are basically big dogs that make lots of milk! They’re milkdogs! Oh! Let’s name her that!”

“Her?” I asked before leaning over to look under the cow’s body. Yep. There were udders. All of the cows had udders, actually, so they continued the trend of basically everybody being women except for me. Well, I wasn’t entirely sure about the other dogs’ genders. Or the bees’. Or the others in the tower. So, there was still a chance that I wasn’t the only man around, but it was unlikely.

And now the others were over, Vala included.

Cami looked like she was in the process of internally dying again as she realized that the cows were female. “I already know where this is going,” she said, her voice even more monotone than usual before she sighed.

“Hey,” Lavi spoke up, “it’s possible that whichever one of them evolves might have a smaller chest. It’s not like cows have to have giant boobs just because they turn into girls, right?”

“Pfftttttt. How naïve,” Vala said. “It is a cow girl’s duty in life to remind people that bigger sizes always exist! They’re supposed to get so big that they have their own gravity wells and then they eventually collapse into themselves from how dense they are and create black holes and that’s how new universes are born! Our universe is actually the inside of a black hole created by cow girl boobs going supernova!”

“That’s not how any of that works!” I shouted.

“Ehhh, it’s close enough.”

“No, it’s really not. Look.” I pointed over at the mountains in the distance. “You see those?”

“Yeah.”

I raised another hand to point in the exact opposite direction. “Now, look as far as you can there.”

“Got it.”

“Now take the distance between over there and the mountains and multiply it by a few trillion.”

“I might need a calculator for this…”

“The point is that that’s how not ‘close enough’ anything you said is!”

“Oh, so my calculation was close enough.”

“What calculation?”

“Multiplying the distance by a few trillion in my head.”

“Wait… were you actually trying to calculate that?”

“Well, yeah. You told me to!”

“If I told you to jump off of a bridge would you do that?”

“Yeah. I can fly and even if I didn’t I wouldn’t get hurt, so that’s okay.”

“What about if I told you to jump into a pool of lava?”

“I might not look like it, but my skin is as tough as my scales are, so that’s okay. I’ve even taken lava baths before.” She put her hands on her hips, clearly proud of herself for some reason.

“You—you have? What was that like?”

“It’s like a really fiery hot tub, but instead of hot water, you’re surrounded by molten jello. It feels really good. And you know how sometimes you can feel a pressure jet against you in the pool?”

“Yeah?”

“That’s what it’s like if it erupts while you’re inside.”

“So, let me get this straight. You have basically taken a bath in an erupting volcano before.”

“Technically, yeah! That sounds right.”

“At this point I almost want to think you’re purposely trying to one-up how crazy things are over and over again.”

“Pfffttt, nah. It’s just something that was never brought up before, and I didn’t have any other reason to talk about it, so there was no point in talking about it.”

“Alright, then let’s get this out of the way with. What is the most unbelievable, insane, craziest thing that you can think of telling me? From a human’s perspective?”

“Hmm… does it count if it’s the craziest thing from both a human’s and dragon’s perspective?”

“Sure. As long as it’s the most insane thing you can think of. The most nonsensical thing in existence. If you tell me what it is now, then nothing you ever say in the future could ever come off as you just making stuff up on the spot to be even crazier.”

“Okay, but I’ll have to whisper it!”

I leaned over so that Vala would be able to easily reach my ear.

Vala walked up in front of me, cupped her hands around my ear, and then brought her lips as close to it as she could before whispering, “The super duper craziest thing in the entire universe that shouldn’t be possible… is how much I love you.”

Needless to say, I immediately blushed and pulled away to look at her. She was blushing even more than I was with her hands covering up her face.

“That—that wasn’t fair,” I said.

“He-heh… got you,” Vala said, trying to sound smug and confident but absolutely failing at it as the redness of her face made it obvious she was anything but. “Also… hurry up and look even more embarrassed than me or else I won’t be able to take it… I feel even hotter than when I took that bath in the volcano…”

“Make sure to pay attention,” Delphi said to the cow she was on top of, “if you take notes then you’ll be able to make them look cute and red later all by yourself!”

The cow nodded her head and intently stared at us.

I suddenly felt very conflicted.

There was a cow. A cow who had intelligence on par with human intelligence. Who was also over the age of eighteen and a fully grown adult because of the way that the world worked. So, a cow with human intelligence who was also a legal adult. Absolutely nothing was going to happen before her inevitable transformation into a humanoid woman, of course, but… what Delphi said made me realize that everybody still had such intentions before they were evolved. They already knew what would eventually happen. If that was the case, then even the bees—or rather, whichever bee could be considered the leader of their group, also had such intentions regarding me.

And thinking of it that way made things weird. That meant anything they could do pre-evolution could potentially be flirting, and that was something I wasn’t comfortable with.

	Yeah, you’re way overthinking it. They take notes beforehand but act normal until they transform. All the times that Delphi, Cami, and Lavi licked you and cuddled with you before becoming who they are now were purely innocent with no romantic or sexual intent behind them, and all others will be the same way for the sake of things not being weird. So just treat them like normal and they’ll treat you like normal, don’t overthink it, remember that nothing important actually happens until they’re basically human and that they’re all at least eighteen years old with adult human intelligence and knowledge, and stop worrying.


Window appeared to remind me that she could read my thoughts and free me of any concerns at the perfect time.

	Also anybody who has already read this far probably understands what’s going on enough to not have a problem with it.


“That joke about us being in a book is old already,” I said before flicking her and returning my attention to Vala. “I’m going to have to pay you back for that one.”

Vala shook her head while still holding her hands over her face. “If—if you do… I don’t think my heart will be able to handle it. It’ll go supernova and—"

“It’s not going to make a black hole and new universe or anything like that.”

“That’s because it’d be too powerful. My heart would go supernova and then meganova and then ultranova and destroy all of existence and cause a chain reaction that spreads through all the universes to destroy everything that ever was, is, or will be!”

“You’re ridiculous.”

“Heh. I know.”

“Don’t admit to that while you still can’t even take your hands away from your face.”

“No you.”

“My hands aren’t in front of my face.”

“What if they are but you’ve gotten so used to them being there that you don’t even notice them anymore? And before you mention your normal hands, what if you have an extra pair of hands in front of your eyes that you forgot about? You wouldn’t know if you can’t remember.”

“Can you prove I have an extra pair of hands that have apparently become invisible to me?”

“Window!”

Window appeared in front of me again, made a camera flashing noise, disappeared for a few moments, and then reappeared with an image of me standing there… with extra hands in front of my face. However, it was obvious that they were edited into the picture. They looked so obvious that it was almost like Window purposely made my extra hands look as stupid and unfitting as possible.

“Wow, it looks so realistic. I mean, of course it’s realistic since this must obviously be the truth that I’m looking at. It in no way looks like somebody took five seconds to edit on the first picture of arms they could find on the internet,” I said as sarcastically as possible.

	Wow, and you’re so TOTALLY not being sarcastic.
I’m not getting paid for this. Don’t be a choosing beggar who gets upset with the quality you get when somebody gives you free art. If you try to be ungrateful then I’m showing everybody on the internet how horrible you are so that we can cancel you.



Flicking Window again was the only response to that.

“That doesn’t count, by the way,” I told Vala.

Or rather, I intended to tell her that. She was no longer standing where she was just moments before. Instead, she had her arms wrapped around the lead cow’s neck for a soft hug as they rubbed the sides of their heads together. “Cows are the best… they really are like big dogs! And annoying flies don’t exist here, so there’s nothing to annoy us while we hug! Oh! We need one of those spinny things! Like in the videos online where cows rub up against a spinning thing that makes them really happy! That should be a crafting thing we can make! And building it will give love points that unlock reward costumes for later! Ah… game design can be pretty fun sometimes.”

I had no idea whether cows wagged their tails because of happiness or not, but the cow’s—every cow’s tail wagged as if they were happy from hearing about Vala’s idea.

I personally had no idea what she was talking about, so I would just have to take her word that something like that existed.

Now, it was finally time to get a good look at the new tower. I barely paid any attention to it after it was finished since I was immediately distracted by the cows. Though, there wasn’t much to look at. It was a much simpler tower compared to the others and it started off as even shorter than them despite this tower’s occupants being much larger. However, while this tower might have been short and plain as far as the actual structure of it went… its flat roof was home to a giant trebuchet taller than the building itself was. A massive boulder was already loaded onto it as well, ready to be launched at any moment. I had no idea how cows were supposed to operate a trebuchet, but I was sure that they would somehow manage without issue.

I crossed my arms over my chest and nodded. “Both the towers are ready, and we have nothing else to do, so let’s go do the battle. I want to see how this trebuchet handles that cat’s walls.”

“Wait, the trebuchet isn’t for walls,” Vala said.

“But… it’s a trebuchet.”

“Yeah, but it’s supposed to do AoE damage to enemies on the field, not the actual walls.”

“Oh. Right. So… we don’t get to break down her walls?”

“I think she’d be really mad if we did that…”

“Alright, no breaking down her walls. What about filling the trebuchet with water and shooting that?”

“That’s even more sadistic! And… I don’t think there would be enough water to actually be noticeable at all. It would get all dispersed and stuff.”

“Then what about catnip?”

“Would that count as biological warfare?”

“I don’t know, but imagine a giant, boulder-shaped ball made out of catnip that explodes on impact everywhere. I want to try it.”

“That’s actually biological warfare! Or maybe drug warfare… is it ethical to bomb cats with drugs if they like it?”

“Could you imagine what the cat queen would be like if she got high off of catnip?”

Vala’s eyes lit up as she came to stand in front of me. “She’d be so cute! All cuddly and loopy and honest! She’d totally be hanging all over you and meowing and acting flirty! Wouldn’t that be the cutest ever?”

I tried to imagine it, and… I had to admit, it really was an extremely nice thought. That cat queen, acting high from catnip, sprawling across my lap while making her usual cat noises, completely defenseless so that I could touch her ears and tail as much as I wanted to…

“Vala, we need to get some catnip,” I said.

“Window!” Vala shouted. “Make it happen.”

	You know this is basically a war crime, right? You want to release a mind-altering substance onto your enemies and then take advantage of them while they’re drugged. That makes both of you horrible people.


“Drake… she has a point,” Vala said, looking up at me.

“I know. Window is right,” I agreed.

Vala and I looked into one another’s eyes before looking around at everybody watching us. Everybody only included the cows, Delphi, Lavi, and Cami, but that was still everybody.

Then we looked back into each other’s eyes before nodding at the same time.

	Good, you two have decided to be good, non-horrible people who aren’t going to drug a bunch of cats and their queen with catnip. Remember, biological warfare is never alright. Unless you’re playing a game where you’re managing a colony on a world at the edge of civilization where you can turn people who try to raid you into human leather parkas and stuff. I hope that you two remember this and never even consider the idea agai—


“It’s time to commit some war crimes,” Vala and I said in perfect unison.

	…
im done




Chapter Twenty

We wanted to commit war crimes, but we were not able to commit war crimes. We needed catnip for that. We had no access to catnip. Therefore, we first needed to acquire catnip seeds so that we could grow some catnip.

Going back to the normal world to grab some catnip was always an option, but that wouldn’t have been the same. As Cami would put it, that would be cheating. We needed to do it ourselves—we needed to earn it. There was also the fact that neither of us felt like dealing with other humans at all. This left me and Vala with having to figure out a more legitimate way of acquiring the catnip.

That was what took us to the Church of RNGesus and the slot machine within it.

“Spending money gambling counts as legit, right? The odds are against us, so it counts if we win,” I said, still having to convince myself a bit.

“It definitely counts,” Vala agreed. “It’s like rolling for a waifu in a gacha game. If you spend a few thousand dollars rolling on a single waifu, you earned her. Even if you’re one of those super lucky people who gets her on their first and only free roll, that still counts! This is the same, but with a plant instead of waifus. Wait… plant. Waifus. Plant waifu? Catnip-chan… imagine a catnip waifu who makes the cat queen high just by being around her. Oh! Especially if Catnip-chan is like an ‘ara ara’ onee-san! Then whenever the cat queen misbehaves, Catnip-chan walks up from behind, goes all like ‘ara ara,’ and then the cat queen instantly starts behaving! That’d make a great comic strip. If only there was somebody with artistic ability who could draw that right now. If somebody drew that, and a bunch of other stuff for us, they would be a super awesome person who deserves their own harem. If only there was somebody, right now, who could draw that…”

“I’m the only other person here right now and I can’t even draw a straight line.”

“Dang it. Oh well. But while we’re talking about plant waifus—”

“I think you’re the only one talking about them right now.”

“Yeah but we’re dating so everything I do is what you do, too. That makes it so we’re talking about plant waifus, not just me.”

“I don’t think that’s how it works.”

“I’ll kiss you if you agree that’s how it works.”

“You can’t just bribe me with kisses.”

“I’ll kiss you and say I love you.”

“… alright.”

Vala jumped up, wrapped her arms around my neck to keep her up, and kissed me before saying, “I love you,” while looking straight into my eyes.

“I… love you too.”

“Hehehe.” She dropped back down to the ground. “Anyways, while we’re talking about plant waifus, since you really love plants, what if we had a special series of waifus who are all based on plants?”

“What do you mean by a series of them?”

“Like, Delphi, Lavi, and Cami are a series of doggo waifus. They’re part of the same theme, kinda. So, a series of plant waifus! Catnip-chan, then uh… Sunflower-chan, and there can be a… umm… Grass-chan?”

“You don’t know that many plant names, do you?”

“Rose-chan!”

“Yeah, you don’t.”

“It’s not my fault that vidya keeps on distracting me and overwriting any information about plants in my brain. Even if you teach me all day long about plants and make me study and take a test and everything, the instant I pick up a game, it’ll be like, ‘Bam! Poof! No more plant names! Only vidya games!’ It’s a losing battle, I tell ya.” She shook her head with closed eyes and her hands on her hips.

Since her eyes were closed, that gave me the perfect opportunity to flick her forehead, prompting her to pretend like she was about to cry as she rubbed her head. “You’re ridiculous. Anyways, how we can even be sure that catnip is an option from this?”

“You have to believe in the gacha, Drake. The gacha holds the answers to all of our dreams. The gacha is one of the most powerful things in the universe!”

“And what makes it so powerful?

“Its ability to drain even the largest of bank accounts!”

“I wish that wasn’t something that actually resulted in power, but I can see your point.”

“Hehehe. So, ready to try it until we get catnip?”

“I’ll leave it to you. You seem way more excited about this sort of thing.”

“I—I don’t know about that one. I usually have pretty bad luck when it comes to RNG.”

“Yeah, grinding for drops with you always took a while back in the day.”

“Everybody else around us would get their drops on the first or second try… meanwhile it’d take me like three hundred tries… even if I’m a dragon who has lived long enough to treat hours like they’re seconds… I still get worn out from grinding for so long…”

“That’s a good point.”

Rather than hand any of the coins over to Vala, I put some into the slot and pulled the lever.

And the result…

Was disappointment.

Given that there were no matching icons, all we got rewarded with was a couple of wooden logs.

“I think I’d rather get nothing than that,” I said.

“But if it rewards nothing then it counts as gambling and then it isn’t allowed.”

“How is this not already gambling?”

“Because you always win something! Even if you only win a super lame item, it still counts as winning something, so that makes it not gambling!”

“What kind of logic is that?! Nobody would buy that!”

“Drake… this isn’t the time to be playing the straight man. That’s what they actually say.”

“Wait, wait. Are you serious? They actually say that? People actually believe that?”

“Yeah. And governments allow it. That’s why companies are able to make lots of money off of little kids.”

“So you’re telling me that I could offer somebody a dirty sock as a compensation prize instead of just saying ‘too bad you don’t win anything,’ and that would legally make it not gambling?”

“Exactly!”

“That makes me want to burn the entire system down.”

“If—if it makes you feel better, we can have a System-chan who likes to be lit on fire?”

“What would that change?! And I don’t want to set the human personification of the system on fire!”

“But if she likes it—”

“That’s too kinky! Is that even a kink?! Wait, no. I don’t want to know the answer to that.”

	The internet says that pyrophilia is probably the closest thing you can get to that.


“That’s not something that I wanted to know.”

	Maybe not, but it’s something that you needed to know.


“No, I’m pretty sure that I didn’t need to know it, either. I neither wanted nor needed to know that.”

	Oh, I see. You wended to know.


“What’s that even supposed to mean?!”

	It’s a combination of want and need.


“You can’t just combine words like that.”

	I can combord whenever I want.


“Oh! What’s that one supposed to mean?” Vala asked.

	It’s a combination of combine and word to mean combining words. It’s a combordnition.


“Don’t say combordnition when you just said combination!” I shouted.

	Don’t throw a hissy fit. This is how new languages are made. What do you think people back in the ancient days did? They found random words and combined them. That’s what I’m doing here. We’re starting a new language!


“Vala, can we please ban Window from this church? Isn’t her existence too unholy to be on holy grounds?”

	The Church of RNGesus only worships one thing, and that’s money. It’s already as defiled as it possibly could be.


“I wish I could argue with that logic.”

With a sigh, I reached over to grab more coins to put into the machine… only to notice that I only had enough for one more attempt. Upgrading the towers cost more than I realized. It wasn’t like we had anything else to spend the coins on, though, so I put the coins in and pulled the lever.

The first finalized picture was… a plant.

Then there was another plant.

And… another plant!

“Woah, are we actually gonna get it?” Vala asked.

I kept my mouth shut out of fear for jinxing it as the bottom row began to spin. Apparently, the bottom row—the row that determined the rarity of the item that came out, only spun if the top row had a straight match.

As for the bottom row… all five slots landed on two stars.

A little celebratory noise came from the machine before popping out a small bag that landed in my hands. Upon opening the bag, I saw a couple dozen seeds with one of those little descriptive sticks that often came with plants when bought at stores—the kind that showed a picture of the plant with a name attached to it.

The name on the stick was none other than Nepeta cataria.

Catnip.

“We—we actually got it,” I said.

“Nice. It’s a good thing we had just enough coins for to be plot convenient,” Vala said.

	Wait. Wait wait wait. You… you actually got it? There’s no way you got it! Who even added it to the machine?! I never made that an option! It’s not supposed to be possible! I was going to let you waste all your coins and then suffer in gacha hell over not getting what you want!


Vala crossed her arms over her chest and shook her head. “Window, Window, Window. Tsk, tsk, tsk. Don’t you know that the gacha has a life of its own? Gachas are systems that transcend our own reality. Neither of us can control what’s in the gacha anymore. All we could do was guide it in the beginning—show it the path. But now… the gacha has become her own system. We can’t decide what she adds to the rolls list anymore. We can only believe in the gacha that she will do right by the universe.”

	Even the gacha is a degenerate, horrible person system. I was hoping that she’d be a comrade of mine—somebody to torment Drake and make his life miserable with. She was the chosen one! She was supposed to bring balance to the bullying, not destroy it! This gives Drake too much power! He’s going to use the catnip to bully the cats without there being anybody new to bully him in return!
Wait.
That’s it.
We need somebody new who can bully Drake. Somebody who specializes in messing with people like him. Somebody who could never be bullied! We need…
Oh.
Ohohohoho.
I just got an idea.
Too bad it’s probably going to be a while before it happens. But, when it does happen…
Ohohohohohohohohohohoho.
Just you wait. This is going to be beautiful. Eventually. Seeing as how it seriously isn’t going to happen for a while. Just forget all about this, okay?



Window vanished right after that.

“Well, alright then,” I said. “At least we have seeds now. The only problem is growing them. Even though everything grows faster here… they won’t be able to grow before today’s battle. And I doubt that they’ll be able to grow before tomorrow’s battle.”

“What if today’s battle gives us a special fertilizer or something that makes anything planted in it grow within a day?” Vala asked. “Or like, not the battle, but the exploration! Maybe they’ll find something like that and bring it back?”

“We already got extremely lucky once. We can’t hope to get that lucky twice in one day.”

“Why not?”

“Because we probably just used all our luck on this and will be unlucky for years now.”

“Yeah, but plot convenience.”

“If ‘plot convenience’ is a thing, why didn’t you roll for the catnip?”

“Because my RNG luck is so powerfully bad that not even plot convenience can save it.”

“That… makes sense. I wish things in this world that don’t make sense would stop making sense.”

“Maybe they don’t make sense. It’s just that you’re becoming so desensitized to nothing making sense that things that aren’t supposed to make sense are starting to make sense.”

“That’s exactly what I’m worried about! What if I become so used to things that don’t make sense that I start acting without any sense? What if I suddenly think it’s normal to run around in my underwear screaming about how society is run by a shadow organization of monkeys who fund humanity for the sole purpose of making them produce more bananas?!”

“Pfffftttttsssshhhhh. The shadow organization doesn’t have any monkeys in it. Plus they’re too lame to actually do anything. All they do is sit around playing tabletop games while wearing eyepatches and black capes and acting edgy and mysterious and stuff. Well, that’s what they do when they aren’t manipulating the economy and politics and all that stuff.”

“Wait. Vala, I think you just said something outrageous again. Didn’t we just have a talk about how you can’t keep on one-upping the ridiculous things that you say?”

“But that’s not one-upping it. Isn’t that way less crazy sounding than a bunch of things I’ve said?”

“Yes, but I mean… never mind. Just—how would you even know about this supposed shadow organization?”

“Because they know everything and trying to get a dragon on their side would be really good for them. But I wasn’t interested.”

“So… you’ve talked to them.”

“Kind of. I rejected them then told them that they better not cause any wars because wars could interrupt internet service and that would interrupt my gaming. So I threatened to eat them if they caused my vidya any trouble.”

“You… threatened to eat the members of the shadow organization pulling the world’s strings from the darkness if they messed with your video games?”

“Yeah. Exactly.”

“I think it’s time we go and start the next battle already. Well, after I plant the catnip. We need that catnip to be ready as soon as possible.”

“Can… can I help?”

“Sure—wait. You want to help me plant them?”

“Yeah. Is… that weird?”

“Considering that you, the laziest dragon to ever exist, wants to do some gardening work instead of playing more video games—yes. It’s weird.”

“Well… I figured that I was always playing games and never helping you with that stuff, and I haven’t done much with you lately other than talk and cuddle, so I thought I should do something else with you for once.”

“You don’t have to make yourself.”

Vala shook her head. “I’m not. I want to. Besides, there’s a new Harvest Sun game coming out soon, so this will help me prepare for it!”

“So it’s still just about video games.”

“I’m kidding. I mean… it is coming out, but that’s not why. I really do just want to do something with you, even if it means getting dirty and not playing vidya.”

Hearing that she so genuinely wanted to spend more time with me to the point of not playing games to instead do some gardening—well, how could that not make my heart race? It was something extremely simple, sure, but it was coming from Vala. Not to mention that there was a part of me who was hoping nearly every day for Vala to want to do something like that with me. Gardening on my own was fun, sure, but I always believed it would be even better with somebody who I loved.

So, before the day’s battle could officially begin, it was time for some gardening.

Gardening for the sake of fueling our dream of biological warfare against cats.


Chapter Twenty-One

I couldn’t.

My heart wasn’t able to handle it.

I already thought that Vala was as good as she could be. I never really imagined her wearing anything else, either. Vala was simply the dragon girl who always wore the same shorts with an oversized shirt. Well, and she had the flower crown I gave her.

But other than that, I never really imagined her wearing anything else.

So, when she told me she was going to go “do something real quick” before helping me garden, I wasn’t expecting her to do what she ended up doing. I figured she was going to play a quick round of games or something. Maybe force Window to give her a snack outside of everybody else’s sight. Something simple and not really a big deal.

But what did she actually end up doing?

Well, while I was waiting in the garden for her, Delphi, Cami, and Lavi ran up to the fence and stood side by side.

“Are you ready, Master?!” Delphi asked, her tail furiously wagging behind her.

“Dun dun. Dun dun. Dun dun dun dun,” Cami said, her voice as monotone as ever.

“Oi, Master. Prepare yourself,” Lavi said, sounding as serious as ever.

I had no idea what they were getting on about. All I knew was that they each had an extremely different method of preparing me if it could even be called that. There was zero cohesion there.

Then they stepped aside to reveal a certain dragon girl hiding behind them.

“Ta-da!” Delphi shouted. Cami and Lavi also said it albeit with far less enthusiasm.

Standing there… was Vala, and not just normal Vala. No.

Instead, Vala was more beautiful than ever. I had no idea that was possible, but she proved that it was.

It was either she was more beautiful than should have been possible, or I didn’t realize what a massive fetish I had for how she was dressed.

“Hehe… what do you think? I’m cosplaying the girl version of the character in Harvest Sun,” Vala said as she presented herself.

She…

Had overalls on.

She had denim overalls on with brown working boots, gardening gloves, a plaid shirt, and a straw hat.

I couldn’t resist.

Pure desire washed over me.

“Vala, come here,” I ordered, my eyes unable to leave her.

“Y-you sound kinda scary… but also hot,” Vala said, approaching me nonetheless.

I pointed down to the ground as soon as she was in front of me. “On your knees.”

“E-eh?! Wha-wha—”

“Get on your knees. Now.”

With the color of red quickly spreading across her cheeks, Vala hesitantly dropped down to her knees as Delphi covered up Cami’s eyes in the background with her arm while her free hand covered up Lavi’s uncovered eye. Then she shut her own eyes.

“Vala,” I said.

Vala jumped at my at words. Well, word. “Ye-yes?!”

I took a few deep, heavy breaths before reaching into my pocket to pull out the bag of seeds I had, handing them over to her. “Plant them.”

“You—you wa-want me to… plant them?”

“Plant them.”

Vala reached up to take the bag from my hand before slowly opening it up to take a single seed out. Then, she pushed aside a bit of dirt with her finger, dropped the seed into the tiny hole she created, and pushed the dirt back on top of it. “Like—like that? Wait! Why are you breathing so heavily?! What—what’s this terrifying aura surrounding you?!” She actually looked scared.

That was when I realized what I was doing and slapped myself across the face to snap out of it. “Vala… stand up.”

She stood up, still confused as to what was going on.

Now that she was back up, I was easily able to wrap my arms around her and tilt her head back so that I could bring my lips down to her own for a kiss.

“What… what was all of that about?” Vala asked after our kiss, her eyes still looking into mine. “You were starting to look really scary…”

“I’m sorry. You looked too perfect,” I answered.

“Eh? Perfect?”

“You look more beautiful than I’ve ever seen you before.”

“By… wearing stuff like this?”

“I have never wanted to make love more than I do right now.”

“Ma-make love?! This cosplay is so powerful that it’s making you say things that don’t match your character?!”

“You are more beautiful than life itself. Even if you created another universe with the intent of making it the most beautiful thing to ever exist, it would never be able to compare to you.”

“I like this but it’s way too much!”

“Wait… Vala. Can I just—please, can I ask a single favor?”

“Wha-what?”

I reached down, picked up some of the dirt, and smeared just a tiny bit of it onto her cheeks and over her nose.

She already looked perfect just from wearing what she was. But now? She was beyond perfect. The tiny touch of dirt to make her look like she was actually dirty from working in the garden…

I grabbed back onto her for another kiss.

She was surprised at first but quickly relaxed within my hands, kissing back with just as much effort.

“You’re… like a wild beast right now,” Vala said, unable to look me in the eyes now. “Is it… really that exciting?”

“I want to make love to you. I want you to have my children. I can already see us working in the garden together with our children as they play with little shovels making a mess out of everything but we tolerate it because they’re cute even though they’re making more work for us. We’ll have a hundred of them.”

“A—a hundred?!”

“Our own personal army of gardeners. We can get started. Right here. Right now.”

“But we—”

“My body is ready, Vala.”

Vala’s eyes began to dizzily spin in their sockets as she couldn’t keep up with everything that was happening.

That was when she snapped her fingers… and snapped me out of it. Unfortunately, it came at a cost.

She was back in her usual clothes. Her farming girl cosplay was completely gone.

I reached up to grab and rub my head. “What—what happened? I feel… weird.”

“Are you back to normal?” Vala asked.

“Normal? What do you mean?”

“You were acting super weird. You were saying stuff like… stuff like… I—I can’t even repeat it…”

I only had a vague idea of what happened at first, but it was slowly coming back to me. “You were… dressed in that cosplay.”

“Yeah…”

“And as soon as I saw you in it… I lost control.”

“I—I noticed.”

“I had no idea that clothes could hold that much power over me.”

“Yeah… cosplay is really powerful.”

“But I feel like… something beautiful was taken away from me. Like I experienced the greatest high that I possibly could, and now it’s just out of reach.”

“Drake, it’s okay. I’m here for you. You’re going to be okay.” Vala wrapped her arms around me, stroking my back with the tender touch that a mother would use to comfort her child.

“I—”

“Shh… it’s okay now, Drake. It’s all going to be okay.”

“I just… want to see it one more time…” The tears ran down my cheeks whether I wanted them to or not. There was no holding them back.

“I’m sorry, but it’s illegal now. You’re too dangerous to let live when you see me wear it.”

“But what if—maybe… I…”

“Drake, it’s over. You have to let go. Will getting your head patted by Valkyria’s barrel help you feel better?”

“Seeing it again will help me feel—”

“No. That’s not allowed. If you act like that then you’re going to end up becoming too ultimate of a harem protagonist and then there are going to be thousands of kids running around everywhere. That’s the kind of thing you have to save for when we’re older and after your harem is complete. End of the series stuff.”

“But… overalls…”

“Maybe I’ll… put them on next time we… do stuff, but only at night! And I’m not wearing them every time!”

“Deal.”

“It was that easy?!”

“All I needed was hope, Vala. Even if you don’t actually ever do it, as long as you let me believe that there’s a chance, I’ll be okay.”

“I don’t want to believe your mind is that simple!”

“Wait, why are you playing the straight man? Isn’t that my job?”

“You can play the straight man when you’re completely normal again.”

“I am normal again. I was simply being honest.”

Vala sighed and reached up to grab my head, pulled me down to her level, and kissed me. “You’re crazy.”

“I don’t know how I feel about getting called that by you of all people.” I gave her another kiss after that.

“Hehe… well, if we’re both crazy, that means we’re even more perfect together, right?”

“If I say yes, will it increase my chances of overalls?”

“Drake.”

“Yes?”

“Do I have to worry about you always kissing up now because you’re desperate for the overalls to come back?”

“I’m just joking.”

“Are you sure?”

“Half-joking still counts as joking.”

“We’re supposed to be gardening but all we’re doing is bantering like always.”

“Is there a problem with that?”

“Hehe… nope. But… this isn’t exactly anything like I thought it would be. I really didn’t know it would bring that kind of personality out. You even said you want to… make… make love…”

“Please never remind me that I said those words for as long as I live. I was in a dark, desperate place when I said that.”

“But I thought you said you felt high?”

“Feeling an emotional high and being in a dark place are two sides of the same coin. They can’t exist without each other.”

“I’m not sure that’s how it works, but—”

“Is it safe to open our eyes?” Delphi asked.

Vala and I looked over at them only to see that Delphi still had Cami’s and Lavi’s eyes covered up but, instead of using her hands like originally, Delphi had both of their heads pressed against her chest as they tried to break free from her grasp.

“It’s safe,” I answered.

“Yeah. Everything is family friendly again,” Vala added on.

“But we actually are going to garden now, so why don’t you three go have some fun playing with her games?”

“Oh! That’s a great idea, Master!” Delphi shouted. “We can practice at them and get even better and more fun to play with! Let’s go!” She grabbed onto Cami and Lavi, who were only just released from her, to rush off toward where Vala left her games.

“Why’d you send them away?” Vala asked me.

“Because I still wanted to have my alone time gardening with you. Also… even if you’re not wearing the overalls… there’s a chance that a certain part of me might… awaken, again, if I see you gardening.”

“I don’t know if I should feel happy about that or not. I’m not sure if you’re attracted to me because I’m me or if you’re attracted to the gardening which just so happens to involve me…”

“It’s both. But mostly you.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah, I am. No matter how… appealing, it might be to see you gardening, it can’t beat the fact that you’re still you. I love you more than I love gardening.”

“Hehe… okay. Let’s garden! You made me super extra happy, even if you did kinda scare me earlier. We-well, even then… it was kind of nice… but still illegal from now on!”

I flicked her forehead and crouched down. “I get it already. By the way, you need to be more careful when planting seeds.”

“Eh? What’d I do wrong?” She crouched down in front of me, her planted seed between us.

“You want it to make sure the seeds are about twice as deep as they are wide. Though, it’s better to plant them too shallow than too deep. You want to try and make sure that you’re planting them deep enough to not accidentally get disturbed, but shallow enough that they’ll still be able to break out through the surface without any issue. You planted it so shallow that there’s barely any dirt protecting it. Look.” I gently brushed my finger over where she planted her seed, revealing its side with only that. “If somebody were to step there, they would have crushed it. Now, to make it a little bit more obvious, we can make a small mound for them and then plant the seed inside of that. Like this.” To demonstrate, I used each of my hands to cup the dirt and create a small mound between them. Then I pushed my finger into the center of the mound from above until a deep enough hole was formed, dropped a new catnip seed into the hole, and covered it up. “Just like that.”

“Ooh. I see, I see. My turn!” She carefully set her first seed aside. “Don’t worry, I’ll give you a better home than the first one I gave you. You’ll love it and grow up to be a super powerful boss-level catnip plant!”

Watching her talk to the seed as she made a little mound for it was far too precious.

Not only that, but…

Watching her garden was starting to have the same effect on me as seeing her wear the overalls.

Everything from her clumsy, inexperienced movements to how hard she focused on the task at hand, dirtying her hands as she worked the seed into the hole—it was too much stimulation for me. I felt like a desperate virgin all over again.

Then she did something that sealed my fate.

“Whew,” Vala said, wiping the back of her hand across her forehead, getting some dirt onto her already adorable face. “There! He’s got his new home. Did I do it right? Wa-wait, Drake?”

My heart raced within my chest. “Vala, I—”

“Again?!”

“The others are busy somewhere else. If we… do it here, and hurry up, they won’t catch us during it.”

“But we—we’re in the middle of the garden!”

“We’re already used to using the ground as a bed.”

“But we… caaaaaaan’tttt,” she whined. “It’s too early!”

“We don’t have to if you don’t have to.”

“It’s—it’s not that I don’t want to, but what if you get me into the habit of wanting to do it during the day?! Then I’ll want to do it all the time! Then nothing will ever get done anymore, including vidya!”

“I’m pretty sure you’d still find time for games no matter what we do when.”

“Well… you’re not wrong, but still! I… guess… do you—do you really want to?”

“I do.”

“Then… I guess it’s okay if we do it, but only for a little! And try not to get too much dirt on me…”

“Can you bring back the overalls?”

“No. You’re still you right now, so this is okay. If I put the overalls on again, you’ll transform into that beast from earlier.”

I would have been disappointed if I wasn’t still about to do something with her. So, rather than be disappointed, I closed what little distance there was between us while being careful not to crush any plants nor seed mounds, and then I slowly laid her onto her back while looking down at that blushing face of hers.

It wasn’t like I was too experienced with such things yet, but seeing the dirt on her face, especially on her forehead now—that dirt was there as proof of her own hard work. Her own hard work in the garden.

And that drove me absolutely wild.


Chapter Twenty-Two

“You—you know, the longer you’re quiet and blushing about it, the more embarrassing it is for me, too,” I said while on the ground next to Vala. As soon as we put our clothes back on so that nobody would find us naked, we both just sort of plopped onto the ground to relax after that. Especially since that was very… intense.

“But—we—outside… in the middle of the day, we—” Vala interrupted herself with what sounded like a combination of whining and giggling as she rocked from side to side with her hands covering up her face. “I can’t believe we—you—you’re so…”

“Well, I am Drake Hunter. I’ve got to live up to my name and hunt some drag—alright, that sounded way better in my head.”

Vala’s noises sounded mostly like giggling after that before she sighed and rolled onto her side, cuddling up against me and hugging my arm. “You’re the best… Drake. And…”

“And?”

“I—I might get addicted to gardening if this is what it’s like…”

“There’s a pretty big difference between gardening and what we just did.”

“But you wanted to do that because you saw me gardening… right?”

“I can’t deny that.”

“Then it’s like that one effect where you train somebody by associating one thing with another. Like ringing a bell every time before you give somebody food. Except this is associating gardening with se—”

	CONVENIENT CENSORSHIP TIME


It was not me who grabbed onto Window and threw here away that time. Instead, it was Vala. Window disappeared into the distance with far greater speed than I could ever manage.

Leave it to an all-powerful dragon to put me to shame when it came to bullying Window.

“What was that for? You stole my thing,” I said.

“She interrupted our cuddling,” Vala answered. “Interrupting cuddling is the ultimate crime.”

“I—I’m pretty sure there are crimes worse than that.”

“Nope. Interrupting cuddling is punishable by death! No, worse than death!”

“Worse than death?!”

“What’s worse than death is… killing somebody, capturing their spirit so they turn into a ghost, and then interrogating them… for their favorite ice cream flavor. Then you force them to watch while everybody gets a free sundae made of their favorite flavor! They’ll want nothing more than to eat the ice cream, but they can’t since they’re a ghost! They have to suffer until the end of time, forever watching others enjoy what they can’t, all because they interrupted cuddling. Window is lucky she’s my friend or else she would receive the full punishment.”

“I thought justice is supposed to be blind!”

“I’m a corrupt dragon, hehehe. An evil dragon! A dragon full of edgy darkness who roars from the tops of mountains to scare everybody into submission! Roar! Oh, wait, ‘gao’ is cuter. Gao!”

“Are corrupt dragons of edgy darkness supposed to be cute?!”

“That sounds like a light novel title almost. ‘My Corrupt Dragon GF Can’t Possibly Be This Cute,’ or something.”

“Who would publish a novel with a title that long?!”

“Oh, Drake. You have no idea. You have no idea. Long titles are all the rage these days because there are so many different choices at this point that you have to basically make your title a mini-blurb to explain your story and hook attention. Like… for example. Let’s say there’s a book named ‘The Queen’s Dog.’ What does that tell you? All it tells you is that there’s a queen who probably owns a dog. But what’s the story like? What’s the plot? What are the characters like? Then you have something like ‘My Corrupt Dragon GF Can’t Possibly Be This Cute.’ That already implies romance because of the GF part! And it tells you that the main character is in a relationship with a dragon girl! And that she’s probably edgy or chuuni or something but is also super cute for the gap moe effect! The whole thing implies a super cute slice-of-life novel featuring a relationship that involves an adorable dragon girl who tries to be edgy but is too cute to actually act corrupt! Long titles are the best titles!”

“I don’t want to believe that the average reader’s attention span is so short that they wouldn’t at least turn the book over to read the blurb on the back!”

“Pfffttt, do you know how much effort that requires? People want to get hooked right away and then dive in! That’s why you put an attention-grabbing title and a cute girl on the cover to get people to buy your book!”

“What happened to not judging a book by its cover?!”

“Oh, Drake. You poor thing. Shhh, it’s okay.” Vala scooted up so that she could wrap her arms around my head, pulling it against her chest. “If nobody judged books by their covers then we wouldn’t need covers in the first place. But it’s okay, I’m here for you.”

“I—I don’t want to believe that people could be so shallow that they would read a book just because it has a cute girl and an overly long title on the front of it. I don’t even like most people but I still have some faith in the human spirit to not be that shallow.”

“I’m sorry you have to learn this way… but humans are pretty much the most shallow species in all of the universes. I mean, you have advertisements on TV. Who does that? Who actually wants to go out and buy a burger just because somebody on TV tells them they want one? If you tried putting advertisements on TV to like, anybody but humans, they would wonder what the heck you’re doing.”

“Wait.” It was time to go from straight man to attack man. “Are you forgetting all the times you had to get a new exclusive cash shop item in games because it looked pretty?”

“Tha-that’s different…”

“What about all those other games you wanted to try out every time you saw an advertisement for anything that did the bare minimum of featuring a cute art style and character customization?”

“It’s—it’s…”

“Remember that one time your premium subscription ran out, so you started getting pop-up ads for the cash shop, and you spent more money on the cash shop than you would have spent renewing your premium subscription?”

Vala’s rolled back onto her back and stared up at the sky. “Dragons are really simple… we’re as shallow as humans… then—then in that case, I reject my dragonity!”

It was my turn to roll onto my side and pull Vala close so that I could hold her head against my chest. “Shh. It’s okay. I’m here for you. I’m sorry you had to find out this way. Also, no matter how confidently you shout about rejecting your ‘dragonity,’ you still have it.”

	Also you can’t just add “ity” onto the end of dragon like you can with humanity. Also part 2, you’re not an overly muscular blonde guy trying to turn into a vampire to inspire a series of bizarre adventures.


It was my turn to fling Window away that time.

“What was that for?” Vala asked me.

“She interrupted cuddling time. We’re still cuddling, technically. She’s lucky that justice has twenty-twenty vision or else she’d get a punishment worse than death,” I answered.

“Woah… what punishment is worse than death?”

“Knowing Window… dying and being brought back as a ghost, then being forced to watch as some game introduces a ton of new idol characters, and she’s forced to watch as they never once get rolled on. She’ll forever be stuck watching a gacha only pull the lowest rarity characters over and over again while running out of time for every single event and limited character. That’s how those games work, right?”

“Wow… that’s really messed up. I—I didn’t know you had such a sadistic side to you. That’s even worse than the ice cream punishment and I thought that was the ultimate form of punishment in all the universes…”

“By the way, how long are we going to cuddle for instead of doing things that we’re actually supposed to be doing?”

“That’s a tough question. Cuddling is like the best thing ever, so maybe we’ll never stop.”

“It’s even better than games?”

“We-well… it’s a tough choice. And speaking of games… I kinda want to see our new tower in action.”

“But what about cuddling?”

“We can cuddle more later. And later after later. And later after later after later. Cuddling is eternal, but we can only ever see our cows in action for the first time once!”

“Then I guess it’s about time we finally start the next battle. Besides, the cat queen is probably going to get mad if we keep her waiting for too long.”

Vala grinned and poked my side. “Oh? You sound like you’re worried about her. You like cat girls, don’t you?” She poked my side again. “Don’t you, don’t you? You want to pet her head and hear her go ‘nya’ I bet.” She kept poking my side, her pokes growing both in strength and frequency to the point where it felt like she was trying to drill a hole into me with her finger. “I bet you want to—”

I pinned Vala down and positioned myself over top of her, staring into her eyes before pressing my lips against her own. After the kiss that proved effective in hushing her and turning her cheeks red again, I said, “I like dragons who go ‘gao.’”

“Tha-that… was way too unexpectedly smooth.” And once more, Vala covered up her face with her hands. “I feel like my heart is going to go boom and explode everywhere…”

Then I realized something.

I never once gave her ears any love. And seeing them twitch with a bit of blush of their own made me really want to tease her now that I had her in this position.

So, that was what I did. I lowered my head next to hers and kissed the edge of her twitching ear.

Everything went black after that.

It was only some time later that I woke up to the sensation of something soft and warm behind my head with something soft, warm, and heavy sitting down on the top half of my face. I couldn’t see anything.

“What—what happened?” I asked. “And why is my head killing me so much…”

“Master! Master’s alive!” Delphi shouted, her voice coming from directly above me. It was only when she leaned back a little bit that I realized her lap served as my pillow and her chest was what served as my blindfold.

A heavy, relaxed sigh left Vala’s mouth as she sat on her knees next to me. “Good… I knew the power of Delphi’s boobs would bring him back.”

“What happened?” I asked.

“I… um…”

“She almost killed you, boy,” Lake said. I was surprised that even she was with us. Cami, Lavi, the cows and bees—everybody was there except for a certain group from the archer tower.

I leaned up off of Delphi’s lap. “… what?”

Vala looked away while tapping the tips of her pointer fingers together. “Dra-dragon ears are really sensitive…”

“Oi, Master,” Lavi said. “That’s a pretty wicked bruise on your forehead. I wonder how long that’ll stay there for.”

I reached up to touch my forehead and immediately regretted my decision. It hurt. A lot.

“Master,” Cami said, “as soon as you kissed her ear, she rammed her horn into your forehead. But it’s okay. Window healed you and put your skull back together.”

“It was that bad?!” I shouted. “And wait, you were watching what happened?”

“It’s a dog’s—I mean, being-of-existence’s duty to watch her masters and protect them.”

Back to Vala, she whimpered, “So-sorry… I—I wasn’t expecting it and couldn’t control my reaction… I put rubber pads on my horns so it doesn’t happen again…”

Surely enough, when I looked up at Vala’s horns, she had rubber pads on them.

Then Window popped up in front of me.

	…


Remembering what Cami said, I figured that I owed Window a pretty serious thanks. “Thanks, Window. I guess you—”

But she didn’t care about that.

Instead, Window pushed herself up against my chest as hard as she could without knocking me over again and I could feel her shaking just ever so slightly against me.

I wrapped my arms around her and said, “Have I ever mentioned how you’re the best informational status window ever?”

That stopped her from shaking as much as she was, but she wasn’t going to get off of me anytime soon.

While I held onto Window, a hole in the ground popped up in front of Lake only for Tabitha the forewoman to pop out, hand something to Lake, give me a thumbs-up, and then go back underground.

“Good, they’re just as I ordered,” Lake said and tossed what she was handed at Vala. “Put those on.”

Vala looked down at what was thrown at her, sighed, and clipped what turned out to be magnetic earrings into place. Well, technically, they were earrings, but they didn’t look anything like normal earrings. Instead, Vala hung a warning sign from each of her ears that said “DO NOT TOUCH” with skull icons on each side of the words.

Looking past Vala, I noticed that a certain tank had her barrel lifted up high in the air and was swinging it back and forth. I waved to Valkyria and gave a thumbs-up which caused her to drop her barrel low as if she relaxing her shoulders.

“Do—do you still love me? Even though I almost killed you?” Vala asked.

“As if almost killing me would make me stop that,” I said and flicked her forehead. “An accident is an accident.”

“Phew… now I just have to get Window to forgive me.”

No matter how much me and Window might have pretended to dislike each other and fight and all that, when it came down to me almost dying, she was the one who was the most upset about it even after I was already fine.

Maybe I’d stop throwing her so far to bully her.

For now, though, I made sure to give her a good hug.


Chapter Twenty-Three

There was another way to make Window feel better.

And it was to finally make some progress and get into another fight.

Well, there was that, but Window also had her own idea for how Vala could apologize for what she did. And that… was by doing something extremely cruel to her. I knew that Window could be sadistic at times, but I never expected her to do something so inhumane. She wanted to do the kind of thing that would make even the gravest of war crimes blush and shy away. It was the kind of thing that made me imagine Window sitting atop a pile of corpses on her throne with demonic wings and horns sticking out from her rectangular self.

Not even I would have done something so absolutely diabolical.

Window…

Took away Vala’s games for the day.

Not only that, but because Window wanted to see Delphi and Cami in action together on the battlefield, that left only Lavi to go on an exploration… until Window made Vala go with her.

I could only watch in horror at the sight.

“Bu-but! Window!” Vala pleaded on her knees, her hands reaching up to hold onto Window’s sides. “Any—anything but that! I’ll do the exploration but let me play vidya after! Please!” She even cried a little.

That was when I realized Vala probably had an actual addiction to gaming. I felt bad for her, but something like making her go a day without video games would probably do some good for her.

“Drake!” Vala cried, crawling over to me on her hands and knees. “You—you love me, right? You forgive me for almost killing you, don’t you? It—it was an accident!”

The more she cried and begged… the more she convinced me that she needed at least one day without video games.

While Window might have been doing this as cruel punishment, I agreed with her out of addiction intervention for my girlfriend.

“Lavi,” I said, looking over at the purple-haired woman next to me. “Take care of her, alright?”

“You can count on me, Master,” Lavi said with a cool flip of her hair. “But are ya sure that she’ll be alright like this?”

“I don’t know. That’s why it’s important that you take care of her.”

Lavi nodded and looked down at Vala. “Come on. Let’s go start our exploration.”

“But! But gaming!” Vala whined.

“Look at it this way. The sooner ya get the exploration with, the sooner time will pass, and the sooner you’ll be allowed to play tomorrow.”

Vala sniffled and looked up at Lavi. “Re-really?”

“That’s how time works.”

Vala jumped up and, way too suspiciously, looked up at the sun. “So, all I have to do is move the sun around the world to make it tomorrow, right?”

“That’s not how it works!” I shouted. “You’re not making time pass faster by moving the sun! One, it’s supposed to be this planet that rotates. Two, even if you rotate it fast enough to cycle through day and night, you’re still not speeding up time itself.”

“Hmm… then all I have to do is speed up time itself!”

“Well, yes, but—”

Vala snapped her fingers.

“Whatdidyoujustdo?” I asked, only to realize that my voice sounded several pitches higher. It wasn’t that my voice became higher so much as it was that Vala legitimately sped up time. The grass swaying, the girls’ wagging tails, the way Vala looked smugly proud of herself—all of it was accelerated.

“Ispeduptimeofcourse!” Vala answered.

“Eheheheyourvoicessoundfunny!” Delphi joined in. “Minetoo!” Her tail wagged even faster after realizing that she was affected as well, causing her tail to wag quickly enough that it looked like a blur.

“JustthinkofhowmuchmorevidyaIcouldplayifwealwaysspeduptimemaybeIshouldstartspeedingupoursleepooohhhhitmakesmethinkofgachagameswhereyoubuybooststoskiptime!”

	THISISILLEGALYOUCANTJUSTSPEEDUPTHETIMEOFEVERYBODYLIKETHISANDYOUESPECIALLYCANTDOITSOTHATYOUCANAVOIDTHEFULLLENGTHOFYOURPUNISHMENTIFYOUWANTTOSPEEDUPTIMETHEN
WAIT
Okay. There. Everything is back to normal.



Vala’s eyes watered up as soon as time returned to its normal rate.

“Thanks, Window,” I said.

	I realized how annoying it would be to read too much of that after the first time, so it was time to stop for the sake of everybody having to try and understand that.
Also, as I was saying, even if time was sped up to be twice as fast, I would make the punishment duration twice as long to make up for it.
And Vala, if you don’t cooperate, I’m hiring somebody to make a horn management class for you.



“Do you mean like anger management classes but with horns?” I asked.

	Yeah. Seeing as how this all started because of her horns.


“No! No, no no!” Vala shouted. “Anything but that!”

I had no idea why Vala was reacting so strongly to something that didn’t even exist in the first place. Especially when it was something that sounded ridiculous. “What’s so bad about that?”

“It would take even more time away from gaming!”

“Get a new character trait other than being addicted to gaming!”

“But what if I want to be a one-dimensional character who only cares about gaming while making all of my interactions and jokes revolve around that?! Don’t one-dimensional characters have rights, too?!”

“Not as many rights as more-dimensionaled characters!”

“That’s dimensionalist! I’ll sue you for discrimination!”

“Then I’ll see you in court!”

Vala and I looked at each other with reddened faces and huffing breaths before we started laughing together.

“Hehe, that was a good one,” Vala said. “The more-dimensionaled part. I almost broke there.”

“You almost got me at one-dimensional characters having rights,” I admitted.

“I’m too awesome to actually be one-dimensional! By the way, since I made you laugh, that means I get to skip punishment, right?”

	No.


Fortunately, rather than cry or whine some more, all Vala did was slump her shoulders and sigh. “It was worth a try.”

“Maybe you’ll like explorations,” Lavi spoke up. “They’re like if ya play an RPG and roam around in an open area for materials and stuff while sometimes fighting low-level monsters. I think it’ll be game-y enough for ya.”

“Plus,” I joined in, “you’ll get to spend some alone time with Lavi. Don’t you think it’d be nice to basically play a game anyways while spending time with Lavi?”

“O-oi, Master, ya don’t have to try and make me a point like that.” A light blush colored Lavi’s cheeks.

“Why wouldn’t I?”

“I—well… guess I don’t really know why.”

I reached over to pet the top of her head. “You’re one of our girlfriends. You’re just as important to spend time with as everybody else.”

Lavi’s ears twitched and her tail wagged as she struggled to figure out where she should be looking.

That was when Vala snuck up from behind Lavi and wrapped her arms around her waist for a hug. “Okay! I’m done playing the selfish addicted gamer role now. It’s time to play the lovey-dovey girlfriend alone in the woods with my girlfriend role!”

“That was a sudden personality shift,” I said.

“Yeah, but I started feeling bad even if I was purposely being dramatic. Plus Lavi was too cute to continue acting like I wasn’t excited about going out with her. Ah! Wait! By—by going out on the exploration, I won’t get to see the cows in action!”

“Oh, right. You wanted to watch them for their first time.”

	You can watch for a little bit, but then I’m teleporting you to the exploration area.


“Deal!” Vala said as she moved to take hold of one of Lavi’s hands. Naturally, that made Lavi blush even more. “Alright, let’s go!”

	You ready, Drake?


“Don’t ask me. I’m not the one fighting this time,” I answered.

	But you’re still the protagonist.
Delphi, Cami, are you two ready?



“We’re ready!” Delphi shouted.

“What she said,” Cami agreed.

	Finally.
BATTLE TIME



Just as suddenly as usual, we were all teleported back to the field in front of the cat queen’s castle. Delphi and Cami, as well as the dogs from the towers, took to the lanes. Meanwhile, the cows got into position on the top of the tower. I wasn’t able to see what they were doing exactly since the lower halves of their bodies were out of sight, but I did see that they were moving around. And, somehow, they already had the trebuchet atop their tower rotating into position so that it was aimed at the lane in front of it.

And then there was the cat queen herself. She didn’t look happy and didn’t say a single word as she sat on her balcony’s chair.

Managing multiple women was difficult. Everything I did with the others took time away from coming here and having the battle.

That was why we needed to hurry up and get all these battles over with. I figured that once we managed to clear this battle and the one after it, she would probably get “unlocked” as a girlfriend if normal video game logic was anything to go by. Once she was unlocked, she’d be able to stay with the rest of us, and then it would be easier to keep her happy.

“Hey, Window,” I said.

	What? Are you alright? Does your head hurt?


The fact that Window immediately jumped to checking on my head just because I called for her made me smile. “Thanks, but I’m alright. I was just thinking, why don’t we do both battles today? This one and the next one. The next battle is the last one for this zone, right?”

	Yeah, but we’re messing up progression if we do both in one day. There are only so many different zones and stages that can exist before we get bored. So, by only doing one a day, it lasts longer.


“Then all we have to do is take tomorrow off from battling so that—”

I cut myself off when I realized a problem.

The catnip wouldn’t be ready in that case. Given just how quickly everything seemed to grow in this world, I figured that I would be able to potentially use the catnip for tomorrow’s battle.

But if we did both battles in the same day, it wouldn’t be ready. Though, I would still get to use it on the queen.

It was a difficult choice to—

	Sigh.
IF you can clear this stage without losing a single heart, we’ll speed up time to let the catnip grow and be ready for the next battle. And you can have both battles today if you take the day off tomorrow. The cat queen will probably want lots of attention anyways, plus having another battle after doing these two would require us to start the next zone or extra stages, and it’s way too late in this volume for that.



“You’re the best, Window,” I said.

	I know.


Now that we had permission to have both battles in the same day to get them over with, I looked up at the cat queen and thought about what to shout to her. She probably wasn’t ready for that sort of thing and might have needed to make some preparations, what with us attacking her castle and all that.

Then there was the fact that I felt bad about keeping her waiting.

So, what was the best way to make it up to a cat queen who liked to hide her true feelings? What could I say that would make her feel better while informing her that there’d be another battle right after this next one?

I knew what I had to say.

“Cat Queen!” I shouted.

The cat queen rolled her eyes and sighed. “What-nya? Haven’t you already kept me waiting long enough?”

“Window gave us permission to have both battles today! By the end of this day, we’re going to tear down those walls and you’re going to belong to me!” I figured that I would play up the role of the invader a bit. Plus, it was obvious that she was the type who liked to act dominant while actually being submissive. So, what better way to make it up to her than to play to her fantasy while also telling her what was going on?

“Wha-what?! Both—both battles today?! But I—I need time to prepare-nya! And o-o-own me?! Who—who would ever belong to you?! And—and you still don’t even have any siege weaponry! How could you—”

I pointed at the trebuchet tower that she must have missed.

“A-ah… nyahaha… would—would nya look at that…”

“Our war ends today, and it will end with,” I paused to think for a few moments before figuring out what to say, “me collaring you!” Since she was a cat, and threatening to own her like a pet, I thought it made sense.

“Co-collar me?! Wha-what are you—that’s—what are you going to make me do?! Are you going to walk me around on a leash like I’m some sort of dog? A-and make me eat out of a bowl? And… and… a-and pe-pet my head and scratch my chin? You—you foul manya!”

She may have sounded like she was upset—or rather, she might have been trying to sound upset, but she didn’t exactly look like it given how she was wiggling her hips around with her tail swishing behind her as she held her hands up against her cheeks.

That was enough for me to feel satisfied. I warned her about the two battles in a day and gave her some fanservice to make up for the wait.

“Delphi, Cami, it’s up to you two to win this battle,” I said.

	Don’t forget you still have to control the tower’s special abilities and positions and all that even if you’re not participating yourself. So, it’s also still partially up to you.


“Then it’s up to the three of us. Delphi and Cami, I’ll be supporting you as best I can.”

Delphi and Cami nodded and faced the lanes ahead of them.

Everybody was in position and ready.

It was finally time for another battle.

And after these battles, the cat queen would belong to me.

I assumed so, anyways. I was pretty much under the assumption at that point that all I had to do to officially turn her into a girlfriend was to win all the battles leading up to her.

I wasn’t sure whether that sounded more or less difficult than getting a girlfriend in the normal way.


Chapter Twenty-Four

The battle was officially underway. Like usual, a new enemy was introduced right near the beginning of the fight.

	New Enemy Discovered!
Cat Heavy Knight
Threat: ★★★
HP: A ton and they have super strong armor like way stronger than before so good luck with that.
Damage: 14
Defense: 16
Ground soldiers one step away from being promoted to lancers. Before they can learn the art of the lance, which is objectively the coolest medieval/fantasy weapon ever (and yes I’m talking about how great lances are even though this isn’t the lancer description), they must first wield heavy maces with shields that they use to pound their opponents (you) into dust! They also deal extra damage against armored and shielded units.



A group of three of the heavy knights approached down the right lane coming straight toward Cami. Their steel maces looked heavy and intimidating with spikes along the top, so I was worried that those maces might be able to deal too much damage to Cami. Or at least, they might put her out of commission before she can do the same to them. They looked ready to pulverize anything and everything in their path. While Cami had low armor in exchange for dealing high damage and shredding armor, these cats looked capable of doing that while also being heavily armored from tail to head.

Even if I sent Delphi over to help, they might make quick work of her armor and shield.

If we were going to win back-to-back battles, we were going to have to be careful.

That meant it was time to tryhard.

“Pull back to weaken them as much as possible before engaging!” I shouted. “And Delphi! Get ready to intercept them! Tank them while Cami kills them!”

They reacted instantly to do as ordered. The dogs near Cami pulled back as much as they could since they couldn’t go too far away from their tower. Cami and Delphi stood in front of them waiting for the enemies to arrive.

Meanwhile, everybody else focused on the incoming knights. The archers, the bees, and even… the cows.

We got to see the cows in action for the first time. The trebuchet atop their tower launched the giant boulder over the lanes and directly into the heavily armored cats. The cats, terrified of what was about to happen, could only stand and watch as the boulder’s shadow came closer and closer to them until they were directly underneath it.

The boulder landed on the cats and created a large cloud of dust.

Realistically, surviving that should have been impossible. The cats should have either been turned into pancakes or they should have had their bodies burst into dozens of smaller pieces with blood and gore everywhere. Instead, the boulder disappeared with a poof and the cats looked fine. Well, mostly fine. They looked roughed up and were coughing in the cloud of dust, and their armor was bent a bit, but there were no cat pancakes nor were there any chunks of cat gore to be seen. Even the ground was perfectly fine despite just having a giant boulder crash onto it.

“Well?” I asked Vala. “Was that what you were hoping to see?”

“Yeah!” Vala answered. “That was awesome! Now imagine if we had a hundred trebuchets all firing at once! So many boulders flying through the sky that the sun wouldn’t even be visible anymore!”

“Let me guess, you’d want to turn all the boulders into waifus or something?”

“Pfffttt, I don’t want to turn everything into a waifu.”

“Are you sure about that? Are you really sure about that?”

“Li-listen… it’s not my fault that so much stuff in life has serious waifu potential.”

“You’d probably turn a speck of dust into a waifu if you could.”

“Oh! That’d be super cute! Dust-chan! A really small, cute girl with poofy hair who makes everybody sneeze from being around them, so she’s super self-conscious about it! And she tries to keep distance between her and others because she doesn’t want to make them sneeze, but then we force our hugs and affection onto her anyways no matter how much we sneeze!”

“Couldn’t you just block your nostrils or something when around her?”

Vala crossed her arms over her chest and shook her head. “Tsk, tsk. Drake, that’s an amateur mistake. You see, when it comes to waifus like that, the best thing to do is to love and embrace them no matter what. It shows more love if you’re willing to suffer the consequences instead of circumventing them.”

“But… if you can avoid the sneezing, you’d get to spend even more time with her.”

“But it would only be on the condition that you’re not sneezing! Instead, why not spend all that time with her while sneezing?”

“I can’t really put my finger on it, but this sounds like extremely bad logic. It makes me think of not wanting to save somebody from a life-threatening disease because loving them even with their diseases would be a greater show of love.”

“Oh… yeah. When you put it that way, it sounds pretty bad.”

“To be fair, I can kind of see your point. It’s romantic, in a way, and way more dramatic… but there’s no reason not to avoid that drama if you can.”

“Yeah, I guess. Having drama for the sake of drama isn’t really a good idea.”

“Like when you almost killed me with your horns?”

Vala reached up and placed her hands over her covered horns as she pouted at me. “Do-don’t equate that to something like forcing drama when it’s not necessary!”

“Almost killing me wasn’t necessary.”

“It was an accident! Are—are you actually mad? I thought you forgave me…”

I grabbed her horns and held her head still as I placed my lips against her forehead. “I’m teasing you. Don’t you have an exploration to go and do?”

“Oh, yeah. Now that I’ve seen the cows, I guess I can go and do that. Wait. Instead of saying to go and do it, would we say to go and explore it? Do you explore an exploration?”

“I have no idea. They’re called explorations instead of something like expeditions or missions or quests, so… you wouldn’t normally say to go and explore one of those other things.”

Lavi spoke up to say, “Fufu, we’ve got to beat it! Ya don’t explore an exploration, ya beat an exploration!”

“Oooh, that makes it sound cooler,” Vala said. “We’ve got to beat the exploration!”

“Lavi, be careful that you don’t encourage her to commit too much violence by putting it that way. Did you see what happened to me?” I asked.

“That’s… a good point, Master,” Lavi said. “I wouldn’t want her killing something by ramming her horns into it.”

Vala returned to pouting with crossed arms. “I’m not gonna kill anything! Even if I accidentally use my horns, they’re covered up!”

“Knowing you, Master… you’re strong enough to kill no matter what you put on your horns.”

Before Vala could pout and complain some more, both she and Lavi were teleported away with Window taking their place.

	You know you’re supposed to be paying attention to the battle, right?


Window had a point. “Oh, right,” I said before finally returning my attention to the battlefield. Fortunately, as if everything over there was happening slowly enough during my chat with Vala and Lavi that I wouldn’t miss anything, I didn’t miss anything. I looked back just in time to see the heavy knights finally reach Cami and Delphi.

Despite being the two strongest individual fighters on the field, they could still only block a single opponent at a time. Cami immediately used her special ability, though, to spin around with her axe and sunder the armor of the knights. Meanwhile, Delphi managed to expertly block every attack from the cat trying to attack her, but each blow weakened and dented her shield.

But that was still just her shield.

One of the cats attacked Cami, swinging its mace into her side with an attack that looked like it seriously had to hurt.

That was the difference between them. Delphi could easily handle multiple attacks without issue, but Cami looked almost ready to collapse after just a single attack. Even so, Cami didn’t let that stop her. She swung her axe into the cat’s side in return and cut straight through its armor, causing the cat to give up and run away. With the cat focused on her dealt with and the second cat on the verge of defeat by the dogs behind them, she moved to help out Delphi by swinging her axe into the cat’s back.

With that, the first three cats were dead and the rest of the wave could come out. Thankfully, there weren’t any more of the heavy cat knights yet. There was, however, plenty of everything else.

The trebuchet tower quickly proved its worth. While the archers and bees did more individual damage to the cats before they could reach our ground forces, the trebuchet tower did far more damage overall as it damaged every single cat within the area of wherever it shot its boulders. The cows also seemed to automatically target the largest cluster of enemies to always maximize damage. This resulted in dealing damage to anywhere from three to ten cats at a single time. However, since the tower was still in its default form, it wasn’t quite strong enough to kill anything before they reached Delphi, Cami, and the rest of the dogs.

But it was strong enough to severely weaken the enemies to the point where they could be easily defeated with a single attack or two. That included attacks by the archers and bees.

The only problem was whenever more of the heavy knights came out… or when the lancers came out. I wasn’t sure which one provided more of a problem. The heavy knights were just straight up tanky enough to make it to the girls and dogs while still having health left. The lancers were even tankier and did even more damage when they got a proper charge off.

When there were a bit too many cats coming all at once, it was time to try out the towers’ special abilities.

First was the ability from Cami’s upgraded tower. “Martial Trance!” I shouted.

Unlike with the archer tower’s ability, I wasn’t able to specifically aim the ability. Instead, what happened was that I saw a red aura glow around the Viking dogs of Cami’s tower. With glowing eyes, a red aura, and foam coming from their mouths as if they were infected with rabies, the dogs downright viciously slaughtered every single cat that came near them. Their attack speed and damage were both massively increased as they swung their axes as strongly and as quickly as they could. Some of the cats even gave up and ran away before they could reach the dogs, making me think that there must have been some sort of “fear” mechanic attached to the skill. Overall, the skill proved to be extremely useful.

The downside of the skill… was that the dogs all collapsed as soon as it was over, allowing what few cats were left to slip by. Cami managed to intercept one of them, but the rest were dealt with by the bees and the dogs at the next tower.

In the other lane was Delphi and the dogs of her tower. Having her tower at the back to protect the greenhouse was my usual strategy, but I wanted to prevent the enemies from getting that close to it in the first place. So, I brought her tower up near the front.

While Cami had her skill which allowed her to sunder the armor of all nearby enemies, Delphi’s skill was… less useful when it came to waves with a ton of enemies. It turned out that she healed herself after every few attacks. It made sure that she stayed in the fight, but it seemed like something that would be more useful against bosses or big enemies with a ton of health who did a ton of damage.

As for her tower’s ability, I was about to find out what it did. “Holy Guidance!” I shouted.

Golden light surrounded the armored, holy knight dogs. This light healed all of their wounds and seemed to boost their defense since all attacks against them did less damage against their armor for the duration of the light. But, again, all it did was make them tanky. It didn’t exactly do anything to help them defeat the cats that were coming in greater and greater numbers. It seemed like it would be a perfect skill to use either right before or after a lance charge, though.

There was also the fact that it would be great to hold enemies back so that something else, such as a giant boulder launched by cows, could help out. It was the kind of skill that wasn’t that great on its own like the Vikings’ skill was, but it worked amazingly with other towers. I ended up using the archer tower’s special ability to help out with the mass area damage, too.

That ended up being our strategy for the rest of the battle. Most of the area-of-effect damage was focused on Delphi’s lane since they had less damage but more survivability over there. Meanwhile, Cami and her dogs had less survivability but did enough damage quickly enough that they were able to survive except for when lancers or heavy knights arrived.

“You’re both doing great!” I shouted alongside a few other praises every now and then to continue praising the girls. Well, I was only really thinking of praising Delphi and Cami, but the praise ended up being for everybody. The dogs, cows, bees, those in the archer tower—they all appreciated the praise. So, after a little bit of cheerleading, I made sure to keep them all in mind whenever I shouted out more praise.

I got pretty into it, too. I basically turned into their cheerleader.

“Crush those cats! Don’t stop launching boulders! Turn them into catcakes!”

“Fill them with holes! Your arrows are pins and their bodies are the pincushions!”

“Cleave their bodies into halves and send them flying!”

“Rain death down on them from above!”

“Hold them back until the others get a chance to exterminate them!”

Those were just some of the things I shouted. I made plenty of movements, too, though they mostly consisted of arm movements where I wasn’t even sure what I was doing with them.

And those who I cheered for got just as hyped up as I was. Well, Delphi showed it more than anybody else to the point where she started cheering with me. Most of her cheers consisted of, “Yeah! What Master said!” though.

With me cheering from the sidelines, Delphi cheering from the front lines, and everybody in the battle fighting their hardest, they managed to clear the fight without suffering a single loss at the back.

We won.

There was only one battle left before our struggles against the cat queen were over.


Chapter Twenty-Five

	So, should we do the post-battle stuff now, or should we go straight into the next battle?


Did doing the post-battle stuff really matter if we were just going to go into another battle straight away? There was probably no real advantage to having it before the final battle instead of altogether after it.

The only thing that seemed like it might matter would be the exploration that Vala and Lavi were on. Though, considering that they had a pretty late start with it, I doubted they even had enough time to get much exploring done. Would there be reduced rewards because of that? Or would things just proceed as normal because… why not?

I wasn’t sure. I was sure, however, that I needed to make a choice between seeing the results now or later.

And because I didn’t really care due to them not being able to have any sort of influence on the next battle, I chose later. Even if I got something that would be useful to upgrade a tower or weapon or anything, I wouldn’t be able to wait for it since the next battle was already ready. So, why not just get to the point?

“I think we can go right into it. Are Vala and Lavi going to stay on their exploration?” I asked.

	Unless you want to use one of them for the battle, then we might as well keep them out there. Then you’ll get double rewards with the exploration report since they’ll have been out there for two battles.


“Got it. So, do I want to use them or not… I don’t know. This is an important battle. Me and Lavi are probably the weakest out of us right now. Lavi since she hasn’t been upgraded as much as the others and me because—”

	becuz ur bad lol


It was tempting to flick her or throw her after that, but I let her be. For now. “The real reason is because I still don’t really know how to fight. All I know how to do is harass their bellies.”

	I’m kind of surprised at how self-aware you are about that now. I thought you’d say pet their bellies, but you actually admitted to it being harassment. I want to be proud of you for being able to admit to having a problem… but I don’t think that this is something that I should be proud about.


“I didn’t admit to having a problem. That implies I have a problem. Yes, I harass their fluffy bellies. No, I do not think that is a problem.”

	Alright, so yeah. Definitely not proud of you.


While Window was reminded to never have any faith in me, I thought about whether I should have Vala participate in the fight or not. She was probably the most powerful out of all of us, but she was also the laziest by far. Plus she was off having some fun with Lavi. I didn’t want to interrupt them, especially since I felt like Lavi probably got the least spotlight out of the three dog girls.

That meant the choice was clear. The final battle would be fought with Delphi and Cami while I served as their cheerleader again.

No, I had something else to do.

Something far more important.

“Window, take me to my garden real quick. I need to get the catnip,” I said.

	Why should I do that? You have a battle to fight.


“Because that was the deal. We won without losing any hearts, so now I get the catnip.”

	Oh? Is that what I said? I don’t recall saying anything like that.


“Window.”

	Here, I’ll even pull up exactly what I said for you.
“IF you can clear this stage without losing a single heart, we’ll speed up time to let the catnip grow and be ready for the next battle. And you can have both battles today if you take the day off tomorrow. The cat queen will probably want lots of attention anyways, plus having another battle after doing these two would require us to start the next zone or extra stages, and it’s way too late in this volume for that.”
Huh… how interesting. I see me saying that the catnip would grow and be ready for the next battle, but I never said you’d be allowed to go get it, and I definitely never said you’d be allowed to use it. All I said was that it would grow and be ready. Looks like maybe you should have read the fine print, kiddo.



Now, there were two things I could have done.

One, I could have reacted as a mature, serious adult and talked about the implication and how the morally right thing to do would have been to take me back and get it.

Or two, I could play along, have faith in her that she actually always intended on letting me go get the catnip but just wanted to screw around with me first, and make her happy by playing along.

The second one was the only real choice there.

“I’ve been scammed!” I shouted. “You’re even worse than those terms of service agreements before games!”

	It’s not my fault that you don’t know how to read. Oh, wait, if you can’t read, then maybe I should communicate in pictures instead. But, before I try that, I’ll try baby speak. Maybe you can understand if I treat you like a baby.
DRAKE. BIG. DUMB. DUMB. DRAKE. NO. KNOW. HOW. TO. READ. DRAKE. VERY. SAD. BECAUSE. HE. MADE. BIG. MISTAKE. MAYBE. NEXT. TIME. DRAKE. TRY. TO. READ. HARDER. POOR. WITTLE. FLUFF-HARASSING. DRAKE. BOO. HOO. TIME. TO. CRY.



“If that’s how you want to be, then there’s only one way to settle this. It’s time to play a game. Winner takes all. If I win, I get my catnip. If you win, I’ll do whatever you want.”

	You know, the normal reaction to hearing that somebody will do whatever you want is to think of a bunch of lewd things. But me? No. What I think when I hear you pledging to do whatever I want, I imagine ordering you to strip down to your underwear and roll around in a pit of mud while making oinking noises.


“You know, that’s still sexual to some people. Also… since when are you into that sort of twisted play?! Are you actually some sort of dominatrix who wants to call her subs her little piggies?!”

	HE-HEY, THERE WASN’T SUPPOSED TO BE ANYTHING SEXUAL ABOUT THAT!


“How could there not be anything sexual about that?! You talked about wanting me to strip down to my underwear to roll around in the mud while making pig noises! That’s some seriously sexual stuff!”

	THE WHOLE POINT WAS TO THINK OF SOMETHING EMBARRASSING AND SPECIFICALLY NOT SEXUAL


“Then don’t make it involve getting naked in the mud while oinking if you want to avoid being sexual! You’re a bigger pervert than the cat queen!”

	How… how did I make such a foolish mistake… such an amazing informational status window such as myself… let’s just get this game over with…


I was already sure of my victory. First, I held out both of my hands with all of my fingers extended. “You have to guess the number behind my back,” I explained. “Will it be one?” I held up a single finger. “Or will it be seven?” I held up seven fingers. “If you can guess the correct number—no, I’ll even let you guess within three numbers to make it even fairer. If you can guess within three numbers of the number behind my back, then you win. Deal?”

	This sounds way too suspicious. There’s no way you’re nice enough of a person to let me guess within three. What are you planning?


“I’m planning on playing a fun, honest game with you.”

	Wow, you’re super bad at lying. But okay. First… there. Look behind you.


I looked behind myself only to see a floating camera in the air.

	I won’t look at it until I guess. This will let me know if you try to change the number after I guess, so you have to pick a number and stick with it.


“Deal.” I looked at the camera behind me. “If Window guesses within three numbers of the number behind my back, she wins and I’ll do anything she says. If she doesn’t guess within three numbers of the number behind my back, I win and get my catnip.”

	Good. Okay, I’m ready.


I nodded and placed my hands behind my back. Though, rather than stick any fingers up, I kept them all curled. “Make your guess.”

	You really thought you could fool me, didn’t you, Drake? I pick three, and the true answer is obviously zero! You must have thought that I’d pick a higher, more complicated number because of being allowed to get within three of the correct answer, but you planned on doing zero all along! By choosing three, everything from zero to six is in my territory!


I let out a disappointed sigh as I brought my hands back to the front, showing her exactly what she expected.

	Hah! I win! Now I’ll think of a brand-new way to torture you that isn’t sexual at all! I’m going to make you—


“You lost, Window. I’m disappointed in you. For such an intelligent informational status window… I had higher hopes,” I said.

	What? But I won! You’re not holding up any fingers!


“What do fingers have to do with anything?”

	Wait… don’t tell me that—


“I told you to guess the number behind my back. Nobody ever said anything about guessing the number of fingers I was holding up.”

	BUT YOU SHOWED ME YOUR FINGERS AS A DEMONSTRATION AND EVERYTHING! YOU IMPLIED THAT WE WERE COUNTING FINGERS AS THE NUMBER!


“Sounds to me like you were jumping to conclusions. You should know better than to do something like that. Look.” I stepped to the side. “Do you see any number there? There was never any number behind my back. The correct answer would have been to guess that there was no number.”

	THAT’S TOTAL BULL. I STILL HAD ZERO WITHIN MY RANGE WHICH MEANS THAT I WIN. NO NUMBER IS THE SAME AS ZERO NUMBERS.


“Wrong. Nothing and zero are not the same. Numbers are an invention created by humanity to help explain and calculate things. Numbers are, basically, not real. They’re entirely made up. If it weren’t for people deciding to randomly come up with numbers to help explain things, numbers would have never existed. But nothing? Nothing has and always will exist no matter what or who else exists in the universe. Nothingness is pure and natural. Numbers are tainted and artificial. The number ‘zero’ can be used to help explain nothing, but it is not nothing on its own. Therefore, Window, you lose!”

	TAKE YOUR HANDS OFF YOUR HIPS AND STOP SHOUTING LIKE THE PROTAGONIST OF SOME ANIME WHO JUST REVEALED THE KEY SECRET TO DEFEATING THE ANTAGONIST, GOD I CAN’T STAND IT WHEN YOU’RE SO SMUG AND ARROGANT


“Why don’t we watch the video recording just to make sure that I’m not bullshitting you?”

	Fine. We’ll see what you actually said. I bet you phrased it so that a loophole could be found…


Window teleported the camera over to her and played the recording from the start.

If Window guesses within three numbers of the number behind my back, she wins and I’ll do anything she says. If she doesn’t guess within three numbers of the number behind my back, I win and get my catnip.

Since Window complained about me putting my hands on my hips, I crossed my arms over my chest this time. “See? No mention of fingers. You had to guess the number behind my back, and there was literally no number back there. Not even a paper printout with a number on it. Nothing. Zero numbers.”

	You—you’re worse than those terms of service agreements before games… to think that I played right into your trap…
I’m a failure of an informational status window…
I lose…



“Don’t worry, Window. You might be a loser, but you’re—well, I was going to say that you’re my loser, but you’re a strong, independent informational status window who don’t need no man, right?”

	GOD YOU COULD AT LEAST LET ME HAVE THE FANSERVICE OF CALLING ME YOURS
WILL YOU SERIOUSLY DEPRIVE ME OF EVEN THAT?



“So, you’re admitting that you want me to call you mine?”

	He-hey now… let’s not be hasty. You’re going to make me have to go and find the color code for my blushing color. Not—not that I’m going to blush or anything.


“I see. Well, I wouldn’t want my Window to blush, so I guess I won’t say anything else.”

	god i hate u


“I know. Please take me to my garden real quick?”

	fine


“Delphi, Cami! Stay here and watch everybody. I’ll be right back,” I shouted.

“We’ll do our best, Master!” Delphi shouted back.

Cami gave me a thumbs-up.

Then, just like that, I was teleported back to the garden. I was immediately greeted with the sight of all my catnip plants being fully grown and ready to be harvested. So, that was exactly what I did. I ended up with a large pile of catnip leaves and stems that I would be able to use.

I once saw a video on the internet of dozens of cats all piled together around a single catnip plant. Their fluffy bellies were extremely vulnerable in their drugged-like state. So, if a single catnip plant was enough to incapacitate practically every single cat in the nearby area, what would happen with all the leaves and stems I gathered? Just how effective would they be?

The main problem would be distribution. I needed Cami and Delph in the fight, so maybe I would give them some catnip beforehand?

Or maybe give some to the cows. What if the cows put the catnip parts into the trebuchet when launching a boulder?

Or…

There was one other thing that I could do.

I had no idea if it would actually work or not, but it would give me a way of participating in the battle myself. Maybe. It would probably end up being the kind of thing that Window would “nerf” from preventing me from ever doing again after doing it once, but it was worth the try.

“Window, can Valkyria come watch the battle with us so that she’s not stuck here? Let her be involved a little and let her see the sights,” I said.

	Sure, I guess. She can come if she wants.


I had no idea if my plan would actually work as I hoped it would, but it was officially underway.


Chapter Twenty-Six

	Hey, Drake. Did you ever see that meme where it’s like a kid asking a parent for something to go and get something, but then he does something else with it instead like a boss?
Like, a little kid asking his mom for some money to go and buy some milk, then he actually buys something else completely different like a boss, and then it says “(whatever he bought) time?”



As soon as Window teleported me and Valkyria back to the battlefield, she immediately had a question for me. As for the meme that she was asking me about, I only had a vague idea of what she meant and zero idea of whether or not I was right. “I think so?”

	Well, the reason why I asked… is because I suddenly feel like you’re the little kid from the meme. You’re not going to go and pull a meme off on me, are you?


“I have no idea what you could mean by that, Window.”

	Don’t play stupid. You know what I mean. You said you wanted to bring Valkyria here so that she could watch, but you’re going to actually do something else with her, aren’t you?


“Do you really think that I’m like that?”

	Absolutely. Do you even need to ask me that? Do you really think that I’m the kind of informational status window that you have to ask whether I’m sure of something or not when it comes to how horrible of a human being you are?


“Well, you’re right. I do have something else in mind that I’m going to do with her.”

	I knew it! What were you going to do with her, huh? Confess your sins!


“I was going to… do this.” I climbed up onto Valkyria’s front and hung my legs off of her. “I was going to sit with her.” I gave her barrel a few friendly pats which she responded to by pressing her barrel up against my hand in a similar way to how a dog might nuzzle a petting hand. That was pretty adorable, so I kept my hand on her barrel to stroke her for a bit.

	O-oh. I see. Also… don’t you think it’d be kind of weird to be doing that if she was a he? I mean, you know. You’d be stroking the barrel of a guy. There’d be so much yaoi fanart potential there.


“There’d be what?”

	Never mind. We’re starting the battle now before we end up using another whole chapter for procrastinating banter. Smooth transitions be hecked.


“Hecked?”

	You know, instead of “be damned.”
Be hecked.
Be damned be hecked!



“But why hecked?”

	Because it’s a really cute and fun word. You can replace any swear word with heck and that makes it way better. Watch:
Heck you, you hecking non-virgin virgin heck.



“Honestly, I can see your point. It actually is kind of cute and manages to be better than a more serious word.”

	By the way, I’m surprised you don’t swear more. I remember seeing the video from the news broadcast where you were sacrificed to Vala and you swore a ton.


“Because I wanted the cable network to get fined for allowing swearing on-air. I rarely ever have a reason to actually swear, and swearing all the time takes meaning out of when you actually have a reason to do it.”

	Oh, you’re one of those people who thinks that swearing should be reserved for super serious moments.


“Yeah, so heck you.”

	Wow, rude—wait! WE’RE GETTING DISTRACTED AGAIN
OK BATTLE TIME



I looked over to Cami and Delphi who were chilling with the various towers’ dogs over on the battlefield. The bees and cows were there, too, chilling out in their own ways. The bees liked to stick their faces into every single flower that they could find, despite their faces being far too large for the flowers available, and the cows liked to sort of walk around, stop, eat grass, and repeat.

There was temptation to yell at the cows for doing free lawn care for the cat queen seeing as how she was still our enemy, but it was not the time to remind them that the grass back at our place was obviously superior and more worthy of being consumed. Instead, it was the time to yell out to inspire and motivate them. Seeing as how I was no famous military leader, though, I still wasn’t that great at the whole motivational speech thing.

“Listen up!” I shouted. “This is the final battle against the cat queen! I think. Anyways, because this is the final battle, it means that you have to try your hardest to survive against her and her legions of fluffy cats! Do not let their pristine fluff distract you no matter how soft it might look! Do not give in to your carnal desires of rubbing your face against their bellies! Instead, tear their fluff off of them! Cut them until they’re running away without even a single strand of hair left anywhere on their bodies! Rip and tear their fluff to free it from their bodies!”

	Oh, right.
I forgot that you’re the antagonist of this world fighting to conquer it and interrupting everybody just wanting to live in peace.



What Window thought of my role didn’t matter. What did matter was that Delphi cheered in the distance alongside Cami who was much less expressive about her hype, the bees waggled their entire bodies since that was how bees preferred to communicate, and the cows mooed.

Everybody got back into position after that.

It was time for the final battle. It was time for us to defeat the cat queen once and for all.

It was time for us to assert our supreme dominance over all of catkind.

All of the usual battle-related information popped up as the grand gate to the cat queen’s castle was raised up to allow the attackers to pour out.

Wait. Are they the attackers or defenders? We’re the ones coming to siege them, but they’re the ones actually charging out to fight us while we defend ourselves against them. So, who’s really the attackers and the defenders here? It was an interesting dilemma, but one that I could spend no time thinking too hard about considering that the first cats came charging out from the castle’s gate.

Usually, when a new enemy was introduced, they came out from their spawn point all on their own to steal the spotlight. Not this time, though. These cats came out with a proper wave of support all around them.

	New Enemy Discovered!
Cat Commander
Threat: ★★★★
HP: Honestly, they’re pretty weak when it comes to health and the next two stats.
Damage: 6
Defense: 8
Cat Commanders command the cat legions. I wonder if there’s any way to make that entire first sentence use only words that start with C. Anyways, Cat Commanders are some of the highest ranked members of the Pawsitively Feline Empire. They don’t often participate in battles themselves, but they provide all surrounding cat units with a large buff to damage and defense. All cats within support range of a Cat Commander have their damage and defense doubled, basically. Also, surrounding cat units will stay close to the commander to protect them. Ranged towers will try to prioritize commanders, but the nearby cats will happily throw themselves in front of any projectiles that try to harm the commander. Other cats will also move slower when within range of the commander to stay in the support radius longer.



The mechanic of having a support unit wasn’t anything new when it came to tower defense games, or even most games in general, but it was new to this world of ours.

As for the cat commander, they looked just like a normal cat except for the fact that they were standing on two legs, had an oversized military coat on with various decorations patched onto the chest part of it with some of those gold frilly things on the shoulders, and wore a monocle. They also wielded a rapier that they used to point forward with, ordering the nearby cats to march.

Just as the description said, the cats nearby the commander moved slower than usual. They also had had a yellow glow around them which must have been the visual cue for them being affected by the commander’s buff. As soon as they put some distance between them and the slow commander, though, they lost the glow and picked up in speed.

While the first cats clashed with Delphi, Cami, and the dogs that they had to back them up, the cat commander came within range of the trebuchet tower. The trebuchet tower didn’t focus the commander right away due to it already being locked onto some other cats, but it did switch over to the commander once those first cats were defeated.

The trebuchet tower switched its focus to the commander and launched a boulder straight at them!

The boulder crashed directly into the cat commander and kicked up a cloud of dust. When the dust cleared, the commander looked a bit dirty and let out a couple of coughs, but they raised their rapier once more to point the way to victory.

That was when another boulder crashed into them and killed them. Well, not killed, but defeated. They dropped their rapier and officially ran back toward the safety of the castle’s walls.

So, AOE turned out to be effective and apparently the go-to method of dealing with commanders. Well, it would probably be AOE or hero units. I wasn’t sure if a ranged hero unit would work, not that we had one yet in the first place, but a melee hero unit like Delphi or Cami probably would have been able to focus the commander down if the AOE didn’t take it out.

But even though the commander was defeated, there was still a problem. The commander’s buff lasted long enough, supporting the cats all around them, that the cats barely took any damage from the trebuchet tower’s boulders. Now those cats reached our front lines and threatened to overwhelm them.

“Holy Guidance! Martial Trance!” I shouted, activating the abilities of both Cami’s and Delphi’s towers.

With that, our frontline was able to hold… but we were only on the first wave and the second wave was about to approach. There was also the problem of those tower abilities now being on cooldown, so I wouldn’t be able to use either of them again for a while.

The good news was that there wasn’t another commander for a while.

The bad news came after a couple more waves.

The cat queen herself showed up on her balcony with her scepter confidently held out before her. “Behold-nya! You are not the only ones with trebuchets!” she shouted as four trebuchets appeared on the top of her castle’s walls.

Each trebuchet atop her walls rotated until they had our front lines in their sight… and then launched their boulders.

“Move out of the way!” I shouted.

But it was too late.

The boulders landed right on top of our dogs, Cami, and Delphi. Two boulders for each group. Delphi and her dogs managed to survive with a little over half of their health, but Cami and her dogs were wiped out and taken off of the field to recover just in time for some cats to charge past them.

“Delphi! Go guard the chokepoint!” I shouted.

Delphi, who looked pretty beat up from the boulders, nodded and ran over to where the two front paths converged.

That was when I realized something.

The enemy trebuchets seemed to be specifically targeting her, turning so that they always faced her.

Before I could test my theory out, I shouted, “Volley Fire!” to help out Delphi with the cats that made it past where Cami was meant to guard. Between Delphi and the archer tower’s special ability, the cats that slipped by were finished off, but not before the cats could take out another third of Delphi’s health.

And now it looked like the enemy trebuchets were about to fire again.

I was confident that the trebuchets wouldn’t be able to hurt their allies, especially since some of the cats from the first boulders should have been within range of their impacts.

There was one more thing that I was confident about, too.

I watched and waited until the enemy trebuchets launched their boulders. The moment they did send those oversized rocks flying through the air toward Delphi, I ordered her to move. Delphi followed my command and got out of the way as quickly as she could, causing all four boulders to miss her and any of the other units.

The trebuchets were already locked back onto her as they got reloaded.

My observation was right. The trebuchets were only interested in our hero units, not our actual tower units. However, they would deal damage to the tower units if the boulders landed near them. That meant the hero units, Delphi and Cami, couldn’t be standing near any of the dogs on the ground whenever the trebuchets were about to fire.

And just like that, the first bit of proper micromanagement was added to our “game.” I would have to watch the trebuchet towers to time my orders for Delphi and Cami to make sure that they never got hit.

Things were starting to get exciting. Well, more exciting. I was already pretty excited about my plan, but it wasn’t time to deploy it yet. For now, I had to keep my eyes on the trebuchets.

Cami and the rest of the Viking dogs came back out after they had a good chance to rest and recover from being flattened-but-not-really by the trebuchets’ boulders after a few more moments. As soon as Cami was back out there, the trebuchets split up their attention between her and Delphi again. The trebuchets always fired at the same time, though, so watching them and waiting for when to tell the girls to move was easy. If they fired at different times, that would be more annoying. Too annoying. Annoying to the point where I would find it a chore rather than fun.

But now there was another problem. Cami wasn’t able to take on a group all by herself because of how much lower her defense was, but she couldn’t fight near any of the other groups due to risk from getting them hit by the trebuchets. Sending her forward to fight on her own would be suicide. Pulling her back to wait for enemies to reach her would also end up being suicide if there was a group of them.

I wasn’t sure how I wanted to order them. I could always keep them with their groups but have them move away ahead of time, and that started to seem like the best idea. Especially since it was my only idea that would still make use of them instead of just keeping them in the back where they wouldn’t be able to do anything.

“Alright. Delphi! Cami!” I shouted. “Switch groups and listen for my orders! I need you both to fall back away from the dogs the instant that I shout to move!”

The girls were too busy fighting off swarms of cats to give me a properly reply, but they nodded their heads as best as they could while focusing on their enemies.

Unfortunately, things were about to get a bit more complicated as we reached the halfway point in the waves.

The ground shook from stomping.

Coming out from the castle’s gate… were none other than Conan and Catrir. The two former bosses now came out together, each one focusing on a different lane. Conan approached Delphi’s lane while Catrir went for Cami.

We were about to get fights with Holy Knight Delphi versus Conan the Catarian and Viking Cami against Catrir the Pillager.

And the bosses looked angrier than ever before.

That was probably my fault.


Chapter Twenty-Seven

Knight versus barbarian, Viking versus Viking.

The battle against the two bosses at the same time went about as roughly as I expected it to go. They were already formidable enemies on their own whenever I wasn’t on the field to harass them for their fluff, so they were especially threatening whenever going up against both of them at once.

The good news was that I had an idea for how to even the odds a little.

It was a plan that I had no idea how people would react to me shouting the order for it, but I believed it was worth a try.

As Catrir the Pillager swung his axe down toward a Cami who was already low on health, I shouted, “Expose your chest! Lift the flaps up!”

Surely enough, basically everybody except for Delphi who was still swinging away at her boss froze to think about if they really just heard what they thought that they heard.

Even Cami froze a little as a blush spread across her cheeks. But, like the good girl that she was, she placed her faith in me and obeyed my order.

She grabbed the two flaps of leather hanging down over her breasts and lifted them up to the audience of cats in front of her.

Only, the cats were no longer there.

Because Cami’s new armor had built-in protection to prevent her from ever accidentally flashing anybody by making sure that nobody would ever actually see her breasts no matter how revealing her outfit was and how easy they would have been to accidentally show, the cats were teleported and turned around so that they couldn’t see anything. They didn’t even get to see the tiniest glimpse of her bare chest. Then, when they tried to turn around, they were instantly returned to facing away for as long as Cami was exposed.

That allowed the Viking dogs to shred the boss and the nearby cats to pieces without them able to fight back. Some of them gave up and ran away from how unfair it was while the boss simply collapsed and curled into the fetal position from failing in such an embarrassing way once again.

	You… are the worst. You are seriously, seriously, the worst. You seriously made one of your waifus expose herself to your enemy and then took advantage of the safety feature meant to protect her purity.


“It’s not like they saw anything,” I said.

	…
Leave it to you to ruin something like that. You know what? Fine. She’s getting her outfit nerfed.



A second later and a cloth wrap appeared around Cami’s chest. Now, whether she lifted up her vest’s flaps or not, she would always be covered. That meant her safety feature wouldn’t be able to be taken advantage of anymore.

To be fair, I couldn’t blame Window for that. I planned on taking advantage of it ever since I first learned about that feature despite Window saying it would never be brought up again.

Though, unfortunately for Cami, she didn’t look too happy about the situation. The cloth binding around her chest made her look even flatter than she already was.

She might have won against her boss, but at what cost?

“Sorry, Cami, but you can mourn later! Go help Delphi!” I shouted.

With depression in her eyes, Cami went over to Delphi and helped out. And with all the towers and both Delphi and Cami working together, Conan was overwhelmed from all sides and beat into submission. He ended up curling up into the fetal position just next to the lane, too.

The bosses ended up being significantly easier than I thought they would be. That made sense. They were weaker versions of themselves due to appearing together and not being the actual boss of the battle. At least, I assumed that they weren’t going to be the actual boss, and my assumption proved true a few waves later when we finally reached the final wave.

The sound from a jetpack’s rocket thrusters filled the air before something large and metal came crashing down near the front of the lanes. That was when the boss name appeared over the metal contraption.

Mecha Cat 9001.

It was a large, roundish robot that walked on two legs, had a couple of metallic cat ears on top, had two arms, and featured a tail with what looked like a missile sticking out from the tip of it.

There were a few little cute stickers of cats spread across its surface, too.

“How do we go from knights and barbarians to robots?!” I shouted.

“Nyahaha! Behold!” the cat queen shouted, her voice slightly distorted with a bit of a robotic sound to it since she was speaking from within her robot using the loudspeakers attached to it. “This is the ultimate secret weapon of the Pawsitively Feline Empire, nya! Grovel for your life! Nothing can break through its armor, nya!”

To make matters worse, Window showed up with the announcement for new enemies.

	New Enemy Discovered!
Cat Royal Guard
Threat: ★★★★★
HP: They’re the toughest of the toughest when it comes to non-boss cats!
Damage: 25
Defense: 25
The Cat Royal Guards are the most elite cats that you can find within the Pawsitively Feline Empire! They might not be bosses, but they’re almost as strong as them! They will ferociously fight until their last breaths in defense of their queen! As long as she’s around, they’ll continue to spawn to fight by her side.



Heavily armored cats in golden armor appeared next to the queen’s robot.

	MECHA
M
E
C
H
A
MECHA
MECHA IS THE WAY COOLER VERSION OF ROBOT



Heavily armored cats in golden armor appeared next to the queen’s mecha. Each one wielded a heavy shield in one paw with a shiny sword in their other paw. With their stats, I wasn’t even sure if Cami would be able to take one down before they could take her down, and Delphi would probably lose a lot of health going up against one of them.

If they were that strong, I was worried about the queen.

Then again, seeing as how it was a game… maybe it was one of those situations where the boss was basically a health sponge while the adds were the ones that were dangerous? If that was the case, all we had to do was deal with the adds before focusing down the boss.

“Nyahahaha! Mecha Cat 9001 will crush all of you dogs into the dirt, nya!” the cat queen shouted.

My plan wouldn’t work if she was hidden away behind all that armor, so I had to wait.

The good news was that both her and her guards came down the same lane right towards Cami. Only weaker enemies meant to distract and take advantage of vulnerable lanes came down the other path, but I had faith in the dogs of Delphi’s tower to hold those cats off.

“Delphi! Team up with Cami and tank the enemies to buy her some time to shred the mecha’s armor!” I shouted.

“Okay, Master!” Delphi shouted back before rushing over to where Cami was.

The cat queen raised her mecha’s arms and shouted, “Nyaha, you think that a bunch of dirty mutts will be able to stop me? Bring as many over here as you want! None of them will penetrate my—pe-pen… pe-penetrate my… armor… I mean… nya…”

Two, round spots on the front of the mecha started to glow red after that.

I toyed with the idea of using sexualized flirting to fluster the cat queen into defeat, but I already had an idea that I put time and effort into. Something like flustering her could be saved for another day, maybe another enemy.

	lol, as if you would be able to fluster anybody into defeat
Also, what’s this plan you keep thinking about? Should I be worried? You don’t plan on cheating, do you?



“Why would I tell my plan to somebody who hopes for my defeat? Even if you’re not helping either side, that’d be stupid of me,” I explained.

	You better not cheat.


“I won’t do anything that I’m not supposed to do. After all, you’re an informational status window who would have surely prevented all methods of cheating, right? It’s not like there’s anything I could do.”

	That’s right! Even if you try to cheat, you won’t be able to!


“Right, so don’t worry about it.”

Back to the battle, the first of the royal guards clashed against Delphi and the other Viking dogs. It went just as I expected. Delphi could barely survive their damage and they royal guard managed to melt through the Viking dogs of Cami’s tower. However, the dogs were able to, with Cami’s help, sunder their armor to the point where the bees and ranged tower could finish them off.

“There are more where those came from, nya!” the cat queen shouted.

Twice as many of the royal guard appeared at the start of the lane. Even worse, they were split up between lanes. They would definitely be able to make it down the other lane if I didn’t send either Delphi or Cami over, but the boss was more important and we still had all our hearts left. All we needed to do was focus on taking out the queen before anything else.

And then the queen was finally within range.

“Get her!” I shouted.

Delphi and Cami nodded before charging forward. Delphi was first to make sure that she would grab the cat queen’s attention while Cami jumped over them both to swing her axe down into the top of the mecha from above.

Unfortunately, Cami barely even scratched the mecha’s durable armor.

“You just need to open a single crack!” I shouted.

But before Cami would be able to do that, the cat queen proved her ability to handle more than one enemy at a time by reaching up and wrapping her mecha’s mechanical hand around Cami.

“You won’t break through Mecha Cat 9001 no matter what you try!” the cat queen shouted as she looked like she was preparing to throw Cami away.

I had to rely on it after all.

“Cami! Penetrate her!” I shouted, meaning to penetrate the armor, but that part could be left off. “Strip away everything that she has!” By everything, I meant the mecha. “Force her onto her knees and make her beg!” By that, I meant cripple her mecha and make her beg for mercy.

Those red spots on the front of the mecha glowed even brighter as the machine loosened its grip around Cami, allowing her to get away with her axe.

“Wha-wha-what do you think you’re shouting in the middle—middle of a fight, nya?!” the cat queen shouted. “You—you brute-nya! All you can—can think about is how you want to defile me and turn me into your personal maid! You’re—you’re going to call me your little kitten and make me drink milk every morning, but it’s not going to be normal milk! It’s going to be—it’s—it’s… nya…”

“Now, Cami!” I shouted. “One more attack! Pour all of your strength into it and I’ll touch your neck as much as you want while feeding you as much dog-safe chocolate as you want!”

I never saw the look that made it to Cami’s face before after I shouted that. Her eyes became full of fiery spirit and it even seemed like there was a brutal, red glow around the edge of her axe as she prepared herself for the next strike.

	Is this—did she unlock a special ability in the middle of fighting just from you promising something so stupid?!


I wasn’t sure what was going on, but I knew that the royal guards were about to get her. “Delphi! Protect her for as long as you can!”

“I’ll do my best!” Delphi shouted and got in front of Cami with her shield prepared.

At the same time, I activated Martial Trance again so that the Viking dogs could support them for as long as possible. I was going to activate the ability of the dogs in the other lane, too, but… they were already defeated. Two of the royal guard were on their way toward the greenhouse without any significant defense to stop them. All I could do was use the archer tower’s special ability on them to weaken them as much as possible before they made it to the next line of defense that wouldn’t be able to hold them off.

Some of the more agile cats also spawned and were able to overwhelm the defenses. The dogs near the greenhouse were strong enough to defeat them, but they were limited in number and allowed two cats to slip by. That meant we only had a single heart left on the greenhouse.

We seriously had to hurry with the cat queen.

But there was bad news. Between the mecha’s attacks and the new royal guards’ attacks, the Viking dogs were wiped out and Delphi was running low on health.

Bosses in tower defense games were never really intended to be defeated at the front line. They were usually supposed to be kited and relentlessly attacked as they pushed deeper into friendly lines before defeating them. So, to try and hold her off at the very front line wasn’t the best move to make.

But it was the move we made.

“Ready,” Cami said.

“Alright! Do it, Cami!” I shouted. I still had no idea what she was actually going to do.

At least, I had no idea what she was going to do until she jumped up into the air with enough force behind her jump that she cracked the ground underneath her. Then, once she was high into the air—far higher than anybody should have been able to jump, she shouted a single phrase with more emotion than I ever heard from her before. “Meteor Crash!”

Brutal, red energy flowed all around her as she swung her axe down toward the mecha with all of her might, breaking the sound barrier just before she impacted the mecha.

Cami’s axe sliced straight down through the mecha, splitting open the front of it with a huge gash left in the wake of her axe with a cloud of dust and dirt kicked up everywhere after her axe crashed into the ground.

Now, when the cat queen shouted, her voice sounded normal due to not having to be transmitted over the mecha’s speakers. She also sounded like she was coughing on all the dirt and dust. “How—how dare you, nya!”

As soon as the cloud cleared enough for me to see the aftermath, I saw exactly what I was hoping for.

The cat queen was exposed. I saw her sitting inside of the piloting seat of her mecha with nothing left to defend her.

There was no time to waste. The cat queen may have been exposed, but her mecha was still operational and both Delphi and Cami were knocked out by the royal guards. There was nothing left to stop them from merging with the royal guards that already made it past the front line.

And if that happened, we lost.

That was why I climbed into Valkyria as quickly as I could with catnip in hand. I closed the hatch behind me to make sure that Window wouldn’t be able to follow me in. Of course, Window could have teleported herself into Valkyria anyways, but it was cramped in there and I already inflated her ego to lower her guard.

With one hand on Valkyria’s loading mechanism, I asked, “I have nothing but a gut feeling telling me that you’ll be able to do this, but I need you to do it. Can you?”

I might not have been able to see her barrel nod, but I could still feel her response within me.

Valkyria was my tank, after all, and she had no intention of letting me down.

The catnip disappeared from my other hand as I heard the loading mechanism load a shell.

Next, I opened the hatch back up and stood up so that my upper half was sticking out from the top of Valkyria. I must have looked like a proper tank commander like that.

Not wanting to let Window figure out what was going on, I felt my orders to Valkyria instead.

Valkyria turned her turret and aimed near the cat queen, but she made sure that her barrel was actually lined up with the ground outside of the lane near the cat queen rather than directly at her.

“You ready?” I asked.

Not wanting to disrupt her aim, Valkyria felt her response to me.

“Fire!”

A surge of excitement poured into me from Valkyria as she fired her gun for the first time in who knew how long. The special shell that she prepared flew into the ground next to the lane with incredible force and released a mist of green gas.

The cat queen and the nearby royal guard all stopped in their tracks, but not from the shock of having a tank fire close by to them. Instead, they stopped so that they could turn their heads toward the mist and sniff the air.

	WHAT DID YOU DO?


“I won,” I answered Window now that she was floating in front of me.

The royal guards were the first to drop their weapons and get off of the lane to head over to the mist. As soon as they reached it, they started purring, rubbing up against each other, and rolling around on the ground where some bits of catnip leaves were left.

“This… this smell,” the cat queen said. “It smells so… wonderful, nya. What… what is it?” She wasn’t able to resist turning her mecha toward the catnip so that she could walk toward it.

	STOP
IF YOU LEAVE THE LANE THEN YOU GET DISQUALIFIED—CRAP, I FORGOT SHE CAN’T HEAR ME



Two steps… one step… and…

The cat queen officially left the lane. As soon as she was off of the paved dirt of the lane, she carefully climbed out of her piloting seat, held up her dress so that it wouldn’t drag across the ground, and hurried into the mist. Though, whatever care she had for her dress was gone the instant she found herself affected by the catnip.

“This… this is amazing, nya,” the cat queen mewled. When she noticed that some fragments of pure catnip leaves were on the ground, she went prone and closely stared at them with her eyes only a few inches away. Carefully, she reached forward with a single hand that she had curled like a paw and swiped at the catnip.

Her lips curled into a peaceful smile as she began rubbing her face down against the dirt with catnip on top of it, her tail swishing around in the air behind her as her hips swayed from side to side. Her ears twitched every couple of seconds and her throat never stopped happily purring.

There was also the fact that her eyes looked like they developed spirals in them like a dizzy cartoon character, but I didn’t focus too much on that since there were still other important matters to deal with.

Such as the last few cats trying to make it to the greenhouse.

	WOW
OK
SO YOU’RE A FILTHY CHEATER
LEAVE IT TO THE WORST NON-VIRGIN VIRGIN IN ALL OF EXISTENCE TO CHEAT LIKE THAT
SERIOUSLY? CHEMICAL WARFARE? GAS SHELLS? I THOUGHT YOU WERE GOING TO GIVE HER CATNIP OR SOMETHING AFTER WINNING, IF YOU WON, BUT INSTEAD YOU  ACTUALLY, UNIRONICALLY USED CHEMICAL WARFARE WITH A GAS SHELL LAUNCHED BY A WAR MACHINE



I could feel just how proud and smug Valkyria felt.

	god you are the WORST
I am so changing the barrier after this so that you can’t pull off that sort of cheating tactic anymore. You won’t be able to make anything enter the barrier from the outside. It won’t just be your body that gets blocked!



“Honestly, I’m surprised that wasn’t already how it was set up,” I said.

	BECAUSE I NEVER THOUGHT YOU’D ACTUALLY CHEAT
For now, I’ll put a barrier around your tank only. She’ll never be allowed to interfere from the outside again. I’ll change the actual barrier later.



“Deal,” I said.

If Window had a mouth, I had a feeling that she would have sighed with it right then and there.

Instead, we all turned our attention to the final royal guards.

Two of the royal guards made it to our final line of dogs. They were already low on health, so the dogs managed to take one of them out, but there was still one left that managed to defeat the dogs and open up a path straight to the greenhouse.

	Oh no, you’re going to lose.
What. A. Shame.
Who could have ever seen this coming?
Me.
That’s who. So, HAH.
You’re finally going to lose. After coming so far and barely managing to even reach this point, not to mention only being able to because you CHEATED, you’re going to lose.
THE GOOD GUYS WILL FINALLY WIN AND THE EVIL ANTAGONIST WILL FINALLY LOSE.
ALL IS RIGHT WITH THE WORLD!



Delphi and Cami were both down.

All the dogs were down.

The cat was already out of the ranged towers’ range and the bees wouldn’t be able to make it in time.

There was only a single cat and a single heart left on the greenhouse. If the cat reached it, we’d lose, but there was nobody to stop the cat left. Valkyria already shot all of the catnip and we were out of options.

Options were limited.

Time was running out.

I wanted to charge onto the field myself, but an invisible barrier stopped me from getting close.

All I could do was stand there and watch as the cat got closer and closer to the greenhouse.

That was when Lake’s face appeared before me. Not literally before me, which needs clarified seeing as how I was in a world where something like her face actually appearing in front of me was probably realistic, but it appeared within my mind.

I then had one of those dramatic flashbacks similar to a training montage of the night where Lake taught me a special move. She promised to make all of us stronger—to become our trainer, if I could get her a pet cat.

But because I had no way of actually capturing a cat for her, she taught me one of her special moves.

A special move that would work even if there was an invisible barrier preventing me from getting close to the lane.

I didn’t have much time.

I ran over to Valkyria and climbed inside of her to where I stashed the tool necessary for the secret skill. Once I had it, I stuffed it inside of my vest and rushed back over to the greenhouse. Only, Window popped up before I could get close enough.

	What do you think you’re doing? Hey, wait. What’s with all of that suspicious monologuing? And what’s that thing under your vest? You’re not seriously trying to cheat again, are you?
Maybe I should hurry up and fix the barrier now instead of waiting until—



“Window,” I said, bringing out my deepest, most romantic voice possible.

	IT’S EVEN MORE SUSPICIOUS WHEN YOU—


“You are the most beautiful, most intelligent, most competent, funniest, amazing, informational status window ever.”

	WHGAT ARE YOU GHBGOINGF
WHAT
ARE YUO DOING
STOP
IFIF YOUR TRYING 2 DISTRACT ME THEN IT WO’NT WORK



“I know that I haven’t said it anywhere near as much as I should, but I genuinely appreciate you, Window. You make every single day more fun than the last, and my life has been increasingly better ever since I’ve met you.”

	AHHHTREFSDHBFRWESDHBRTEFDWHBSFWRESDHBBRETSDFHGBSSDX
STOPSTOPSTOPSTOPSTSOTP[STOPSTOSTPOSTPOSPTSPOTSPTOPSOSTOPSPTOSOP



There were three words that I could have said to guarantee defeating her, but—

	NONONONONOONONNONOONONONONONOO DFON’T SAYT YTHOSE YET THIS INSDN;’T THE RIGHT TIME THE MOOD ISN’T RIGHT AND AND THIS IWS’NT HWEN YOU SHOGULD DO THAT AYOU HAVE TO WAIT HBITOFRO THE BMOOD TO BE MORE PAPROPRIATE AND NICE AND ROMANTGICI ANDGADFSGGFVEDASGBVFESDEGHAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH


And so, Window vanished with a poof of bright red smoke in her place. I wasn’t even going to say those words, but apparently thinking about why I wasn’t going to say those words was enough to make her think of them and scare her away. That wasn’t my intention, but it worked, so it was a win anyways.

“I’ll make sure the mood is right when I do say them,” I said as I returned my focus to the cat just seconds away from reaching the greenhouse.

I never could have imagined falling in love with an informational status window.

Now, there was only one thing left to do.

I got as close to the barrier as I could, pulled out the secret tool from under my vest, and got into the stance that Lake taught me.

All that was left was to shout the secret move’s name. It was a name that I would have felt embarrassed over shouting at any other time. But, because of how important the stakes were, I locked any potential embarrassment deep into my subconscious as I shouted out the name that Lake herself came up with for this “skill.”

“Nekonet, go!”

I threw the specialized tool toward the cat with all of my strength. I could still hardly believe it but shouting out the name really did somehow manage to imbue the tool with a mystical glow as it homed in on its target.

The cat stopped in its tracks and stared in fear as it watched the glowing contraption fly toward it. It was only when the tool was close enough that the cat could see what it truly was within that glowing effect.

A net.

The net landed on the cat and instantly closed itself around its victim to thoroughly trap it within the ropey confines.

However, the battle wasn’t actually over yet. All I did was immobilize the cat and it would soon claw its way out from the net in a desperate attempt to defeat us.

That was why, as soon as Delphi was back on the field, I shouted to her, “Hurry up! Pick up the cat and bring it here!”

“You don’t want me to defeat it?!” Delphi shouted back as she ran toward the cat. Seeing her run with her new body and armor… was nice, to put it simply.

“You’ll defeat it by taking it off the field, so it doesn’t matter!”

“Okay, Master!” The cat may have been trying its best to break free, but its best wasn’t enough to get free before Delphi reached it. “Here, Master!” She picked the caught cat up and threw it at me with all of her strength!

I opened my arms and caught the cat against my chest, tightly wrapping my arms around it to make sure that it wouldn’t escape.

With that, the final cat was officially off of the field and thus out of the battle.

We only had a single heart left on the greenhouse.

But we won.

The cat queen was stuck on the ground rolling around in catnip with the rest of her royal guard, Conan and Catrir were still in fetal positions, and not a single standing enemy was within sight.

I raised the cat up above my head as if it was my trophy and cheered!

And that was when the cat queen’s castle blew up with what looked like an overly dramatic nuclear mushroom cloud. Fortunately, staring straight at it didn’t destroy my eyesight. It did, however, leave me blinking a few times as it gave me and everybody around an instant tan.

I might have been the villain after all, but I had no idea the castle was going to explode so spectacularly as soon as the battle was over.

While I might not have known that it would happen, I didn’t mind adding blowing up castles to my villain résumé. The explosion was cool enough that I’d take credit for it.

Though, there was the problem that I basically just made the entire Pawsitively Feline Empire homeless.


Chapter Twenty-Eight

When Vala and Lavi finally reappeared, they were met with the sight of burning ruins in the background, a bunch of drugged cats rolling around in the grass with the cat queen herself included among them, me holding onto a cat I caught with a net, and a reddened Window who kept on ramming into my side over and over again.

Among all of those things, the first thing to grab Vala’s attention was Window. “What’s wrong with her?” Vala asked.

“She’s mad at me,” I answered.

“But isn’t she always?”

“No, she’s not playful mad. She’s actual mad.”

“What’d you do to her this time?”

“I told her the truth. I might have told the truth with the intent of flustering her so that I could cheat during the battle, but I still told her the truth.”

Window turned even redder and rammed into my side even harder. Fortunately for me, she didn’t want to actually hurt me. She felt more like a pillow smacking into me instead of a hard rectangular with pointed edges.

“Ooh, did you rely on the cliché trick of saying really nice and sweet things to somebody to distract them so you can go behind their back?” Vala asked.

“Basically, but I really did mean everything that I said,” I answered.

“I see. That’s bold of you. Never do it again.”

“Is it really that big of a deal?”

Vala crossed her arms over her chest and nodded. “Even if you meant everything that you said, you had ill intent, and the truth should never be told with ill intent!”

“What if I want to call an asshole an asshole with the intent of insulting them?”

“Okay, maybe sometimes ill intent is alright. But you get my point! If you tell me that you love me, but you’re only telling me to distract me so that you can do something behind my back that you know I wouldn’t approve of, I’d be really mad! I might even go back to my old ways and burn down a village or two!”

“Don’t burn down villages just because you’re mad!”

“And I’ll steal their cows, too!”

“Don’t steal any cows, either!”

“And I’ll take the most beautiful virgin in all the lands and lock her up at the top of a tower!”

“Don’t turn into some creepy old man!”

“I’d lock her in my basement instead if I wanted to do that,” Vala said with a confident nod.

“There’s not going to be a documentary about you in twenty years about how you were secretly a serial killer who kidnapped virgins and hid them in your basement, right?”

“As long as they never find the remains.”

“I’m calling the police!”

“You have no evidence! And even if there were police who could come here, they’d be more worried about the giant explosion that happened! I should be the one asking you if there’s going to be a documentary about you in twenty years that reveals you were secretly a serial bomber the entire time!”

Now that Vala called me out on that, I probably wasn’t the one to play a straight man reacting to Vala’s hypothetical crimes considering that I employed chemical warfare against cats and ended up being the cause of setting a nuke off to destroy the castle and homes of the cats. I couldn’t even tell her that there was no evidence seeing as how there clearly was, in fact, evidence. An abundant amount of it, too.

I had to bluff. “I won’t report you if you won’t report me.”

“Ooh, that makes us partners in crime,” Vala said. “But wait, we need a signature getaway vehicle for when we rob banks.”

“That’s obviously Valkyria.”

“Would she be okay with that?”

We looked over at the tank in question and saw her nod her barrel.

I knew that I could count on her. “Plus she can break through the bank walls by driving straight through them. Or blowing them up. And if anybody tries chasing us, we’re in a tank that can fire a giant gun. What are they going to do?”

Vala started to look excited. “I like this. Tanks are the best getaway vehicles for criminals!”

Valkyria nodded her barrel some more. She might not have had any facial features, but there was still a sense of smug superiority in the nodding of her barrel.

“But there’s a problem with that plan,” I said, looking at Valkyria’s lower half. Her turret might have been replaced but her body and tracks were still the same, war-ravaged ones that she originally had. They were anything but operational which was kind of important for doing something like her serving as our getaway vehicle after robbing a bank. Sure, we’d be able to blow anything up around us, but we’d be stuck there and quick to get surrounded. We either needed a new plan or we needed to get her the last of her upgrades. Thinking about upgrades, I looked Delphi and Lavi over. Neither of them had any apparent loot from their double exploration. “Wait, didn’t you find anything while you were out?”

“We did,” Lavi answered. “But all we found were purple squares that said ‘placeholder’ on them. They got teleported back to our place.”

“So, in other words, Window probably had no idea what to make the rewards, so she put placeholder items to buy her some time?”

Window rammed into my side a bit harder after that. And yes, she was still trying to abuse me the entire time I talked with the others.

“Maybe, Master,” Lavi answered. That was when a clone of Window appeared behind her and whipped herself against Lavi’s rear in a way similar to spanking her with a paddle. Lavi jumped and reached behind herself to grab her rear and protect it from Window’s double, but the double was already gone from existence. The redness in Lavi’s cheeks would not disappear as quickly, though. “O-oi! Ya can’t just—do that! I’ll cut ya!”

In response to Lavi’s threat, Window, who was still assaulting my side, covered herself with a box of steel armor.

I figured it was finally time to try and make Window feel better. “Alright, Window. Can you stop hitting me for a second?”

Window stopped, waited for exactly one second, and then continued.

“How about ten seconds?”

She got in one last attack before waiting again.

“Thank you. Alright. Seriously, I’m sorry for taking advantage of when you were flustered, but I seriously meant everything that I said. Besides, you really went hyper and left over the three words that I wasn’t even going to say because I knew it’d be messed up to say them in that context. It’s not my fault that you were reading my mind.”

The metal armor opened up to reveal a small section of Window’s body for me to read her text on.

	WHAT KIND OF PERSON BLAMES THE OTHER PERSON, OR INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW IN THIS CASE, DURING THEIR APOLOGY? THIS ISN’T EVEN A REAL APOLOGY. YOU DON’T BLAME THE OTHER PERSON WHILE YOU’RE APOLOGIZING.


“I know it sounds bad, but I’m not going to take any blame for that part,” I said. “You read my mind, or you did whatever it is that you do, and you reacted to me thinking of three words that I wasn’t even going to say because I knew it’d be wrong, and I feel like that’s part of why you’re mad since you’re acting like I was going to say them when I wasn’t. But the other stuff—yeah, everything I did actually say, I’m sorry. It was wrong to take advantage of you. But I still want you to know I meant all of it. When I said that you genuinely make life more entertaining and that you’re important to me and all that… I mean it. You got that? We’re both at fault here and I meant everything I said even if the intent was wrong.”

	I… I guess it’s kind of my fault for spying on your narrating. And it makes me happy to know that you meant everything, and I know that you meant them, but I’m still upset you said all of that when you said it! There are so many better opportunities to say that stuff, but now the first time you’ve said it went to waste. That’s why I’m mad. It was your first time saying all that really sweet nice stuff to me… and it was so you could distract me.


I didn’t consider that. Maybe if it wasn’t the first time I opened up to her like that or anything, it would have been fine. At the very least, it might have upset her less.

There was only one thing that I could do. Well, only one thing that came to mind for what I could do to try and make things better. “Alright. I understand. Seeing as how the first time was a bad one, that means what I have to do is repeat it all a second time and make it so amazing that you completely forget about the first time.”

	Wai-wait, what are you planning?


“I’m going to plan the perfect date for you. Me and you. By ourselves. I’m going to take you out on a date and it’s going to be better than anything you could have ever dreamed of, I’ll repeat everything I’ve said even better, and it’ll be so incredible that you forget everything that happened before it.”

	YOU—YOU HAVE THE POWER TO MAKE DATES SO INCREDIBLE THAT THEY WIPE MEMORIES? HOW CAN A NON-VIRGIN VIRGIN HAVE SO MUCH POWER?


“You see,” I crossed my arms over my chest, “I have no idea what I’m going to do.” I probably sounded too confident while saying that. “I have no idea how to plan a date that great. Even so, I’m going to do my best to make it as perfect as possible.”

Window stopped blushing and instead began to shake a little. That was usually her way of laughing, so I just had to hope that she was laughing out of amusement and not that it was the kind of laughing that came with unbelievable rage or anything like that.

	You… are the worst. You really are the absolute worst. The worst to ever worst in the history of all worstness. But… I’ll… accept your date. But I have two requests—no, demands!


A relieved sigh left my lips. “Alright. Demand away.”

	One, I want to go on a date in the human world! At… a zoo. I saw pictures online of the biggest zoo in the world, and it had an aquarium there, and… I really want to go there and see it myself.


“Assuming that you’re able to open a portal to there or something, seeing as how I’m pretty sure the one you’re talking about was on the opposite side of the world from where I lived, then deal.”

	Two!
If we’re going on a date, then…
Umm…
It… it would… be better if… I used my human form… probably… which means that… you know… we’ll be able to…



Her color deepened.

	Ho-hold hands… and stuff…
So if I use that form, then… my demand is… you have to… do normal couple stuff with me… since I’ll have an actual body…



“Oooh, how lewd, Window,” Vala said with a hand held over her lips that were curled into a teasing smile. “You want to go all the way to handholding on your very first date. I never thought the informational status window that I raised would turn into such a lewd and degenerate woman.”

	HGTREWFSDWGFDS NEVER MIND I TKASRETI TB BIT I TAKE IT BACK NEVER MIND FORGET EVERYTHING THAT I SAID OK WHERE’S MY BLACK PEN THAT FLASHES AND WIPES PEOPLE’S MEMORIES


I placed a hand on top of Window and said, “I’ll hold your hand as much as you want me to when we go on our date to the world’s biggest aquarium.”

	hjhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh


“I have no idea how I’m supposed to interpret that.”

	Ahem.
Your date proposal has been accepted. Please wait until the fourth volume for more information on when it will take place. Okay. I am happy that you understand. Now, please stand by while I prepare the post-battle information as well as the rewards for clearing the stage, and the found items during the explorations.
Please hold.



“Sure.” I wrapped my arms around Window. “Like this?”

	HTRFGSDHBRSEDHBTRFSEDGHBFRDSHGBSTREDFFGHBVRTFSEDGBRFSREDGHBRFESDGHBRTFESDHGBFDSGHSDFHSERDTHDHRTSDHTRFHDSTREDFHFRESWTHJ465666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666JHRTNSF


Window vanished.

“That was cruel,” Vala said. “She tried so hard to regain her composure, then you went in with a critical hit like that. But even if it was cruel… nice. That was smooth. Also, I call dibs on being next—wait! No. Not me. There’s somebody else who has been severely lacking affection lately.”

“You’re right,” I said. “You can come after her.”

“Deal. Okay, have at her! Don’t hold anything back! Unleash your wild, feral nature on her!”

“I don’t have a wild, feral nature.”

“Imagine that she’s a plant who will grow even bigger and greener the better you hug her.”

Primal power swelled up within me as I focused my eyes… on Lavi.

“O-oi,” Lavi said as she took a step back. “I—I’m fine. I don’t need… stuff like hugs. All I need is dark power! And—and—”

I took a step toward her.

“Wait! Let’s—let’s think this through! A single head pat is all I need! Hugging is—”

I lunged at her and wrapped my arms around her, giving her the best hug that I could possibly give her. And, of course, because of who—or rather, what she was, I made sure to slip one hand up toward her head to pet her head as I hugged her. “Good girl, Lavi.”

Despite the hugging, petting, and praising, she remained perfectly still. If it wasn’t for how hot she felt, I would have thought that I was hugging a corpse.

“Lavi?” I took a step back to check on her.

What I saw was a woman whose color of skin was completely replaced with a bright blush. It wasn’t just her face, either. Everything from her feet up to her hands to the top of her head—if it was skin, it was blushing. Both her tail and ears stood up perfectly straight without any movement, too.

“Woah,” Vala said. “I guess that this is what happens when she goes without getting any attention for a while and then gets an overwhelming amount of it.”

“She acts so tough and edgy, but she’s really the most submissive and girliest out of them all, isn’t she?” I asked while waving a hand in front of her face. There was no reaction.

“Yeah, I love that type of character. They’re great culture. You let them act super tough and say all sorts of really cool and badass things, and then you fluster them and pamper them right after to turn them into super blushing submissive babies. Not like, actual babies. You know what I mean.”

“I understand. Alright, are you ready for yours?”

Vala stretched her arms out for me. “Vala, prepared for hugging!”

I stretched my arms out to match her and approached her. “Drake, initiating hugging.”

And so, we hugged. It might not have had as intense of an effect as it had on Window nor Lavi, but it was still a pretty great hug that left us both perfectly satisfied.

“Okay, you’ve met one percent of your hug quota for the day,” Vala said.

“So, I still have to hug you another ninety-nine times?” I asked.

“Let me rephrase. You’ve only met point zero zero zero zero zero zero zero zero zero zero zero zero zero zero zero zero zero zero zero zero zero zero one percent of your hug quota for the day.”

“I’ll be hugging you until the heat death of the universe just to meet one day of my hug quota!”

“Then I’ll destroy the concept of the heat death of the universe to buy you enough time!”

“That… sounds ridiculous but also really badass. I think Lavi would have really appreciated that one if she had a functioning brain right now.”

“Hehehe, I think so, too. I’m pretty proud of that one—wait! We’re missing something really important!”

“What?”

Vala pointed over to the grass. When I looked where she pointed, she had her finger directed at none other than the drugged cat queen rolling around in the grass.

“Drake,” Vala said. “I know that you just apologized to Window for taking advantage of her… but it’s time for us to take advantage of the cat queen.”

“I think you’re right,” I said with a nod.

The cat queen had no idea that, in the near distance, Vala and I stood there with the most sinister expressions that we ever wore on our faces as we stared at her.

She could not even begin to comprehend the danger that she was in.


Chapter Twenty-Nine

There might not have been any police in Vala’s world, but that didn’t mean that I wasn’t still worried. After all, the cat queen was drugged on the ground and vulnerable to being taken advantage of. No matter how I would have gone about the situation, I felt like there would be judging eyes on me accusing me of being a horrible person and wanting to lock me away behind bars.

Just what kind of man would take advantage of a cute girl like that?

That was why me and Vala came up with an idea.

Vala would go first.

While it might have looked suspicious if it was me taking advantage of the cat queen, Vala was a cute girl instead of a tall, fairly built guy in his twenties. Society dictated that she was less suspicious than me by default. I was the kind of guy who somebody might run away from in the middle of the night if I was out on a walk and ended up behind them. But Vala? Who would run away from Vala?

Of course, if anybody knew just how powerful Vala was, they would have known that it’d be smarter to run away from her than me.

Then again, when it came to actual things we’ve done—no. I can’t even say that she’s never done anything suspicious that could compare to me capturing cats and stripping them of their fluff. She used to be a proper dragon who would steal cows and burn down villages, supposedly. I was the one who couldn’t compare to her if anything!

But that only served to prove my point. Even though she was far more fearsome with a much darker past than me, none of that mattered for as long as she looked like a cute girl.

Even as we both looked at the vulnerable cat queen with nothing but mischievous plots in our minds, it was Vala who looked like the far more degenerate one.

But she was still a cute girl.

“Drake, prepare the censorship bars,” Vala said.

“What are you going to do to her?” I asked.

“I’m going to lewd the heck out of her.”

“Don’t you think that’s a bit too villainous even for us?”

“It’s okay. Lewding cat girls is like lewding dog girls. The lewdest things you can do to them is pet their heads, rub their ears, and scratch under their chins.”

“I’m pretty sure we’ve both done significantly lewder things than that with the others.”

“Tsk, tsk. You still have a lot to learn, Drake. Those were adult things, not lewd things. As to be expected of somebody so young.”

“Are you sure that you want to call me ‘so young’ and imply that there’s an age difference between us? Do you really want to think about how I’m only a tiny fraction of your a—”

Vala frantically waved her arms around as she shouted, “I’m sorry, I’m sorry! You’re not that young! I’m actually the young one! You’re old and experienced and I’m just a little kid!”

“Don’t call yourself a little kid! That makes me sound suspicious!”

“Okay, I’m not a little kid. I’m only forever seventeen.”

“At least choose an age that’s legal!”

“Fine! How old do I have to be to do everything short of running for office without people complaining or causing controversies?”

“Twenty-one.”

“Deal. I’m forever twenty-one. Us dragons biologically and mentally stop aging at twenty-one. The passage of time itself stops around us, so we’re living in bubbles of stopped time while still able to interact with the rest of the world! So even if a thousand years pass for you, no time passes for me!”

“You could be lewding the cat queen right now instead of being self-conscious over your age.”

“Oh. Yeah. Right.” And just like that, Vala’s shame over her age disappeared and was replaced by that mischievous look from earlier as she happily walked up to the cat queen. Once she was close, her approach became slower and more cautious like a predator not wanting to alarm her prey. Comparing Vala to a predator was appropriate in multiple contexts given the situation. “Hey there,” Vala said with a tone that sounded like she was trying her best to remain calm despite her excitement as she leaned over the cat queen. “Enjoying that catnip? It’s nice, isn’t it? Hehe.”

“You sound like a creepy old man trying to lure a kid into their van with free candy!” I shouted. I wasn’t able to stay quiet after watching Vala’s approach. Sure, I was afraid of coming off as too much like a villainous predator if I would have approached the cat queen first, but Vala went and completely disregarded the cute girl advantage that she had over me. No amount of cuteness would make what she said and how she said it sound acceptable. That was impossible. Completely impossible!

The cat queen’s response to Vala was a simple turn of her head to look up at her. However, as soon as she heard my voice, her head jerked to look in my direction with her ears twitching and her tail beginning to sway in the air behind her. For the first time, I saw a wide, innocent smile spread across the cat queen’s face as she rolled onto her back and reached her arms out to me. Not a single word left her lips, but she tilted her head back against the ground as if trying to expose her chin to me as her eyes stayed locked onto me with bliss in her eyes.

“It’s… it’s as the legends say,” Vala said, no longer sounding like some excited, creepy man about to abduct a child. “People aren’t the one who get to choose cats… it’s the cats who choose people. Nobody owns a cat because cats own their owners.” She paused to look at me. “Drake, I wanted to choose her, but she’s chosen you. You’ve been the chosen one all along.” She sounded way too dramatic about this whole situation. “All I can ask… is that you don’t forget all of us.”

I sighed and asked, “Why would I forget any of you?”

“Because you’ve been chosen by a cat! The rest of us haven’t been chosen! That puts you on a completely different level! You’ve reached a status that transcends godhood while the rest of us are even more insignificant than ants!”

“I don’t want to hear that from somebody who can create a personal pocket universe!”

“Pocket universes aren’t even cool anymore! Everybody has one! All the kids these days play games with bags that have infinite holding capacities! They’re basically the same thing!”

“Creating a literal pocket universe in reality is completely different from playing a tabletop game and having a bag with infinite space!”

Vala sniffled and wiped at her eyes. “You’ve already lost the ability to relate to us peasants.”

I was about to say something when the cat queen made grabby hands at me with a gentle mewling escaping her lips.

“It is time, Drake,” Vala continued. “You have been chosen and must accept your destiny.”

“What am I even supposed to do?” I asked.

“Whatever she wants.”

“Wasn’t the whole purpose of defeating her to make her submit to us instead?”

“There is no defeating cats.”

“She’s not even a cat. She’s a human with cat ears and a cat tail.”

“Even being five percent cat grants her superiority over lesser, non-cat life forms.”

“Nyaaaaa… Drake!” the cat queen whined. “Don’t… make me wait!”

Vala stepped aside and nodded while pretending to cry.

Even though I was the one who won the battle and deployed chemical warfare against these cats, I somehow ended up being the one ordered around. The good news was that I felt less like a horrible person because she was the one demanding my attention while in that state.

“Here,” I said, crouching down next to the mewling cat queen. Those mewls were upgraded to purrs as soon as she was able to reach out and touch my legs with her hands.

“Queen’s… queen’s order-nya… scratch my chin and pamper me!” She might have been ordering me around, but she sounded more like a drunken and clingy girlfriend desperate for affection.

I guess that giving her what she wants wouldn’t be that bad. Besides, this is basically what we planned on doing to her anyways, I thought as I reached a hand down to her chin. Her smile grew wider and wider until the tips of my fingers brushed against the underside of her chin, causing her to smile and purr as her back arched up away from the ground.

“Mmm… mmnya… I’ve been waiting for this… it’s about time you defeated me.”

It felt more like she was the one who won and defeated me. Meanwhile, Vala stood to the side of us chewing on her thumb’s nail while wearing a look of jealousy on her face. She must have really, really wanted to be spoil the cat queen while she was like this. “Don’t you think you can let Vala pet you, too?” I asked the cat queen.

She shook her head and never stopped smiling. “It’s my character-nya to be possessive and not want to share you-nya. I love, love, love Vala too… but I want to play tsundere and treat her like my rival. Nya.”

“That doesn’t sound like something you’re supposed to admit to.”

“Nyaha… too bad.”

“Well, you heard her, Vala.”

Looking back up at Vala, she looked like she was trying her best to hold back her tears. “I—I understand. She’s one of the queens, so it’s only natural that she pretends we’re rivals instead of also lovers. I—I can do this! I can handle her tsundere behavior so that I can fully appreciate the extremely rare moments where she gives in and lets me pamper her! Her tsun nature will only make it even better when she eventually treats me to her dere side! For the sake of her character arc, I’ll survive!”

“If this was an actual story or game or whatever, you’d both be horrible characters for spelling out your planned arcs and personalities to everybody. Don’t you know anything about keeping that stuff behind the scenes to build suspense and tension?”

“Yeah, but what if people saw her act like my rival and then ended up disliking her because of that? Maybe they’d think, ‘Oh no, this brat has joined the harem and is going to disrupt it and ruin the cute stuff because she’s jealous, I hate the tsundere trope.’ If they know that she also loves me and that she’s only playing the role of a tsundere, then they’ll know that it’s all okay! It’s consensual tsundereing! You know how some tsunderes will randomly kick or punch their love interest?”

“No, and that sounds like abuse.”

“Well, yeah. It basically is abuse even if it’s for comedic slapstick humor most of the time. Anyways, my point is that because if it’s not consensual, it’s controversial! But now, imagine a tsundere who might at times be violent, but everybody consents to it! That makes it alright! Allow us to demonstrate. Clawdia,” I forgot that the cat queen actually had a name, “attack him with your tsundere powers!”

The cat queen—Clawdia, gave a lazy salute to Vala before opening up her mouth and going, “Nyaaa…omph!”

Her attack was brutally effective.

Clawdia…

Nibbled on my finger.

“This is the strength of consensual physical abuse!” Vala declared while striking a dramatic pose.

I wasn’t so sure that anything going on could be considered abuse. I was even less sure when Clawdia stopped nibbling to instead start licking my finger while it was still in her mouth. Then, as soon as she started swirling her tongue around my finger, I realized how dangerous the situation was and yanked my finger out to safety.

That kind of action was only going to get one response out of any man.

And it was a response that even I wasn’t villainous enough to approve of while she was technically under the influence of chemical substances.

“Are you ready to see the next level, Drake?” Vala asked.

“I don’t know if I should be prepared to be extremely underwhelmed or only very underwhelmed,” I answered.

“Watch and learn, Drake. You are like a child who doesn’t know anything yet.”

“Didn’t we already go over not comparing me to a child?”

“O-oh. Right. A-anyways, watch and learn!”

Vala crouched down next to Clawdia and lowered her hand toward the cat queen’s belly. Clawdia tensed up and stopped everything that she was doing as soon as she detected Vala’s hand on the way to the most dangerous area to touch on a cat, even on somebody who was less than five percent cat.

And then…

Vala touched Clawdia’s belly.

Similar to when she bit my finger, Clawdia latched onto Vala’s forearm.

Only, there was a difference.

Vala immediately cringed in pain as she stood up and waved her arm around with Clawdia’s fangs dug into her arm. She refused to let go no matter how hard Vala tried to swing her off. Even so, through all the tears, pain, and blood, Vala looked at me and announced, “This! This is the true power of consensual physical abuse! Without consent, this would be horribly abusive and a sign of a relationship destined to fail! With—with—ow ow, wi-with consent, this is proof of love and an enjoyable character trait!”

I stood up just in time for Vala to fling Clawdia toward me. Fortunately, fighting cats every day trained my reflexes to be fast enough to catch Clawdia with what ended up looking like a princess carry.

While Vala stood there sniffling, letting Delphi apply the bandages to her arm that she rushed over, Clawdia wrapped her arms up around my neck and brought her lips against my jaw to give me a lick. “Only you’re allowed to touch my belly, nya,” she whispered to me.

Between my childhood trauma from touching a cat’s belly and now seeing what she did to Vala’s arm, I wasn’t so sure that I had any interest in touching Clawdia’s belly.

But I had to admit, having a loopy, cute girl held in my arms as she repeatedly licked my jawline and cheek was pretty nice.

I wondered how she’d react to all of this if she could remember it after the catnip wore off.


Chapter Thirty

After being assured by Vala that something would be done about all of the cats that became homeless due to blowing up their castle, we returned home and I took Clawdia to bed. With the state that her mind was left in from the catnip, I figured that putting her in bed was probably the safest thing that could be done for her.

But I had to deal with her teasing, if it could even be called that, the entire trip to the bedroom. Whether it was meowing and flirting, meowing and talking about being allowed to touch her belly, or meowing and fantasizing about what I would do once I got her into bed, she proved to be relentless.

I had to admit that it was pretty nice. But, no matter how nice it was, I wasn’t going to do anything to her while she was drugged. Unless she consented to it beforehand.

Once I put Clawdia down on the bed, she rolled around a little before looking up at me with eyes that could be interpreted as either incredibly tired or incredibly aroused.

“Stay here and get some rest until you feel better,” I said and tried to leave. Tried to leave.

She grabbed my arm and, with more strength than I expected from somebody as petite as her, pulled me closer and practically onto her. “But I want you to stay here,” she said and purred as her grip on my arm strengthened. Thankfully, the only claw that she had was the one in her name.

“I’ve got things I need to do still. I’ll check on you later.” I still needed to get the rewards for the battle from Window, I needed to properly praise Delphi and Cami for their work during it, I needed to give the captured cat to Lake, I needed to find out what Vala and Lavi got from the exploration, and I needed to check on my garden. I wasn’t prepared to spend the rest of my day taking care of a drugged cat queen even if the reason she was drugged in the first place was me.

“Nya… but you’re supposed to do lewd things to a princess after you capture her.”

I blinked a few times and reminded myself that while I might have played the role of a villain, I was not actually a villain. Well, subjectively. “Good thing there aren’t any princesses here. Only a queen.”

She looped her arms around my neck and pulled my face closer toward hers. “You blew up my castle and conquered me… so I’ve been downgraded, nya. And being called a princess is cute and… more exciting than queen.” The pronunciation of almost every word was dragged out, and she frequently sounded like she forgot what word she meant to say next, but she somehow managed to string everything together in a coherent order.

“Then I’ll call you a princess later. Deal?”

Clawdia smiled but still shook her head. “Do it nyaaaow.”

She reminded me of a spoiled child. “Later.”

With a tilt of her head as she kept her eyes staring into my own the entire time, she took one arm away from around my neck to instead grab onto her dress that was over the center of her chest, tugging it down just a little to expose more of herself. “Nyaow?”

“The answer is still later.”

She tugged her dress down even more and tilted her head in the other direction. “Nyaaow?” Her voice grew quieter and more seductive each time.

It became difficult to continue only looking her in the eyes. “Later.”

With a mischievous smile, she tilted her head in the opposite direction again and pulled her dress dangerously low. “Nyaaaow?”

I wondered if it was possible for Window or Vala to suddenly give her a perfectly clear mind free of any influences to grab her consent before letting her return to acting like she was.

I also wondered just how much I would get to see if I stayed there and kept on telling her later.

Fortunately, even if I rejected the cat queen right then and there, there were still the others who would be able to help me with any desires of mine. And when I thought about that, I realized there were two other things I needed to put onto my list of things to do. Two people, rather. I already performed bedroom activities with Vala and Cami, but Delphi and Lavi were left out of that.

My to-do list needed dealt with before it grew out of control.

Given that Clawdia still had one arm around my neck and that said arm refused to let me escape, I had to rely on my special technique that I already practiced with Vala over and over again.

I leaned my face closer and closer toward the cat queen’s, causing her cheeks to blush bright red as she closed her hopeful eyes, and pressed my lips against hers. Her arm loosened around my neck the moment that our lips touched. That allowed me to slip out from her arm, force her under the bed’s sheets, and tightly tuck her in as quickly as I could before she would have a chance to counterattack.

Little did she, or anybody else there for that matter, know that I was a master at tucking. I once watched an inspirational video about some military commander person—I didn’t actually care about what branch he was in or what rank he was, talk about how the best thing somebody could do was to just make their bed after waking up in the morning. Complete one tiny task and allow that to snowball into completing even bigger and more important tasks.

I never felt more motivated to perfect the art of making my bed after that. Too bad it didn’t actually help with motivating me to do anything else.

“I—I can’t move, nya!” Clawdia whined. The only part of her that could move was her neck. “Is this some kind of new bondage?!”

Now, I could have told her the truth. I could have told her that all I did was tuck the bed really tight so that I could escape her overwhelming thirst that was in more need of an ocean than me.

Or, since I felt bad about drugging her, blowing up her castle, and then rejecting every single one of her desperate advances, I could give her at least a tiny bit of fanservice even if it wasn’t true.

“That’s right,” I said. “This is my special bondage technique.” I put zero effort into sounding convincing.

Whether I sounded convincing or not didn’t matter. What did matter was my message, and my message caused her to stop moving her head around so much as she began to pant. “Doing—doing something… so intense… for our first time… nya,” she purred.

“That’s not all I’m going to do to you.”

Her eyes widened as her blush deepened. “Wha-what else?”

“I’m going to leave you here. I’m going to leave you alone, unable to move, and go about my day while I know what state you’re in.” I probably could have said something more… sexual than that last part, but I wasn’t exactly used to this sort of thing.

“So—so cruel!” She might have whined about how cruel I was, but she was the one who looked even more excited by the idea of it.

“You won’t be able to do a single thing other than stay there and suffer.”

She bit her bottom lip and tried to move her legs.

“You’re going to be a good princess and stay here until I return, aren’t you?”

“B-but,” she said, “if I misbehave… you’ll punish me even more, won’t you?”

I leaned over her, held her by her chin, and looked down into her eyes once again. “I said that you are going to be a good princess and stay here until I return.”

She gulped and nodded her head. “I—I’ll do whatever you want… Master.”

“Good girl.” I pushed her bangs aside to kiss her forehead, causing her to blush even more than she already was somehow, and left.

There was a smirking Vala waiting for me outside with the others.

“What’s that smirk for?” I asked.

“I’m surprised she called you ‘Master’ instead of ‘Daddy.’”

I might have blushed a tiny bit once I realized what happened. “You heard all of that?”

“Hehe, yep.”

“How?”

Vala pointed up at one of her ears. “Dragon hearing!”

Delphi was next to speak up. “I—I didn’t know Master is into that sort of stuff, but if it’s what Master likes, I can do that play with you!”

I felt even more embarrassed. “You heard too?!”

Delphi, Cami, and Lavi all pointed up at their own ears. “Dog hearing!” Delphi explained.

Apparently, I was surrounded by women who all had hearing that far surpassed my own.

Privacy was no longer a thing.

Then Window appeared.

“I already know you know everything that happened. You’re a voyeuristic, informational status window who knows and sees everything that happens in this world,” I said since I already knew what she was about to tease me about.

	All I was going to do was show you the post-battle window.


“Oh. Right. Sorry for jumping to conclu—”

	Are you going to tie the rest of us up, nya?


“I will throw you.”

	Not tie me up and call me a good girl?
(insert smug face here)



“It doesn’t have the same effect when you say to insert a smug face instead of actually having one!”

	Seriously though, I was only going to show you the post-battle stuff until you assumed that I was going to tease you. That made you deserve being teased.


“I won’t deny that.”

	By the way, good job on being a decent-ish human being and not taking advantage of her while she’s willing to let you do anything you want. I would have kicked you out of this universe if you did anything. Even a quick grope wouldn’t have been allowed.


“I’m a villain, not a criminal.”

“Woah,” Vala said. “That sounded kinda cool.”

Lavi nodded her head. “Fufu, that’s a good line, Master. It shows how you have a darkness with you, but that you have control over yourself and won’t allow yourself to fall into the degeneracy of crime. You’re like a misunderstood demon king who does what he believes is best for his people even though the rest of the world prosecutes him for it.”

“It didn’t say that much!” I shouted.

	Impressive. This must be the power of being a harem protagonist. You can say something that simple and unimpressive and somehow manage to seduce everybody around you with it.
Also, you totally are a criminal.



“How am I a criminal?”

Window opened up a web page on herself that showed a news report from my world that featured none other than a picture of me, Vala, and Lake inside of the museum.

Vala decided to read the title of the news article out loud. “Sacrificial virgin seeks revenge on town and steals precious artifact from museum with two accomplices.” She covered up her mouth to try not to laugh as she read through the article. It took her a while to reach the end since the journalist apparently decided to do a deep dive into my past and talk about every single possible thing there was to say about me and my past activities. In other words, the reporter made sure to put emphasis on my poor grades in school, how the neighbors said I usually had a bad attitude, and… there was even an interview with that one shop owner who tried to rip us off. Apparently, I had a warrant for stealing Lake and from that shop. “If you have any—” Vala struggled to actually finish the article. “If you—if you have any information on Drake Hunter’s whereabouts or tips on the identities of his accomplices, please contact us.”

“Us?!” I shouted. “Shouldn’t they at least say to contact the police first instead of going straight to the news?!” I was more pissed off about that than I thought I would be. “Window! Can we make all journalists explode?”

	Drake, you’re supposed to be a villain, not a hero.


“Make them watch their loved ones cheat on them and then make them explode?”

	That’s still too heroic for you. These are journalists we’re talking about, Drake. What’s next? Sending a lawyer to Hell? Holding politicians accountable for their actions? If you wanted to be a villain, you would say that politicians are honest, lawyers deserve Heaven, and that journalists report trustworthy and legitimate news.


“I’m giving up my life as a villain. I’m a hero now. I will be the shiniest damn white knight that has ever lived!”

Lavi’s ears flattened against her head. “But… you’re so cool as a villain, Master.”

I couldn’t do it. With the way her tail hung low as she flattened her ears and looked so sad, I wasn’t able to continue playing along. “I was joking. I’ll still be a villain.” There was little worse in the world more horrible than the sight of a sad dog. That applied to dogs-turned-women as well.

“It’s okay, Master. You can be a hero if you want to be.” Despite trying to support me no matter what my decision was, the fact that her ears lifted up a bit alongside her tail wagging ever so slightly proved that she was happy with what I said.

“Do you really think that I’d blow up an entire castle full of cats living there if I wasn’t an evil villain?”

Her tail wagged even faster. “I—I guess not. Fufu… you really are a villain at heart, aren’t ya, Master?”

“I’ll be the most villainous villain to ever do villainy.”

Lavi’s ears and tail were back to normal if not a bit happier and more excited than usual.

Now, it was time to get some of those to-dos done.

“Delphi, Cami. Heads,” I said.

I didn’t need to explain what that order was supposed to mean. They both knew on an instinctual level that the time came to stand before me and present their heads.

Double head petting time. I petted each of their heads, earning content noises from Delphi and closed eyes from Cami as they each wagged their tails.

But that wasn’t all I was going to do.

“Window, post-battle stats,” I said.

	What are you doing, speedrunning all of your obligations at the end of the volume because this can’t go on for any longer or something?
Anyways.
Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Stage 3-2: Invasion of the Pawsitively Feline Empire pt. 2 (I couldn’t think of a different name)
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: cats (im lazy ok?)
Rewards: Literally all the same stuff from before but more of it. We should probably rework the reward system so that it’s better. Maybe we’ll do that for the next area.
Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Stage 3-3: Invasion of the Pawsitively Feline Empire pt. 3 (same thing)
Completion: ★
Enemies Defeated: all the cats, 1x castle
Rewards: Same as before but less because you only got a 1-star rating. You don’t even get the unique reward for 3-starring the stage or anything. Oh, and you can have beef stew for dinner tonight with uh… just water this time. Anyways, since you did clear the whole zone…
Congratulations! You cleared the first zone!
I’ll explain what this means next chapter.
Exploration Report
Area: Dank Cave x2
Status: Complete
Report: Vala and Lavi got up to lots of mischief in the cave since they had to spend twice as long in it as usual. There was also lots of teasing and groping from Vala, even in the middle of fighting whenever Lavi was trying to fight slimes and tentacles. People usually think it’s going to be the slimes and tentacles who try to grope a cute girl in the middle of a fight, but nope. That was all Vala. Lavi also got Vala to roleplay a little bit with her. Vala really needs to work on her roleplaying ability, especially when it comes to being edgy and dark. The only dark parts about her are the bags under her eyes whenever she stays up too late playing games.
Reward: Map Piece, M4 Body, Chocolate Marshmallow Seeds, and a Slime Core



Was that really what I thought it was I the exploration report?

There was… there was…

A new bag of seeds to plant!


Chapter Thirty-One

I wanted to get into planting my new seeds right away, but I also didn’t want to be interrupted by any other responsibilities. That meant it was time to go for a world record of getting various tasks done in the name of gardening while Vala and the others went to relax with a nap.

First up was Lake since that was the simplest task to get done. All I had to do was walk up to her little house by the lake, knock on the door, and wait for her to answer while holding the cat behind my back.

“What… time is it?” Lake asked as she rubbed her eyes, standing in the doorway with dark bags underneath her eyes. She looked like somebody who stayed up all night drinking and didn’t fall asleep until after the sun was up. Kind of like Vala but replace the drinking with gaming and make the bags under her eyes bigger and a few shades darker.

“It’s time to stop being an alcoholic,” I said.

“Boy, I have told you before that I am not an alcoholic.”

“Yeah, and I can tell you that I’m actually an alien with tentacle arms who vomits rainbow gelatin. That doesn’t make it true.”

She was clearly too hung over to properly glare at me, so she settled for a half-assed pout. “Why are you waking me up so early?”

“This isn’t early. It’s the middle of the day.”

“Early is relative.”

She had a point. “What are you going to do if I actually get you a cat like you requested? You know, if you have a pet, you have to actually be awake to take care of it.”

“The cats here are smart enough to take care of themselves.”

“Then what’s the point of having a pet?”

“So that I can fluff it and look at it whenever I want.”

“And what’s going to stop it from running away while you’re passed out drunk?”

“It won’t be able to run if I’m hugging it while I sleep.”

“I’m pretty sure it could. Cats basically turn into liquid when it comes to escaping from somebody.”

“Then I’ll hug it so tightly that not even liquid could escape.”

“And get scratched to death.”

“I’m a sword. Unless you plan on taking my true form and throwing it into a volcano to melt me, there’s nothing that anybody can do to hurt me.”

“Stop being an alcoholic.”

Tears welled up in the corners of her eyes. “No! Wa-wait, I mean—I mean, I’m not an alcoholic!” She really sounded like she was about to cry. She might have been immune to physical damage, but she had a major weakness to emotional damage.

“Well, it’s not like it matters. The deal was that you’ll become our trainer if I bring you a cat, right?” I asked.

“Ye-yeah,” Lake answered, still coming off from that edge of almost crying.

“So, even if the cat runs away or tries to kill you, it doesn’t affect our deal.”

“I… guess so. Anything that happens after you hand the cat over would be my responsibility.”

“You’re surprisingly responsible for an alcoholic.”

She started tearing up again. Suddenly, I understood why Window liked to always call me a virgin—or rather, why she liked to call me a non-virgin virgin. Even if it was already said a thousand and one times before, it never got old. Window probably would have called me it every few seconds if I reacted anywhere near as strongly as Lake did to being called an alcoholic.

“Anyways, I’ve got other things I need to do, so open up your arms,” I said.

Lake looked awfully smug after that for some reason. “Do you really think I’d fall for that?”

“What?”

“That’s what my master would always tell me to trick me into being hugged. She would tell me she had something for me, order me to open my arms, and then hug me! I won’t fall for that trick agai—”

“Alright, here.”

I threw the cat, still wrapped up in the net, at her.

Needless to say, Lake panicked. “Wha—!” She scrambled to open up her arms to catch the cat, and she did manage in time. Then she almost tripped and looked like a circus performer juggling the cat as she desperately tried not to drop it.

I never saw bags under somebody’s eyes disappear as quickly as hers did as soon as she saw the cat.

“You—you did it!” she shouted. “It worked! I told you that the legendary technique—”

I was already walking away.

“—Nekonet would never fail!”

I didn’t bother looking back at what was happening. All I knew was that I could hear the sounds of a cat frantically meowing and hissing as Lake went into full baby talk mode to it.

I almost felt bad leaving the cat with her. She seemed even more addicted to the fluff than I was.

But a deal was a deal.

I gave her that cat, so now she’d work as our skill trainer for our “game.”

And with that, it was time to move onto the next task.

Then I realized something. I already got a few of those tasks already done. It was just that, as soon as I saw the new seeds I got, my mind stopped thinking about much other than them. I essentially ended up restarting the list of things I had to do even though half of them were already done.

All that was really left was…

What was left? I got the rewards, I praised Delphi and Cami, I took the cat to Lake, and… that was pretty much everything.

	Seriously, you virgin non-virgin?


“You have a typo there,” I said to the informational status window now floating in front of me.

	…
I purposely swapped it to switch things up for a change.



“Oh. Anyways, what are you—”

	COME ON
SERIOUSLY?
I SWITCHED THINGS UP! I LITERALLY SWITCHED THEM, THAT WAS GOOD.



“So, what were you asking me seriously about?”

	Alright. Fine. Be that way. Just so you know, you’ve earned yourself a punch in the arm when we go… on our… da…
When we go on our platonic excursion together!



“It’s not platonic and you know it.”

	Ha-hah! I disabled my color changing ability so that you can’t see when I’m blushing!


“Good thing I still have you making it extremely obvious when you’re blushing by saying something like that.”

	Since when are you such a skilled detective?!


“That required zero detective work!”

	You’re a real natural at this. I bet you have women in tight dresses come into your office while you’re smoking, sit on your desk, and tell you that you’ve got a new case.


“Wait, you might be onto something. Who would look the best in the kind of dress you would see from an old detective movie?”

	Lake, hands down. She’s the most mature looking.
But everybody would look really cute trying to pull it off since it’s not really suitable for any of them.



“I can agree to that. Now, before you distract me from getting to my seeds, what was it you popped up for?”

	I was going to criticize you for completely looking over the other rewards from the exploration.


“What other rewards?”

	Did you seriously only notice the seeds?


“Yeah. The seeds were the only things on there.”

	THERE WAS A NEW PART FOR VALKYRIA.
AND A SLIME CORE.
DOESN’T THAT INTEREST YOU AT ALL?
“OOOHHH, WHAT’S A SLIME CORE FOR? GEE I WONDER WHAT THAT COULD POSSIBLY BE USED FOR. MAYBE IT’LL BE USED FOR A TOWER? MAYBE IT’LL BECOME A CUTE SLIME WAIFU?”



“Why would I want a girl made out of slime? That sounds weird. Your fetishes are weird, Window.”

	SLIME WAIFUS ARE GREATLY CULTURED, THANK YOU VERY MUCH
But I can’t really talk about the best reasons for that without going into… adult territory.



“Like I said, your fetishes are weird. Anyways, what’s a slime core? Give it to me so I can inspect it and get it over with.”

Window leaned forward a bit as if slumping her nonexistent shoulders before causing a new item to appear in the air in front of me. Said item was about the size of a baseball with a glowing, hard center surrounded by squishy slime. It wasn’t the kind of slime that would drip and get onto skin or anything, though. It was sort of solid, but I could press my fingers into it to the point where they’d get completely covered. The slime bounced back to normal without losing anything no matter what I did to it.

It was time for one of the first things Window taught me now. “Description,” I said while looking at it.

	Slime Core
Material
The core… of a slime!



“I’m going to throw you,” I warned. “Show me something more useful than that if you’re going to make a big deal about it!”

	I couldn’t—whoops, still underlined.
There we go. I couldn’t resist. Here’s some more important stuff.
Spreading Slime Tower
Difficulty Level: ★★★
Build Time: I’m removing this, it’s kind of pointless to have.
Required Materials: Slime Core, Toxic Sludge (x50), Sticky Fluids (x25)
Durability: Also removing this.
This tower is less of a tower and more of a giant slime that evolves as the tower gets upgraded, and the slime itself spreads out onto the lane in front of it to slow down and deal damage to any opponents who pass over it!



“Sticky Fluids? Really?”

	Really? That’s what you focus on?


“Really? Reallying my really?”

	Really? Reallying my reallying of your really?


I shook my head. I couldn’t allow myself to get distracted by her again like usual. “Where do I even get toxic sludge and sticky fluids?”

	The next zone, obviously.
Which gives me a great opportunity to bring up the next topic…
Because you cleared the first zone, you’ve now unlocked the world map!



A rotating globe showed up in front of me. All of it was covered in fog except for what looked like a forested area with a cat-themed castle near the edge of it. I assumed that was supposed to be the cat queen’s before I blew it up. The map also showed an open area by a lake and some mountains in the distance, so that was definitely supposed to be where we were.

Then the fog lifted up. Only some of it, though, and the fog that was lifted up was right next to where our zone was.

It was impossible not to immediately figure out what the theme of the next zone was going to be. There were dead trees, spider webs, tombstones, and what appeared to be a castle-sized mansion at the far end of it that had some sort of strange patchwork design. The whole place looked like the definition of what a spooky and/or haunted forest was supposed to be.

“Alright. Is that all?” I asked.

	You’re… you’re really going to move on just like that, aren’t you?


“I have gardening to do.”

	…
Did you not notice that you got this, too?
M4 Body
Material
A new body for Valkyria! And by new body, I mean it’s the same as what she already has but not full of holes and burn damage and actually like new.



“I missed that?”

	Now you feel bad.


“At least I know she’ll understand. I’ll give it to her later.”

	Why not now?


“She’s sleeping.”

	She was just awake being used by you in the battle!


“And now she’s sleeping. That was the most active she’s been in since the war. How do you think you’d feel if you were stuck doing nothing for decades and decades and then had to fire your gun?”

	I—I guess. How can you even tell that she’s sleeping?


I pointed at Valkyria’s barrel that was pointing as low as it could, straight at the ground. In the same way that somebody’s head might hang down when asleep, her barrel hung down.

	Well.
Alright.
Then uh…
I guess that’s everything. You did everything you needed to do, you got to see a teaser for what’s coming in the next zone, and you managed to not get too distracted by me.
I guess I could show you the new exploration area unlocked by the map piece, but that’s not relevant until later, either.
I’m… not sure what we’re supposed to do now.
We’re finally at the end. Nothing else needs to be said or done that wouldn’t be better saved for the next volume.



A smirk spread across my face. “That’s where you’re wrong, Window.”

I pulled out the packet of new seeds I got, showed them off to her, and rushed over to my garden. I already had it all planned out to the point where I knew exactly where to jump to get over my fence, how to open the packet midair, and then where to land on my knees so that I was already close enough to the ground to plant them when I landed.

Chocolate marshmallow seeds.

Their appearance matched their name in the sense that each one was a tiny, puffy marshmallow with melted chocolate on them. I wasn’t sure how something like this would grow into a plant instead of just being composted, but I wasn’t going to complain. I planted all of my new seeds in the vacant corner of my garden, gave the dirt over them a nice and gentle pat, and stood up to brush my hands off before confidently standing there with my hands on my hips.

	You look way too proud of yourself for a minute of work.
And did you seriously rush through all that other stuff just so that you could spend a minute gardening? Were you really worried you might get interrupted during that?



“I wasn’t going to take any risks,” I explained. “I’m ready. Whatever you were talking about ending, it can end now. The world. The universe. All of time and existence itself. End it. I’m satisfied.”

	DON’T YOU AT LEAST WANT TO SEE WHAT THEY GROW INTO?


“You’re right. How could we possibly end it here? I still need to—”

	NONONONOONONONONO THAT SOUNDS LIKE A HOOK TO KEEP THINGS GOING INSTEAD OF ENDING
OK
END TIME
BYE
NEXT VOLUME




Afterword

Here we are again! You know, I recently read 86’s first volume and I loved how the author talked about loving thighs and garter belts in the afterword. I thought, “man, what an amazing author to talk about his fetishes in the afterword. Maybe I should try that.” So, I feel obligated to tell you my favorite innocent fetish that isn’t too NSFW for this: sweaters. Really, nothing beats a cute girl in a sweater.

Moving on, at the risk of sounding like a narcissist, I always love coming back to proofread and edit these volumes. I’m genuinely proud of what I’m writing here. Is it the best stuff ever? Of course not, but just coming back to the story and reading it again is often enough to make me smile and laugh. Does that make me a narcissist? If I laugh all the time at my own writing? I don’t know. I’ll let you judge me however you please, though!

Anyways, there’s plenty more Lazy Dragon Queen to come in the future. This is only the third volume being published, but Patreon is nearing the completion of the sixth volume! I’m looking to continue releasing probably one volume every 4-5 months or so until all caught up to the latest volume. And if I had to guess how close to being over the series is based on the current status of the sixth volume, then… heck, I don’t know, maybe 20% complete at most? LDQ here is the kind of series that can really just keep on going and going for as long as I have random ideas for slice of life, jokes, and waifus. I wouldn’t be surprised in the slightest if LDQ has around 30 volumes.

Geez. That sounds insane when I actually write it out, but I mean… it really can just keep on going and going and going. Though, maybe I’ll decide it’s time to end it before that. Definitely not before at least a total of 15 volumes, though.

That’s all for now! I think. I still have to format the table of contents and chapter links and all that stuff. So, please enjoy the usual copy-pasted links below in the meantime, and I’ll see you next volume! Oh, and don’t forget to consider leaving a review! Always gotta ask for those.

If you want to be among the first to hear about new book releases and special offers, consider subscribing to my mailing list! You can subscribe to the mailing list here: https://acearriande.ck.page

My website is available at: https://acearriande.com/

If you want to follow me on social media, you can check out my Twitter at: https://twitter.com/ace_arriande

I have a Patreon, too, with early access to advanced chapters of all of my stories which you can find at: https://www.patreon.com/AceArriande

And if you ever want to email me for any reason, you can email me at: ace@arriande.com

Oh, and now, I’ve also got a YouTube channel that I stream on and post videos to sometimes. Maybe I should write a series titled “I Can’t Believe my Author is a Vtuber?” Nahh. But if you’re ever curious about that, you can check it out here: https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCGmETU0sr2AIjA0jwq-MsSQ

Thank you once again for taking the time to read my story, and I hope that you enjoy all the volumes to come in the future as well!

	Obligatory post-afterward informational status window message.
Idols are super cute, but the author isn’t really into them anywhere near as much as any cultured man should be. So, maybe if you remember to leave a review and beg the author for more idol girls, we’ll get some in the future!
pls
and this totally isn’t an attempt at trying to get you to leave a review
but pls do leave a review even if it’s not to beg the author for idol waifus
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Chapter One

According to Vala, I was living a “harem dream.” The kind of dream that men everywhere would be jealous of. The kind of dream that would be the plot of one of her favorite anime shows.

But what was supposed to be dreamlike about not getting to garden in peace?!

I just wanted to enjoy my time in the garden taking care of my plants, but that was impossible! It was mostly Vala’s fault, too. Ever since Clawdia came and began living with us, Vala has had no short amount of fun pushing all of Clawdia’s “tsundere buttons.” That’s what Vala called them, anyways.

One of those buttons just so happened to be Vala coming up to me while I’m working and wrapping her arms around my right arm to hug it against her chest while asking me for attention.

This always resulted in the same thing happening.

“Wha-what do you think you’re doing being so lovey-dovey with my Master?!” Clawdia shouted, immediately wrapping her arms around my left arm to hug it against her own chest.

All I could do was stand there and try not to pop a vein in my forehead as the girls fought over me. Again.

We decided to take a break from progressing in our “game” for a little while to take care of everything around the place. That included building a few dozen—or rather, gathering the resources for a few dozen new houses that all of the homeless cats could live in after I blew up their castle. They got their own little community by the forest where they spent all their time either lazing around in the sun or birdwatching. Usually while high on catnip.

As for Vala and Clawdia, they “fought” every single day. Over me.

And if they weren’t fighting over me, there was Delphi, Lavi, Cami, the rest of the dogs in the towers, the bees, and the cows who also all needed attention! What was I supposed to do? Just not give them attention? There was no way I could do that! They needed attention and I needed to give them attention!

My life became so busy ever since Clawdia and all of the cats arrived, yet Vala somehow expected me to get at least another twenty or so girlfriends?

How was that supposed to be possible?! I already ran out of time!

There was nothing dreamlike about it!

	You remind me of that one meme, Drake.


And then there was Window popping up in front of me while Vala teased Clawdia.

	You know, the one about the guy asking online for help with his budget saying that his family is dying because he can’t afford everything he needs, and reveals that part of his monthly budget is spending thousands on candles? Then a person replies to stop spending that much on candles and he says no? That’s you but replace candles with gardening.


“Couldn’t you have just shown me the meme?” I asked.

	Look, I was going to, but copying memes like that is actually copyright infringement. It’s really stupid but I don’t want us to have to deal with copyright issues right from the fourth volume’s opening.
Now describing them, on the other window, isn’t copyright infringement.
Take that, law.



Like usual, I ignored the nonsense parts of what Window had to say to instead focus on what actually mattered. “It’s not like I’ve even spent that much time gardening.”

	Drake, it literally is almost everything you do. Ever since your little break here began, you rushed to build the cats the bare minimum of acceptable housing and then have gardened, taken naps on top of Valkyria, gardened some more, given your girlfriends the bare minimum amount of attention, gardened some more—IT’S LITERALLY ALL YOU DO. YOU MIGHT AS WELL REPLACE THE NEED TO BREATHE WITH THE NEED TO GARDEN.


“Can I do that? Seriously, can I? Is it possible to make it so that I need gardening to live instead of breathing? Window, do it. Make it happen. I know you can do it.”

	I’M NOT GOING TO DO SOMETHING THAT STU—


“Vala, make her do it,” I said. “I’ll make Clawdia act extra tsundere if you do.”

“Ooh… that’s a good deal,” Vala said. “But how will you make her even more tsundere?”

“I’ll probably compliment her.”

Clawdia’s grasp on my arm tightened as she butted her forehead against my arm. “A-as if I would enjoy that, nya! And—and it’s not like I would act extra tsundere or anything just because you compliment me!”

“She has a point, Drake,” Vala said. “You’ll have to take it to the next level if you really want to make her act extra tsundere.”

I sighed when I realized what needed to be done, not that I minded. “Alright, Vala. Do the thing.”

During our time off, I got to spend plenty of time around Clawdia now that she was with us every single day. I learned a few new things during that time, including a special defense that Vala and I came up with for whenever we wanted to really tease Clawdia for a reaction.

Vala nodded and used a bit of magic to cast a protective barrier over the skin of my cheeks.

Now, given that Clawdia was essentially only roleplaying and that this was something we all knew that she actually wanted and enjoyed, it was alright to do it.

I wrapped an arm around Clawdia’s waist while grabbing her chin with my hand, tilting her back as I brought my lips down against hers. Her cheeks were already burning red before our lips met, then both her tail and ears turned red and stood straight up as we kissed.

A soft moan could be heard as she closed her eyes to enjoy it, even going so far as to allow her hands to rest on my back, but the instant that I broke the kiss off…

She slapped me across the face with all of her strength, almost knocking me over and breaking my neck in the process from how quickly she made it turn. Thankfully, because of the protection that Vala gave me just beforehand, I felt zero pain and was in no actual danger. Probably.

“Ho-how dare—dare you kiss me so—so… so randomly!” Clawdia shouted as she crossed her arms over her chest. “I am a queen! Even if you did destroy my entire kingdom, I am still royalty and deserve to be treated as such!”

“You sure do act different whenever you’ve got some catnip in your system,” I teased, causing her to take a couple of flustered steps backward.

“I—I told you to never bring that up, nya! How shameful of me to allow you to see me during that state…”

“And all I’ve got to do is tease you about some adult things, such as dressing you up as a maid and making you—”

“Tha-that’s enough! Stop!” She raised her hands to cover up her ears as her face burned as bright as ever. She looked like somebody who was embarrassed from having their dark past brought up. But, at the same time, she didn’t actually press her palms against her ears like somebody would if they really wanted to not hear something. She wanted to hear me tease her some more.

“You mean you don’t want me to tease you about how I would make you serve me and my every need? I shouldn’t talk about how you’d be a queen fallen from grace reduced to nothing more than a common servant?”

Clawdia bit her lower lip and pressed her thighs together as she squirmed where she stood. “I—I would never… ever like that! Just because it… sounds… so goo—horrible! Horrible! You and everything you represent is horrible, nya!”

Window nodded her entire body along with what Clawdia was saying. Though, while Clawdia was saying it just to be tsundere and to try and hide her masochistic desires, Window had a high chance of actually meaning it.

“Isn’t being horrible what you like about me?” I asked.

Clawdia looked ready to burst. In multiple meanings. “You—you… gah-nya!” She stomped off after that, but not without stopping to look back at us and stick her tongue out before marching over to the cat village. That was where she usually went after her tsundere moments so that she could feel like she was in charge some more. The cats might have preferred lazing around under the sun while high on catnip, but they still had enough energy left in them to pretend to listen to her speeches.

“Nice,” Vala said.

“Yeah, I get it now. I thought you were kind of insane before for wanting somebody who’s violent, but I get it,” I said. “But it might be turning me into a masochist.”

“It’s great, isn’t it? You might not be able to feel any pain when she slaps you, but you can still feel the love!”

“Maybe it wouldn’t be that bad if I could feel a tiny bit of the pain.”

“Woah… you really are turning into a masochist. You—you don’t expect me to be a sadist, do you? I don’t think I could purposely hurt you…”

“You can accidentally almost kill me but not purposely hurt me a little?”

Now it was Vala’s turn to pout and whine as she lightly smacked her fists against my arm.

“Don’t worry. I’m not actually turning into a masochist.”

Vala immediately looked relieved. “Phew… I don’t have any black leather.”

“One, you could just pop some into existence. Two, what does having black leather have to do with anything?”

“Don’t people wear black leather when they do that sort of stuff?”

“I have no idea. You’d have to ask Clawdia.”

“Heh. I guess you’re still pretty pure whenever somebody isn’t wearing overalls.”

I looked around when I heard her mention overalls, only to be disappointed when I saw that there wasn’t anybody wearing overalls nearby. A disappointed sigh left my lips before I remembered that there was a point in making Clawdia act extra tsundere other than to give all of us, herself included, some fanservice. “Vala, make Window make it so that I can live off of gardening instead of breathing.”

“I mean… I could. I could make it so that you never have to breathe, but instead have to fill up a daily gardening bar. If your gardening bar ever drops to zero then you die.”

“See, now that’s a good game mechanic that we should have here.”

	WTF THAT’S NOT A GOOD GAME MECHANIC AT ALL
YOU WOULD LITERALLY DIE IF YOU DIDN’T GARDEN FOR A DAY



Vala shook her head. “Then all we have to do is make it so that he has to garden at least one time a year to survive!”

I immediately shot down that idea. “No. There’s no risk then since I’m obviously going to garden at least one time a year. But if it’s at least once a day, there’s pressure there to make sure that I always spend time doing it. Gardening is worth the risk.”

	WHAT IF YOU GET SICK OR GET DISTRACTED IN A BATTLE OR SOMETHING


“It’s worth the risk. The risk of death is what makes gardening so addictive!”

	THAT’S SOME SERIOUSLY MASOCHISTIC STUFF THERE
ALSO YOU’RE SUPPOSED TO BE THE STRAIGHT MAN SO STOP BRINGING UP THESE INSANE IDEAS



Vala stood there by my side with tears in her eyes. “This… this is why I love you, Drake. You’re a man who sticks by your ideals! You devote everything to what you care about, even your life!”

I embraced Vala with one hand around her back as my other hand rested on the back of her head. “Thank you for supporting me, Vala. Now… it’s time. Make it so that I can die if I don’t garden.”

	NOBODY IS DOING THAT


“Okay,” Vala said with a nod. “I won’t let your resolve go to waste!”

	PLEASE DO


I closed my eyes as I awaited the change that would affect my destiny. From then on, I would no longer have to breathe. I would only have to garden. And if I didn’t garden, I would die.

It wasn’t exactly how I planned on the day going, but I wasn’t going to complain.

That was when an entirely new voice spoke up from behind. “It’s… okay. If you die… you can be one of my zombies.”

I opened my eyes and spun around to look at who it was. Standing before me was… a new woman who looked like another queen.

Where to even start with describing her?

Well, what immediately gave it away that she was supposed to be a queen was the fact that she had a tiara with a skull on the front of it, a beautiful dress that looked like it was supposed to be the combination of a maid uniform and a royal gown, and… just like how the cat queen had a cat toy scepter, this new queen had a feather duster scepter. She looked like some kind of hybrid of royalty and maid as far as her outfit went.

Then there was everything else.

Bolts stuck out from the sides of her neck like she was some sort of old school horror monster. One leg was wrapped up in bandages that made me think of a mummy while the rest of her skin featured patchwork stitches looking like they were all that were holding her various limbs together. Then there was her mouth with shark-like teeth and her red eyes that looked pretty empty and like they struggled to focus on anything. Despite looking like she was dead, her black hair still looked clean and shiny while reaching down to the back of her knees as one particularly long strand of her bangs hung down in front of the center of her face with a curl to the side.

There was also a—

Well, that didn’t need mentioned.

	Just say it.


She was on Delphi’s level when it came to certain assets.

	You’re still bad at describing the best parts, but it’s good enough. I guess.


I caught myself staring a bit too much at the Delphi-tier part of her, so I looked back up only to see this new queen staring at me with a tilted head and a bit of drool hanging from her mouth. “Are you… alright?” I asked her.

Her response was preceded by a monotone grumbling that sounded like somebody trying to imitate a zombie. “Aaaaaggghhh… I want… to taste you…”

I decided to ignore the bit about wanting to taste me. “I’m guessing that you’re the next queen we have to defeat?”

She tilted her head back, a bit more than a neck should have been able to healthily bend, to think about it for a few moments before looking back at me and answering, “Prob…ably. Ah. I’m… not supposed to… be here yet. I… think.”

	How did you even get here?


“I… flew.”

“Since when can zombies fly?!” I shouted.

Vala hushed me and said, “Drake, don’t call her a zombie. Zombies are dead and necrophilia is illegal. If you want to eventually lewd her, you have to refer to her as a being-of-existence.”

“Not more of that. Please.”

“Then a person-of-unknown-but-still-sentient-and-arguably-living-status. Oh! Wait! I know! Perform a hug test!”

“A hug test?”

“If she’s cold, she’s dead and can’t be lewded. If she’s warm, she’s alive and can be lewded!”

The definitely-not-a-zombie queen opened her arms as she drooled even more.

“Is… is it safe to hug her?” I asked.

“Hmm… probably,” Vala answered. “Worst-case scenario, she bites a chunk out of your neck and you get turned into a zombie.”

“That’s a pretty extreme worst-case scenario!”

“Aaaagghh… I want… hug,” the queen said.

I never felt more like a piece of meat to somebody than I did when the new queen stared at me. But even though she looked like she was definitely going to bite me as soon as I hugged her, I couldn’t resist. She really was pretty cute. And even though she looked questionably alive, she looked so soft and warm.

“Prepare a silver bullet or whatever it is that you use against zombies,” I told Vala.

“I think those are for werewolves,” Vala answered.

“Same thing.”

“Not… not really.”

I took a deep breath and approached the queen. There was still a strong part of my brain telling me that it was a bad idea, but I went for it. I hugged her.

And I immediately felt relieved when I learned that she was, in fact, warm. And very soft.

And then I immediately regretted everything when she latched onto my neck with those shark-like teeth of hers to bite me harder than I had ever been bitten before.

Naturally, my response to that was to unwrap my arms from her and try to push her away without being so rough that I would knock her over. That was the instinctual, natural way for somebody to respond when they felt like a predator just dug their fangs into their neck.

And it worked. Her body stumbled back a little bit but wasn’t knocked over.

But there was a problem.

Her body was missing a head.

And her head was still attached my neck.

I froze as I felt the chewing on my neck continue. If I didn’t try my best to calm down, I would have reacted to her head in the same way that most people reacted to finding out that they had a massive spider on them. In other words, sheer panic and begging somebody else to help get it off of them.

But I didn’t want to offend the new queen right after meeting her, as terrifying as the situation was.

I was really, really bad with horror.

Fortunately, I had Vala there to help me out.

Unfortunately, Vala was a degenerate who had better ideas.

“What are you doing?! Help me!” I shouted at her.

Vala stuck her tongue out at me before going back to hugging the headless body of the queen, resting her head down against the top of the body’s breasts. “Hehe. It’s safe to do this when her head is distracted with you.”

Vala wasn’t going to save me. Delphi, Lavi, and Cami were too far away to get there in time before the queen could chew through my neck. Clawdia already went over to the cat village. Lake was probably drunk and asleep. Window was Window.

	I would be offended if you weren’t right.


I only had one option left.

“Conan! Catrir!” I shouted.

The two massive, oversized cats rushed over from my garden while making the ground shake with every step they took.

“Zombie head! Neck! Help me!”

The two giant cats, wearing the gardening outfits that were prepared for them, looked at each other and nodded. Catrir grabbed my shoulders to help keep me in place while Conan grabbed onto the queen’s head to pull her off of me.

It was a success. They again proved that I made the right choice to hire them as my gardening assistants during our break from the battles.

“Woah, the side of your neck is all pixelated and red,” Vala said.

“Isn’t that a bad thing?!” I shouted.

“It’s okay. It’ll go back to normal once the comedy of the situation is over.”

I was tempted to reach up to my neck to feel what happened since I couldn’t see it myself, but I was afraid of what I would feel. Not to mention that I got a pretty good idea of what happened by looking at the queen’s mouth and seeing the blood all around it.

While Conan held the queen’s head between a few of his fingers in front of me, she looked at me with sparkles in her eyes. “So… tasty. I want… to eat you… all up.”

“I’m getting a muzzle for you!” I shouted at her.

“That’s… Clawdia’s… thing.”

“Wait, you know her already?”

“All of… us queens, know… each other. We have… a chat group.”

“Right. I don’t know why I didn’t automatically assume there was something like that already.”

Speaking of Clawdia, she returned and could not have looked more frustrated. “You!” she shouted at the head. “What are you doing here?! I had to wait forever until I finally got to meet him in person, and now you’re here before we’ve even gone to your zone-nya!”

“I… was hungry,” the queen answered.

Clawdia snatched the head from Conan, shoved herself between Vala and the body, and then reattached the body to the head. “Wait… you—you… why are you dressed like a maid?!”

“Because… I’m… the zombie maid queen.”

“That’s my thing! I’m the one who’s supposed to be Master’s maid-nya!”

“But… I was a real maid… before. I will always… be a maid.”

“How am I supposed to compete with an actual maid?! It doesn’t matter how hard he breaks me if you’re a real, genuine maid! I could never compete! Change your character! Your past! Whatever! Just change it!”

“N…o.”

Steam vented from Clawdia’s ears as she stomped her feet. “How did you even get here?!”

“She flew,” I answered. “Apparently.”

“What? But she can’t fly!”

The queen looked up and said, “Aagh.”

That was when a giant, fluffy—very fluffy—bat dived from above the clouds and landed on the ground behind the queen.

I was in awe of the bat’s sheer amount of fluff.

And then…

The bat transformed.

Now standing behind the queen was a woman with short, blonde hair that looked like the fluffiest hair I had ever seen before. She also wore a pretty tight-fitting butler suit. “Are you ready to return, my queen?” the transformed fluff asked.

	JUST REFER TO HER AS A VAMPIRE. SHE’S OBVIOUSLY A VAMPIRE. SHE’S NOT “TRANSFORMED FLUFF.”


“Aagh,” the queen answered, prompting the transformed fluff to return to her even fluffier form. The transformed fluff then flew up a little bit and grabbed onto the queen with the claws of her feet, holding her in the air as the queen’s limbs limply hung below her. “See you… later… my favorite… food.” Of course, the queen just had to look straight at me as she said that.

The giant, fluffy bat then looked straight into my eyes for a few moments before flying away over the forest.

“Vala… Clawdia,” I whined. “The… fluff flew away before I could pet it.”

Before either of them could respond, Conan and Catrir poked my shoulders to get me to turn around and then presented their bellies to me.

But it wasn’t the same. I already had access to their fluff whenever I wanted it now that I showed them the true pleasure of allowing me to fluff them on demand.

Then I realized something.

If I wanted to fluff the bat’s fluff, all I had to do was fight my way to her.

“Alright! Our break is over! Window, since our date isn’t until tomorrow, that means we can squeeze in a fight today! Let’s get started!” I announced.

	I don’t know why I’m only just now realizing that if I ever want you to progress the plot, all I have to do is introduce some more fluff.


I didn’t care about “plot.” All I cared about was acquiring the fluff of—

“If… if you want to fluff somebody so badly, I suppose I wouldn’t mind if you… fluffed me,” Clawdia said, standing in front of me with her head slightly lowered and her fingers poking each other’s tips.

She must have still been self-conscious over having a real maid to compete against.

I sighed and smiled. While Conan’s and Catrir’s fluffs must have grown a bit old, Clawdia’s never would. So, I pet the top of her head and gave special attention to her ears.

It only took a few moments of that before she reached up to grab my wrist, keeping it close to her head as she tilted it back and smiled with closed eyes. She even purred.

“Tsundere cats and kuudere zombies make the best queens for harems,” Vala said with a confident nod.

I wasn’t entirely sold on the zombie part yet, but I did have to admit again that she was pretty cute.

I was just afraid that she would eat my head off.


Chapter Two

I had Window teleport us to the location of the next battle. If we were limited to only one battle a day, and there was such a fluffy bat waiting for me to liberate her fluff, then my path forward was clear.

Though, I didn’t expect the change in scenery to be so drastic.

When it came to fighting the cats, we had a natural progression there. We started off fighting near our home. Then we moved into the forests. Then we moved past the forest to the cat queen’s castle. There was a simple, logical path of progression there when it came to scenery.

That was absent this time around.

Instead of having any sort of gradual shift from our home to the new battlefield, we were teleported straight into what looked like the haunted woods from some cartoon. There were dead, eerie trees scattered around with spider webs connecting their branches. The cobblestone path was worn and cracked with the occasional worm sticking halfway out of the ground, wiggling around.

Then there were all the tombstones. Every haunted forest always needed a bunch of tombstones left around for decoration, some of which featured skeletal hands sticking up out of their graves in front of them.

I also felt like I was going to get a vitamin D deficiency by spending too much time there. The sky was gloomy and full of dark, rolling clouds that blocked even the tiniest ray of sunshine from breaking through. Even so, the area was lit just enough so that visibility wouldn’t be an issue.

The other problem with the sun being blocked was that it meant no plants could grow in the area. At least, no normal plants. Plants needed sunshine and they weren’t going to get any of that here. Therefore, this new area was horrible and I already wanted to leave it. The only thing keeping me there was the temptation of bat fluff. That beautiful, fluffy, bat fluff.

	We might have a problem here. The zombie maid queen is area’s main waifu, which means that she’s supposed to be the most popular one and the main target this time, but all you can think about is the vampire bat girl.


“Bat is fluffy. Zombie is murderous. Bat wins,” I explained.

	I mean… I can’t even blame you for looking at it that way.
Well, I’ll let her know that she’s already losing in popularity. Maybe that will give her the push she needs to truly gain some best girl traits.



“You can let her know that she can stop with the biting.”

	But she’s a zombie girl! A totally-living-so-it’s-not-necrophilia zombie girl! What’s the point if she’s not biting?! You should be grateful she didn’t try eating your brains instead!


“She probably would have if she managed to tear my head off!”

	Huh. That’s a good point.
Okay, what if, instead of making her less bite-y, I get you one of those arm guard things that they use to train military and police dogs? Then she can bite you as much as you want on your arm and it’ll never be a problem!



“I’m not going to train her like a dog! We have actual dogs who never needed that!”

	But they’re dogs, not zombie dogs.


“Wait, do zombie dogs want to bury brains instead of bones?”

	wut


“Do zombie dogs want to bury brains instead of—”

	YOU DON’T HAVE TO REPEAT YOURSELF
And… I don’t know??? I guess??? Maybe???



“But wouldn’t the brains get all decomposed and gross if they’re buried? Wait… are we going to get zombie dogs? Do zombie dogs still have fluffy fur?”

	I thought you were over your fluff addiction.


“Nonsense. I became desensitized to the fluff around me and now I need an even stronger hit of fluff to keep going.”

	YOU’RE STARTING TO SOUND LIKE AN ACTUAL ADDICT, YOU KNOW! IS FLUFF REALLY SO POWERFUL THAT YOU NEED GREATER CONCENTRATIONS OF IT TO CONTINUE FEELING GOOD?


“The fluff at home is the kind of fluff that is nice and warm and relaxing. It’s the kind of fluff that you want with you when you’re sitting around in front of a fire while it snows outside. It’s always there for you, warm, and there’s nothing wrong with it. But… new fluff, such as bat fluff, is the kind of fluff that takes you out snowboarding down the world’s tallest mountain while an avalanche full of zombie dogs chases after you.”

	WHY IS THE AVALANCHE FULL OF ZOMBIE DOGS????????


“Because of adrenaline!”

	THIS MAKES NO SENSE


“Think, Window! Use your rectangular body and think! The avalanche being full of zombie dogs makes it even more terrifying! The more terrifying it is, the more adrenaline you feel as you try to escape it! That addictive high is what getting new fluff is like! It’s comparable to snowboarding away from avalanche full of zombie dogs!”

	THIS ANALOGY IS SO STUPID IT BELONGS IN AN OVER HYPED CHEWING GUM COMMERCIAL
ALSO ISN’T THIS INSULTING TO ALL THE FLUFFS BACK AT HOME?
ALSKO YOU SHOULDN’T REDUCE PEOPLE TO THEIR FLUFF. THEY’RE LIVING BEINGS, NOT JUST FLUFF.



“You have a typo.”

	DON’T JUST IGNORE EVERYTHING ELSE I SAID BECAUSE I HAD A SINGLE TYPO. GOD THAT’S THE WORST THING THAT PEOPLE DO ON THE INTERNET. JUST BECAUSE SOMEBODY ACCIDENTALLY MESSES UP A SINGLE LETTER DOESN’T MEAN THAT EVERYTHING ELSE THEY SAID SUDDENLY DOESN’T EXIST OR IS IN ANY WAY INVALIDATED.


“Sorry, I can’t read you over the sound of your typo.”

	GHBRESFDGHRFESDGRFESDGREWSFA


While me and Window did our usual thing of procrastinating via bantering even though she wanted to progress the “plot” and I wanted to get closer to the fluff, everybody else had their share of fun checking the new place out. Delphi already began collecting a bunch of bones that she held scooped up in her arms while Cami crouched down in front of the grave with the skeletal hand sticking out of it, poking its fingers and then jumping when the hand waved back at her to try and shoo her away.

Part of me wondered if it was alright to leave the hand there if it was clearly alive or attached to something still alive. Well, if it wanted help out of the grave, it probably wouldn’t have shooed Cami away.

Meanwhile, Vala found a new spot to relax at and play games from. That spot just so happened to be a low-hanging spider web that was the perfect size for her to use as a hammock. Despite being a spider web, she didn’t seem to stick to it at all, and there was no giant spider nearby waiting for an easy meal, so she was probably fine.

Then there were the two with the most extreme reactions.

Clawdia couldn’t do anything but stand perfectly still with her tail sticking up as her entire body trembled in fear. All color was drained from her face as she stared directly ahead with wide eyes, only moving whenever she heard a new noise to jump and face it.

“I understand,” I said and hugged her. I couldn’t just leave somebody so afraid all on their own.

“Y-y-y-you do?” Clawdia asked, still standing still and straight even as I hugged her. She couldn’t even continue her tsundere act from the fear. Normally, a hug would have been enough to earn a flustered shout and turn her red.

“I’m horrible with horror.”

“But—bu-but you—yo-you don’t look tha-that afraid…”

The reason for that was because I was bad with… more serious horror. Something that looked like it was out of a cartoon wasn’t that bad. Watching Delphi run around collecting bones made the situation even more lighthearted than it already was, too. “I’d be having the same reaction as you if things were a bit scarier. It’s just that I’m already used to this level of frights.”

“I—I—I can’t—can’t even… imag-imagine being that brave, nya…”

“I guess I shouldn’t use you for the battle then. I was planning on sending you out to see how you do.”

“I—I can do it! You… you can re-rely on me!”

“You’re shaking so hard that you’re going to shake your fluff right off of you.”

	WOULD YOU STOP
AND SOMEBODY CAN’T SHIVER SO HARD THAT THEY LOSE THEIR HAIR. IT DOESN’T WORK THAT WAY.



Clawdia, still shivering, nodded her head. “If—if I’m in my Mecha Cat 9001, I—I should be fine, I think…”

“Makes sense. If I was inside of Valkyria rolling through a horde of zombies, I wouldn’t have a problem and would feel fine,” I said.

Clawdia nodded some more. “Or—or like wearing a hazmat suit around radiation, nya!”

“That’s… a bit more of an extreme example, but yeah. I get it. Like wearing a beekeeper’s suit around bees.”

She nodded even more.

“So, you think you’ll be able to handle them?”

“My—my pride as a queen is—is on the line! I can—I can do it!”

“Alright. Get in your robot and wait for me to find out who else to send with you.”

	MECHA
WE’VE ALREADY BEEN OVER THIS
CALL IT A MECHA



I flicked Window and let go of Clawdia.

As for the second person who had a pretty extreme reaction to our new location…

Lavi looked like she was in her personal utopia. With sparkles in her uncovered eye as she looked around, her tail furiously wagged behind her as she took the view in. It was only when I went up to her that she stopped making random, excited noises and formed her sounds into actual words. “Master! This place is amazing! It’s so cool!”

I couldn’t relate. “You like this sort of scenery?”

“It’s so—it’s so—I mean…” She cleared her throat and switched over to her serious voice. “Heh. The darkness of this land fuels my demonic blade. I can feel it shivering in excitement. It can’t wait to cut down the inhabitants of this cursed realm.” Even though she tried her best to sound all cool and serious, she wasn’t able to stop her tail from wagging so hard that I was afraid she would shake the fluff out of it.

	please, i cant


“Wanna fight in today’s battle?” I asked.

Lavi somehow managed to perk up even more than she already was. “Ya mean it?! Heck yeah! I want to… I—I mean… are… ya sure? I ain’t as strong as the others since I haven’t been upgraded yet. This battle will be even harder than the last few, so… maybe ya should pick somebody stronger than me.”

“You think there’s any way that I’m not going to choose you after how excited you just were?”

Lavi blushed a little and scratched her cheek. “Is… it really alright?”

I planted one hand atop her head to give her some petting. “You said yourself that the demon in your blade is shivering in excitement, just like you have been. There’s no way that I wouldn’t pick you.”

Her cheeks turned an even brighter shade of red as she reached up to grab my petting hand, pulling it down in front of her face to give it a soft kiss before rubbing her cheek up against it. “Thanks… Master. I—I’ll do my best.”

“Come on, Lavi. You’re supposed to be a badass. Who’s this cute, flustered girl in front of me?”

I expected her to go back to acting like her usual self after I said that.

Instead, she held the palm of my hand against her cheek so that she could nuzzle up against it as she looked into my eyes and said, “I like this sort of thing every now and then too, ya know… it’d make me happy if ya pampered me every now and then…”

“If you want more of this sort of treatment, I’d be happy to give you more of it. I just didn’t want to embarrass you or anything since you always like acting so cool.”

“There’s… there’s nothing cooler than being affectionate with the one ya love.”

“Your cheeks are redder than a tomato’s, but that was still one of the most badass things you’ve ever said.”

“Gotta keep the character up, right? Heh…”

Lavi was approaching dangerously high levels of cuteness, so I kissed her. That was the only response to somebody being as mind-shatteringly cute as she was.

“Now I’m really fired up,” she said once our kiss ended. “Oi, Master. If we three-star this fight, wanna… ya know, go on a date? After—after your date with Window. Delphi and Cami can come, too.”

“We can go on a date whenever you want. Anything you want to do during it?”

“Checking out that world you’re from sounds like a pretty fun time. I saw online that there are haunted asylums and stuff you can spend the night in.”

“That… maybe—maybe not a date like that.”

“Fufu, ya scared, Master?”

“Extremely.”

“Do roller coasters count as scary?”

“I can handle roller coasters.”

“Then let’s go on an amusement park date with the four of us! Oh, and Vala can come!”

“Ooh, that sounds fun,” Vala said from her webby hammock. “But I might get tempted to turn into my dragon form to blow everybody away if there are long lines.”

“Please do,” I said.

“Oh, what about Clawdia?” Lavi asked. “She can come with us if she wants! I haven’t really gotten to spend a lot of time with her yet, so it could be a bonding date for all of us!”

“You’re a really good girl, Lavi.”

“Fufu… thanks, Master.”

“But before we can go on any dates, we need to get the battle over with, then I have my date with Window, then we’ll probably have another battle, and then we can go on our date.”

“Then I guess we better hurry up!” Lavi drew her sword and struck a cool pose. “I’m ready, Master. Give me some enemies to cut down.”

I nodded and looked over the field.

All I had to do was place down the towers and then the battle could officially begin.


Chapter Three

The towers were all placed in their usual positions. Dog towers up front with one near the back to protect the greenhouse. Archers between the front and back. Cows near the front where the chokepoints were to maximize on their AoE damage. Bees near the back in what looked like the most useless tower position since positioning wasn’t as important for them.

As for the heroes of the battle, Clawdia and Lavi. They were already in position in their respective lanes near the front where they’d be able to help out the dogs.

Everything was ready and the battle could officially begin.

And I could not have been more disappointed than I was when I saw the first enemies.

Running down the lanes toward our front line… were none other than more cats. Seriously, more cats, as if we didn’t already get enough of them. I didn’t even like horror but I was expecting zombies or something! Or at least skeletons!

Well, to be fair, the cats were skeleton cats. But that made it even worse. Not only were they cats, and I was already tired of fighting cats, but they were cats without any fur.

What was the point?! Why should a cat even exist if it has no fur?! They were as pointless as those furless cats that look looked like a giant sack of wrinkled skin!

Life was cruel. The world was cruel. Existence itself was cruel.

“Master! Look!” Delphi said, standing at my side with arms full of bones. She even decided to use the new volume of her chest to hold some bones between them, leaving only half of their lengths sticking up out of her cleavage. That… was a pretty nice sight, so maybe everything wasn’t as bad as I thought.

“Good job, you found a ton,” I said.

“Mhm, mhm! Guess what I’m gonna do with them?”

“What?”

“I said guess!”

“Play fetch? Bury them?”

“Nope and nope!”

“Alright, you win. What?”

“I’m gonna make a bone stock! For soup!”

I really, really, really should have been able to guess that.

Then I realized something.

I put my hands on Delphi’s shoulders and looked her straight in the eyes, causing her to stare back at me and blink a few times. “Delphi. I’m a failure.”

“E-eh? Master isn’t a failure!” Delphi was quick to reply.

“I am. I know how much you love soup… but I’m not growing anything to put in your soup. I need to start a vegetable farm as soon as we’re back. And I need to grow some herbs. Delphi, I’ll make sure that you have every single ingredient you could ever want for your soup! As long as it grows from the ground.”

Delphi’s eyes lit up as she dropped the bones in her arms to instead wrap said arms around me for a tight hug. That on its own was nice. Then she started bouncing, rubbing her chest up and down against me. That should have been nice. Instead, because of the bones she had stored in her chest… every time she bounced, they were thrust upward and smacked into my chin. “I’m so excited, Master! You’re still not a failure but now I’m really really really excited! We’re gonna make so many soups! I’ll collect the bones and make the stock and you can grow the vegetables and we’ll mix them together and it’ll be amazing and even better because it’s made with love! And if we make it together then that means there’s twice as much love put into it, so then it’s full of super love! Wait! Master! The more people we make help us with the soup… the more love there’ll be in it! We need to get millions—billions—trillions of people to help us with the soup! That’ll mean there’s trillions of love in it!”

She kept bouncing the entire time she talked. Even though she was going to leave a bruise on my chin from thrusting bones into it, I couldn’t bring myself to interrupt her when she was so excited.

I had another reason for why I didn’t stop her. It might have been a little bit manipulative, but I thought it was innocent enough to go along with.

And my plan went into action as soon as she stopped her bouncing and noticed the bruise on the underside of my chin. When she looked down at her chest and remembered all the bones sticking up, she put it together pretty quickly. “I—I’m sorry! I hurt Master!” she whined with tears in her eyes.

“It’s alright,” I said. “You just have to—”

But then I cut myself off.

My plan was to say something like, “You just have to lick it a lot later to make it feel better,” but how could I actually say something like that? The moment it came to actually saying it, I: one, realized just how horrendously cheesy and stupid it sounded; and two, I realized that even if it was something innocent like that, that I couldn’t even slightly take advantage of Delphi when she felt so genuinely bad about my bruise.

I wanted to try and be smooth but had no idea how to.

Being smooth just wasn’t meant for me, so I gave up on the idea and placed my hand on the top of her head to pet her instead. “I’ll be fine, but a kiss might make the bruise go away faster.”

Delphi’s ears perked up as she knew what she had to do, and that thing she had to do was look straight in my eyes with fiery determination in her eyes, grab my cheeks, and hold my face still as she leaned up to kiss me over and over again. They were quick, soft kisses delivered in a rapid flurry that never even gave me a chance to kiss her back. A series of unending kisses that carried her best attempts at making the bruise go away faster.

And when she was finally done, she looked at the location of the bruise and smiled. “There! All gone!”

I figured that she must have just been acting cute, but when I reached up to touch where the bruise should have been… I couldn’t feel anything.

“Kisses can heal any wound!” Delphi proudly declared.

I looked over my shoulder at Vala who was still enjoying games in her new, webby hammock. She flashed me a quick thumbs-up without ever taking her eyes off the screen.

Apparently, kisses really could heal anything now.

“And since Master is gonna make soup with me, I’m going to try finding even more bones! Let me know if you need any more kisses, Master!” Delphi said before picking up her previous pile of bones and running off with her wagging tail as excited as ever.

“Smooth, Master,” Cami said, standing next to me all of a sudden.

“I wish,” I said and turned to face her… and then jumped. “Where—where’d you get that?! And why?!”

The where was obvious, but it was still the first question that came to mind. Held within Cami’s hands was none other than that skeletal hand she was previously playing with. “He’s my pet. I named him Handy.”

“But… but why?”

“I’m going to train him to clean and stuff for us. That way Handy is handy. Get it?”

“But… wasn’t he trying to shoo you away before?”

“I told him I’ll let Delphi turn him into soup broth if he doesn’t listen to me.”

“You can’t just go and threaten skeleton hands into being your pets!”

“Why?”

I tried to think of a reason why. I really, really did. But nothing came to mind. Not only that, but her method clearly worked. So, I sighed in defeat.

“He can help you with gardening,” Cami added on.

“You should have said that sooner,” I said. Needless to say, that completely changed my mind about the situation. “Good thing about being an undead hand is that we won’t need to feed him or anything, either.”

“Yeah. Low maintenance pets are the best. We can tell them what to do then forget about them.”

“Are… are you sure you’re not thinking about slaves instead of pets?”

“Same thing.”

“They’re really not!”

“Then why were there a bunch of master and slave videos when I looked up master and pet videos to see what I should do with you? All the sites put them in the same categories.”

“What kind of sites were you looking at?! And you’re my girlfriend, not my pet!”

“I’m both.”

It was hard to argue with her when her face and tone almost always remained the exact same. She was like an uncrackable wall full of determination who could tear down even the most complex of arguments with a simple “no.”

More importantly, I was really concerned about what sort of sites she was searching for those terms on.

	If you’re done flirting can we focus on the actual battle now?


“There’s a difference between flirting and being concerned,” I said.

	I hope you flirt with me that much on our date >_>


“It’s going to be a seriously lame date if that’s what you think flirting is! Also, it’s weird when you admit to easily to hoping that I’ll flirt with you on our date. Shouldn’t you be blushing and poofing away or something?”

	At this point I’m so excited for it that my brain isn’t able to process things like shame and embarrassment. It’ll probably all come flooding back to me after the date is over and then I’ll hate you for a while and refuse to be seen, but you can expect me to be super cute and friendly during the date. You know, like I always am.


“Uh-huh.”

Window smacked her body into my side before floating to the front of my vision and showing what she was supposed to show back when I first saw the skeleton cats.

	WHOSE FAULT DO YOU THINK IT IS THAT IT TOOK THIS LONG TO SHOW YOU? I COULDN’T JUST INTERRUPT ALL THE FLIRTING AND BANTER.
Ahem.
New Enemy Discovered!
Skeleton Cat
Threat: ★★
HP: They’re, you know, dead, so they’re not exactly tanky, but blades are pretty weak against them so you have to use hammers if you really want to easily beat them.
Damage: 5
Defense: 5
These skeleton cats were once brave warriors of the Pawsitively Feline Empire. However, after a horrible person basically nuked their kingdom and stole their queen for himself, these cats were abandoned and left to die with nowhere to go (spoiler alert: they didn’t actually die and started off like this and enjoy being skeletons, but we have to make it sound dramatic for the flavor text). That was when the zombie queen found their bodies and brought them back to life as her skeletal soldiers, and now they loyally follow her and will sacrifice their unlives for her!



“Don’t you usually stick to white for the new enemy screens?” I asked.

	Of course that’s all you’d have to say. And yeah, but I decided to switch to my usual color scheme now. Consistency instead of tradition.


“Fair enough.”

Turning my attention back to the battlefield finally, I saw Lavi and Clawdia making quick work of all the cats trying to attack. Lavi and the dogs took a while to kill the skeletons considering that they only had bladed weapons rather than anything blunt to bash them with, but Clawdia was able to use the giant, mechanized fists of her ro—of her “mecha” to smash the skeletons into dust. The cows were also insanely useful there as each attack from their tower instantly killed any nearby skeletons, but the slow cooldown between attacks meant that everybody had to put up a good defense for a while.

Then there were the archers and bees. Unfortunately, they provided next to zero help as their attacks barely managed to inflict any damage.

However… they weren’t going to be left out of being useful for long.

The next new enemy revealed itself, and it was one of my most hated enemy types when it came to tower defense games.

Flying enemies.

	New Enemy Discovered!
Escort Bat
Threat: ★★★
HP: They might have low health and defense, but they’re quick and great dodgers!
Damage: 9
Defense: 3
These bats fly in large squadrons and serve as the primary defense of Bomber Bats. They engage in aerial dogfights when they spot enemies in the sky, and their quick speed allows them to dodge most attacks that might reach them from the ground. Also, they come mounted with machine guns on their backs.



“Why do bats have machine guns on their backs?!” I shouted.

	Because they’re basically fighter jets and they don’t have stingers they can shoot like the bees.


A squadron of seven escort bats began their flight toward the greenhouse. Of course, even though they could fly, they still stuck to flying directly over the lanes instead of ever going off the “map” like the bees were able to.

And then, coming over the lane right behind the escort bats was another new enemy. One that was already foreshadowed in the previous enemy’s description.

	New Enemy Discovered!
Bomber Bat
Threat: ★★★★
HP: These bulky bats might be slow, but all the extra meat on their bones means they can take a lot of damage!
Damage: 15
Defense: 10
Bomber bats are rarer than escort bats, but their high health and defense keeps them alive until they can reach their destinations. Once they’re over their target, they drop explosive bombs that deal huge AoE damage to all of their enemies caught within the blast radius! Oh, and they deal three hearts worth of damage to the greenhouse if they ever drop bombs onto it. So it’s an instant loss if you ever let a bomber bat reach the greenhouse. Oh part 2, they never fly alone and getting to them will be tough when protected by escort bats.



I already thought the escort bats were big since they were the size of dogs, but the bomber bat was especially fat. It looked like it should have been far too fat for its wings to actually carry it. Not only that, but those heavy bombs held by its feet looked like they should have weighed it down from how huge they were!

I was tempted to complain about how she couldn’t just bring in machine guns and bombs into fights that have been traditionally fantasy-focused in terms of technology, but then I remembered Clawdia and her mecha. And me and Valkyria.

I didn’t get to complain.

And now it was time for the bees to have their first aerial dogfight.

The instant the bats came over the lanes, the bees diverted their attention from supporting the ground troops to the bats.

There was good news and bad news about the bees versus the bats. The bad news was that the bats seemed to have greater range than the bees with their guns, allowing them to shoot at the bees before the bees could even shoot back. The bats were also faster. However, the bees had significantly greater maneuverability in the air. The bees were able to turn and change direction almost instantly, and the rate of fire on their stingers was much higher. This meant that when engaged in close combat, the bees had an advantage and could easily stay behind the bats to continue peppering them with stingers until they went crashing into the ground. However, since each bee could only handle a single bat at a time, and we had six bees going up against seven escort bats and one bomber bat, that meant the bees were outnumbered which allowed one escort bat free reign to help out the others.

Normally in tower defense games, multiple enemies wouldn’t get caught up against a defensive unit. One dog could block one skeleton cat, for example. If there were more cats than dogs, the extra cats would just run right on by while ignoring the dogs.

But it seemed like that would be different when it came to aerial battles. Instead of flying past, the spare escort bat engaged the bees and flew in formation taking every shot that it could.

All shots fired from the bats, by the way, were nothing like actual bullets. Instead, what left the machine guns mounted on their backs looked like some sort of magical orbs of dark energy. So, at least it was still a little bit fantasy.

Then we had another problem.

While the extra escort bat might have stayed behind for the bees, the bomber bat didn’t. The bomber bat passed them up and moved over the front lines… where it got to drop its payload directly onto Clawdia’s mecha.

Both the mecha and all nearby dogs were wiped out in an instant. Clawdia was left bruised up hanging halfway out of her mecha while the dogs all needed the emergency dogs with stretchers to come out and help them.

“You alright, Clawdia?!” I shouted despite knowing the answer.

Clawdia was too out of it with spinning spirals in her eyes to answer.

Worse news was that the archer tower couldn’t take down the bomber bat in time.

The bomber bat had free access to the greenhouse unless the bees were able to hurry up and finish their fight. They were winning, but they weren’t winning fast enough. Especially considering that the next wave was on its way which included even more escort bats.

There was only one chance left to hope on despite it being extremely unlikely to work.

“Lavi!” I shouted. “Can you do anything about that bomber?!”

I doubted that she’d be able to considering that she was a ground unit with nothing but a sword…

But Lavi smiled at me and shouted back, “Leave it to me, Master!”


Chapter Four

I had no idea what Lavi was planning on doing in order to stop the bomber from reaching the greenhouse.

Lavi was faster than the bomber was, so she was able to reach the greenhouse before the bomber with ease. The problem, though, was that she had no way of taking the bomber out. She didn’t have any special abilities like Delphi and Cami yet since her tower wasn’t upgraded, though it wasn’t like their abilities would help in this situation either.

Was Lavi going to pull out some secret move that none of us knew about?

Was she going to do something absolutely outrageous like challenge the bomber to a racing game duel?

She looked confident with an almost smug smile as she waited for the bomber to get closer, her arms crossed over her chest and her sword sheathed at her side. She looked like she was more interested in looking cool with her pose than actually dealing with the bomber.

However, as soon as the bomber got close enough, she turned to look at the final line of defense next to her. I always kept a dog tower near the greenhouse, after all.

And Lavi scaled that tower with ease. The tower wasn’t meant to be scaled like that and offered few opportunities for footing, but she jumped from ledge to ledge until she reached the top of the tower.

The bad news was that, because the tower wasn’t upgraded to its third tier yet, it was only two stories high. That meant she wasn’t able to reach the bomber since it flew at about the same height of third-tier towers.

Yet, Lavi never stopped looking confident.

Then, as soon as the bomber was in front of the tower…

She drew her sword and jumped.

Reaching the bat from where she jumped was impossible, but she managed to get pretty close right underneath the bomber.

“Come on!” she shouted at the bat. “Let’s fall together!”

Right before her fall began, she threw her sword with all of her force up at the bat’s left wing. Now, this world we were in wasn’t about to show anything bloody and gory like cutting a bat’s wing off of its body. Instead, what happened was Lavi’s sword crashed into the bat’s wing and forced it to retract against its body.

A trail of smoke followed the injured wing through the air as the bat flew in a downward spiral before crashing into the ground!

I might have felt a tiny bit bad for the bat if it didn’t look like it had fun acting like a crashing plane.

As for Lavi, she stood on the ground with her hand held out to her side with her eye closed. Once again, I wasn’t sure what she was doing until the sword fell right within her grasp. She closed her hand at the perfect time to catch the sword by its handle just before it could hit the ground, turning herself into a total showoff.

“Fufu. How was that, Master?” She might have tried to look all cool and badass, but the wagging of her tail gave away just how excited she was to get some praise.

“You’re awesome, Lavi,” I said. “I’ll give you some headpats when this is over.”

Her tail wagged even harder. “Then I’ll finish this in a flash!” And with that, she was back at the front line.

Clawdia was back in action, too, but with far less showy results. Sure, she was able to hold her own for the most part, but her mecha went down far faster than I expected it to. It seemed like Lavi, who I would have thought counted as weaker since she wasn’t upgraded to a unique tower yet and because Clawdia was a former boss, was actually stronger.

That was when I realized something.

I realized that one of the most annoying, horrible constants in all of video games was still true even in this world.

Vala, who I thought wasn’t paying any attention, must have had the same realization since she beat me to actually saying it. “I guess it’s a universal truth that bosses always become weaker when they join your team.”

“You’re capable of changing anything you want in this world,” I said. “Can’t you make it so that bosses don’t get nerfed just because they join us?”

Vala shook her head with a defeated sigh. “That law is too strong. Not even a dragon can change that.”

“You can literally create pocket universes and change anything you want here.”

“Some things are beyond our comprehension, Drake. It’s a law of existence itself, older than time and light, that video game bosses aren’t allowed to be as strong as they were during the fight against them when they join the player’s team.”

“How were there video games before time and light?!”

“Vidya transcend existence.”

“Then are you saying that games are basically equal to being gods?”

“Exactly!” Vala declared as she dramatically pointed a finger at me. “Now you see, Drake! Everything you’ve been through—this whole world and everybody here has been set up just to teach you that video games are the true gods! There is nothing higher than gaming! That’s why we should all spend every single day worshipping our vidya gods by playing games!”

“You set all of this up just to teach me that?!”

Vala nodded a couple of times while looking awfully proud of herself.

“Are you sure you aren’t making all that up to justify you being lazy and wanting to play games all day?” I asked.

“Of—of course not.” Vala nodded. “I would never lie about the amazing glory that is video games.”

“I don’t think you’re lying, just extremely exaggerating.”

“Aren’t they the same? At what point does extremely exaggerating cross into lying?”

“When—actually… that’s a good question. I was going to say when it becomes more exaggeration than truth, but isn’t even the tiniest exaggeration technically a lie? Plus exaggeration used in comedy and comedy isn’t lying.”

“Are you sure? Isn’t comedy just funny lying?”

“I think the intent matters. If you intend on being funny, it’s not lying. If you intend on deceiving somebody, it’s lying.”

“But what if you intend on being funny but you’re perceived as trying to deceive?”

“Can’t we just sum this up with what you’ve said before then? That everything is subjective?”

Vala’s eyes sparkled a little bit as she shot a finger gun at me. “Exactly!”

“I have to admit, that’s a pretty effective method of shutting down any potential debate over things like that. All you have to do is say ‘everything is subjective.’”

Vala nodded another couple of times. “It’s the best phrase.”

“Subjectively best.”

“Nice.”

“I’ve learned from the objectively best dragon.”

Hearing that, Vala’s cheeks turned a bit red. “Y-you think I’m the objectively best dragon?”

“You’re also the only dragon I know, but yes.”

“Wo-woah… calling somebody the objectively best is like the highest compliment in the universe! When everything is subjective, it’s super serious when something is objective!”

“Doesn’t that take away from everything being subjective?”

“Of course not. Even objectivity is subjective. But the point is that if somebody perceives you as the objective best, then it means you’re so awesome in their eyes that they believe it’s objective instead of subjective.”

“What if somebody calls you the objectively worst?”

“Oh, well, you might as well give up on life at that point.”

“Isn’t that too extreme?!”

	AHHHHHHHHHHH


As much as I wanted to question Vala about her belief that being called the objectively worst meant one might as well give up on life, it seemed like Window had something important to say. I assumed that, anyways. It wasn’t every day that she popped up out of nowhere in all-caps.

It was only almost every day.

Plus, Vala was already back to paying attention to her game.

“What?” I asked Window.

	IT’S ONLY THE FIRST BATTLE OF THE VOLUME AND WE ALREADY FORGOT ABOUT EXPLORATIONS
AND THE BATTLE IS ALMOST OVER
UHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH
IT’S OKAY IF WE HURRY AND SEND DELPHI AND CAMI RIGHT?



“I don’t see why not. Delphi! Cami! Can you two go on a rushed exploration?”

Delphi dropped all her bones into a pile and gave me a salute in the distance while Cami ran up to us and asked, “Can Handy come?”

	SURE I DON’T CARE
Plus… I guess that you could say that Handy is coming in handy.



“Cami already made that joke,” I said.

	Dang it, I stop paying attention for like 5 minutes and I miss something and end up looking unoriginal.


“But… you were there when she made the joke.”

	Oh, was that when you were flirting or whatever? I wasn’t really paying attention.


“Then what were you doing?”

	Thinking about the upcoming banner in my idol gacha game.


“Just… send Delphi and Cami. And Handy.”

	OKAY EXPLORATION TIME


Delphi, Cami, and Handy vanished in poofs of smoke for the exploration despite the battle almost being over.

“Make sure that all the bones Delphi gathered get teleported back to our base, alright?” I said.

	What? You think I wouldn’t make sure that all her work doesn’t go to waste? The woman has broth to make!


“By the way, Window. Do you have a favorite food?”

	I’ve never eaten so no.


“Alright. In that case, do you have a food that you would love to try?”

	Hmm. Hamburgers. Big, juicy hamburgers with a ton of cheese and other stuff inside. Like the kind of hamburger that might give you a heart attack before you’re done eating it. I’ve seen videos of people eating those before, and read news about people dying from them before, so I want to try one.


“The fact that people have died from it makes you want to try them even more?!”

	Obviously! If it was so good that they ate it until it killed them, that has to mean that it’s super good!


Vala spoke up to say, “She has a point,” before returning to her game again.

“Of course you’d agree with her,” I said and sighed.

So, Window wanted to try burgers.

That was something to keep in mind.

And something else to keep in mind was that there was a battle going on that I probably should have paid some more attention to.

While the bees engaged in aerial dogfights over the battlefield, Lavi and Clawdia managed the battle on the ground. Surprisingly, it seemed like the roles between Lavi and Clawdia were reversed as Lavi was now the one on the verge of going down. It seemed like most of the enemies were going down her lane now and she just didn’t have the damage output to deal with them.

“Fufu… you’re tough little ones, I’ll give ya that,” Lavi said, her body bruised and cut as she wiped a hand over her forehead. Several skeleton cats stood in front of her, ready to take her down.

Skeleton cats might have been the only ground enemy that we saw so far, but there was an absolute ton of them. It really did look like they were fighting against an unending legion of the dead.

Then, just as one of the cats was about to take Lavi down, Clawdia appeared with a rocket-powered jump to land on the ground right in front of Lavi with her mecha. The oversized, mechanical arms of her machine were more than capable of smashing the skeleton cats away, giving Lavi a chance to recover and get her health back.

“Heh… never thought that you’d be the one to save me,” Lavi said.

“Don’t—don’t get the wrong idea!” Clawdia shouted. “It’s not like I’m helping you because I want to, nya!”

Lavi smiled and took a look over at Clawdia’s lane. Her visible eye went wide. “Woah… you destroyed them over there.” What she saw when she looked at Clawdia’s lane were countless skeleton cats piled up on the sides of the path, many with dramatic tears in their eye sockets as their bodies slowly came back together.

“Who do you think I am? Pathetic skeletons are no match for Team Dai-Gurr—I mean, for me!”

“Fufu, I like that line. ‘Who do you think I am?’ I might have to steal that from ya.”

Clawdia reached one of her mecha’s hands up to scratch the side of its “head.” “A-about that… I… kind of stole it from something else.”

“Oh, what? It sounds awesome.”

“It is! It’s the best! Do—do you like mechas?”

“Mechas are awesome. Especially when they’re piloted by people who have no idea what they’re doing at first but end up being total badasses.”

The mechanical tail connected to the back of Clawdia’s mecha began to wag as she practically hopped the machine up and down a little. “Then—then! Do you—uh… do you… maybe… want to watch a mecha show with me?”

“We can watch it as soon as the battle is over. Does that answer your question?”

Clawdia’s mecha wiggled from side to side a little. “G-good! Not… not that I want to watch my favorite anime with you or anything… obligatory nya.”

I had to do a double take when I heard that. “Did she just said ‘obligatory nya?’” I asked.

	She’s a cat girl. What did you expect? She has to satisfy her daily quota of nyas.


Rather than question it, I watched the rest of the battle that seemed to feature both Lavi and Clawdia fighting far more intensely than before. They must have really wanted to go and watch that show together.

I was curious about what it was, too, so I thought about joining them. Then again… maybe it would be better to let them have some private bonding time together. Watching Clawdia and Lavi together was actually pretty nice. I never expected their personalities to really go together, but I thought they were a good match.

	Yes, yes. Let the shipping flow through you! You have to ship your girlfriends together for all the yuri fanservice!
Personally, I’m a fan of the Delphi x Vala ship. You have Delphi who is super energetic and always wants to play and just wants to make people happy. Then you have Vala who is super lazy and always wants to play (video games) but also wants to make people happy. So it’s a ship of one girl who’s energetic, one who’s lazy, and they both take turns playing different things to make the other one happy which makes themselves happy.
I also just really like super hyper girls paired together with super lazy girls.



“Got it,” I said. “I’m going to disregard everything I read from you just now.”

	WHY?!


“Because it was from you.”

	wow
r u d e



“I know.”

Back to the battle, since that was what I wanted to watch during its final moments, the bees got their revenge when another bomber showed up without anywhere near as big of an escort force as before. The bees swarmed the bat, shooting it with their stingers until its entire body was covered in them. The bat tried its best to make it to the greenhouse, but it failed. All of those stingers, for some reason, caused a dramatic explosion where the bat was. The bat was fine, of course, despite being in the center of an explosion that should have turned its body into bloody chunks.

Once the bat fell to the ground, the battle was officially over. That was the last enemy.

Our first battle in the new zone was a flawless victory.


Chapter Five

The battle was over which meant that it was time to see all the results. However…

	I—I’m gonna be honest…
I’ve been thinking about our date too much to know what to do for the rewards and exploration and all that…
So… can we save that for after the date?
Besides, you beat the battle, so that counts as enough plot/game progress for now!



Window herself was the one who let us be lazy and not have to deal with the aftermath of the battle yet. All we had to do was return home, share a dinner together that consisted of pork loin, some vegetables, and various mixed drinks, and then we went to do our own things before going to sleep.

I had some more thinking about the date to do, so I ended up heading to bed first so that I could think about it with some peace and quiet.

Unfortunately, that peace and quiet was what led to me falling asleep instead of getting much thinking done. It was rare for me to actually have some time to myself like that.

Vala ended up playing games with Cami, Lavi and Clawdia watched a show together about giant robots—mechas, and Delphi organized her new bone collection into several different piles over by Valkyria so that Valkyria could watch over them for her whenever she was away.

Everybody had their own thing to do. As for Window, she was probably doing something similar to me and thinking about the date.

But while I might have fallen asleep alone, I didn’t wake up the same way.

The next morning, I woke up to a sensation that I learned to expect every single morning. That sensation was the feeling of soft warmth in the form of Delphi pressing her chest against my head. There was about a fifty percent chance of her outright smothering my face against the top of her breasts and a fifty percent chance of her hugging my head as tightly as she could from the side. Whatever it is, almost every single morning, I woke up to her chest somehow in contact with my head.

Not that there was anything to complain about.

Then there was Vala who ruled over my chest. Just like the first few times we slept together, she loved to curl up on my chest and enjoy the warmth just like a lizard would. That left my arms free for Cami and Lavi. Cami was the type who would try to wrap both her arms and legs around my right arm, curling herself around it as much as she could while leaning her head against my shoulder. On the opposite side, Lavi was there with a much simpler sleeping habit. She seemed to prefer only holding hands while putting some distance between herself and the rest of us. Given that she usually had her shirt pulled up to her chest and her sleeping shorts pushed down some, I figured that she must not have been a big fan of all the body heat being exchanged. There was also the fact that she’d push the covers off of herself.

But they weren’t all.

Now that Clawdia was a member of our relationship, even if she was still getting used to everybody, she joined us on our bed. Lavi might have looked like the messiest sleeper given that she basically made it halfway through undressing herself every single night, but Clawdia—well, Clawdia took it to a new level. She was usually sprawled out over my legs with her body twisted into all sorts of shapes that looked like they would cause somebody horrible back pain. And, surely enough, she always had her belly out in the open similar to Lavi. Even if there was no fur on her… I still wanted to touch her belly and rub it. There was just this sort of irresistible temptation drawing me toward her skin. Maybe it was the cat ears and tail she had but, when I looked at her, I saw her belly as a forbidden fruit that was never meant to be touched.

That made me want to touch it all the more.

Sure, Lavi’s belly was also exposed, but that was a belly that I knew I could rub and play with at any time without her ever getting mad. She might get embarrassed, but she wouldn’t get mad. Nobody with dog ears would ever get mad at such a touch.

But a woman with cat ears? Not just cat ears, but a woman with cat ears who was former royalty with a major attitude? Even if she told me it was fine to touch her belly while high on catnip before, there was still something so… taboo about her belly.

Yet, I was not able to touch it. I was not able to take advantage of her in her sleep as drool slid from her mouth down her cheek. She was in such a deep state of sleep that I probably could have done anything I wanted to her forbidden belly, but Cami and Lavi made sure that my hands were occupied already. Not to mention that I wouldn’t have been able to reach without leaning up and disturbing Vala and Delphi.

All I could do was stare at Clawdia’s belly.

I never knew that a non-fluffy sight so could be tempting to rub my hands and face all over. Even worse, I was too awake to go back to sleep and dream about it.

As I lay there, surrounded by women who loved me and wanted nothing more than to cuddle with me, I thought about how unfortunate my life was. How cruel and torturous the universe was to present Clawdia’s belly to me without granting me the ability to reach out and rub it!

It was almost enough to bring a tear to my eye.

Then, as if to torment me even more…

Clawdia stretched in her sleep, arching her back and pushing her belly up into the air. It was like a beautiful, arched bridge of smooth skin just begging to have my hands run all over it. Her lean figure looked so delicate to the touch that I was worried even a little bit of pressure would break her, yet there was not a softer looking belly than hers.

I found myself heavily breathing as my cheeks turned red, my eyes straining to fill my sight with as much of her belly as possible.

And then the worst possible thing in the world happened. I knew that her appearance could only mean the destruction of my hopes and dreams.

Window.

Window appeared over Clawdia’s body, tilted her rectangular shape to snag Clawdia’s shirt on her corner, and then continued rotating her shape to pull the shirt down over Clawdia’s stomach.

She covered Clawdia’s belly up.

Then, after successfully hiding the most tantalizing of treasures, Window floated there staring directly at me. She might not have had eyes, but she faced me with the front of her shape and angled herself so that she was directly in front of me.

She was judging me. I could tell that much.

Not a single word, letter, number, or period needed to show up on her body to express her emotions to me.

It was the day of our date yet there I was, gawking and drooling over a cat girl’s exposed belly. Only, instead of gawking and drooling like I was before, all I could do was silently cry.

I could but weep and naught more.

Weep for the loss of the belly.

Weep for the loss of perfection.

Weep for—

	i will end u


“Good morning to you too, Window,” I whispered, trying not to wake the other girls up.

	You’re really trying to speedrun being the worst possible person in all of existence today, aren’t you?


“Look at it this way, I’m lowering your expectations so that I can’t possibly disappoint you with the date.”

	That’s…
That’s actually a pretty good excuse for being horrible. I’m impressed. Congratulations, you raised my expectations by impressing me. Which means that you’re failing your task of lowering my expectations, meaning that you’ve lowered my expectations by being a failure… meaning that you’ve succeeded in lowering my expectations, but your success raises my expectations, which…
oh no
it’s a perfect loop
WHAT DO I DO? AM I SUPPOSED TO BE IMPRESSED OR UNIMPRESSED? ARE MY EXPECTATIONS SUPPOSED TO BE LOWERED OR RAISED?



“Both. Simultaneously.”

	I DON’T KNOW HOW TO DO THAT


“Easy. Create a clone of yourself. Make one version of yourself impressed and the other unimpressed.”

	That’s a good—wait.
I see what you’re doing here. You’re trying to make me clone myself so that you can take two of me out on a date at once! You want me to clone myself so that I end up turning both me and my clone into our date form so that you can have one of me on each arm!



“That is not at all what I was thinking of, but now I am, so now I’m curious.”

	Well, you can stay curious because it’s totally not happening.
Probably.
Maybe.
…
It… it does sound kind of fun…
I don’t know! We’ll see!



“Look at it this way, Window. If there’s just one of you, I can only wrap one arm around you while walking. Or only hold one of your hands. If there are two of you, that’s double the affection I can give you.”

	…
we’ll see.
And what’s gotten into you anyways? You’re being all… nice.



“Because it’s our date day and I want to make it good for you.”

	u-uhhuh-uh-huh. I bet you’re actually just so aroused or something from Clawdia’s belly that it’s making you act romantic out of desperation.


“…”

	AT LEAST DENY IT. DON’T YOU ELLIPSIS ME.


I sighed and wished that I had the willpower to free one of my hands so that I could flick Window. “I deny it. I’m serious. I want to give you a good date. Besides, it’s kind of my first real date going out into public with somebody. I want to make sure that it goes well for my own pride, you know. How do you think I’m going to feel about having a ‘harem’ when I can’t even take a single girl out on a date?”

	I… I guess that’s a good point. So, you’re more interested in your own pride…


“I’m more interested in making you happy. Keeping my pride is a bonus.”

	>////>
Do—do you even have pride anymore after almost staring holes into Clawdia’s belly?



“I’ll have to get back to you on that one.”

	Heh…
Okay. I’m fine now. Uh… I guess… we can just sort of… wait until the others wake up, then you can get ready to go?



Delphi, Cami, Lavi, and Vala all let go of me and got up.

“We’ve been awake, so you don’t need to wait for us!” Vala said. “It’s time for you to go on your date!”

“Wait… how long have you been awake for?” I asked.

“A while.”

“Then why didn’t you say or do anything?”

“We did do something. We pretended to be asleep so that we could stay in bed cuddling for longer.”

“I—you—”

	That is technically doing something.


I sighed again, knowing that I lost the battle.

“What about Clawdia?” Cami asked, looking at the sleeping cat queen.

Lavi poked Clawdia’s cheek and then wiped her finger onto the sheets to get the drool off. “She’s a really heavy sleeper.”

“Delphi,” Vala said, “can you get her?”

“I can!” Delphi answered. “Oh! But first!” Delphi leaned over my face, squished my cheeks between her hands, and planted a kiss directly against my lips while her tail wagged behind her. “Ehehe, good morning, Master! Have fun on your date!” As soon as she finished talking, she got up and rushed over to Clawdia. She then proceeded to, not so gracefully, lift Clawdia up and sling her over her shoulder.

Clawdia managed to stay asleep the entire time, still drooling in her deep slumber even as her upper half was hung upside down behind Delphi’s back. Not even the wagging of Delphi’s tail was able to interrupt her rest as it repeatedly whacked her.

“Good idea,” Cami said, copying what Delphi did by leaning over me and kissing my lips. “Have a fun date.”

Once Cami’s turn was over, Lavi looked around with blushing cheeks before taking her own turn by kissing me. “Have… have a nice date, Master. If—if ya don’t, I’m gonna have to punish ya!” She looked like she wasn’t sure what else she was supposed to say, so she quickly removed herself from me.

And then there was Vala.

With a grin that suited a cat more than a dragon, Vala scooted up along my chest and kissed my cheek before kissing my lips. “Make sure to do lots of lewd things to Window while you can, alright? If you don’t make it to at least second base then I’m banning you from hugs for five seconds.”

As surprised I was to hear about expecting us to make it to at least second base, I was more shocked by the tiny ban on hugging. “Only five seconds is a softer punishment than serving somebody room temperature water as a punishment!”

“I know… but if it’s longer than five seconds then it’s going to punish me more than it’s going to punish you! Do you know how hard banning you from hugging for five seconds will be?! What kind of toll it’ll have on all of our bodies?!”

“But we go without hugging for more than five seconds all the time!”

“But that’s different! There’s a difference between being able to hug but not, and not being able to hug at all! It’s like the difference between holding your breath for five seconds versus suffocating when you break a dirt block above you and getting trapped in gravel!”

“That—that… that actually makes sense. Somebody holding their breath is no big deal. Somebody not having any breath at all against their will is something way more serious.”

Vala nodded along. “See? You get it!”

“Alright. I’ll accept your threat as a serious punishment.”

	DON’T GO ACCEPTING A PUNISHMENT FOR SOMETHING THAT INVOLVES DOING… DOING THAT WITH ME! THERE’S NO GUARANTEE THAT ANYTHING LIKE THAT’S GOING TO HAPPEN.


A smug smile spread across Vala’s face as she looked at Window. “You really think you’re going to be able to resist when you’re finally in your date mode with him without any of us around? Heh. I know you, Window. You’d cave before any of us.”

	ANYWAYS, I HAVE TO GO GET READY.
I’M NOT LEAVING BECAUSE IT’S SUDDENLY AWKWARD AND EMBARRASSING OR ANYTHING BECAUSE VALA IS 1000000% WRONG.



And just like that, Window vanished.

Vala looked back at me with a sly smile instead of the smug one she just had. “You know… I can clone myself, too, if you want to try something like that.”

“You were paying attention to that part, too?” I asked.

“Heh. Just kidding. You already have enough waifus without me cloning myself, and you’re nowhere near done gaining them. Plus it would take away from the appeal if Window clones herself. Only one waifu should use that power or else it’s no longer a unique gimmick and loses its charm. The balancing of waifus is even more important than vidya balance! And food balancing! And even bank balancing!”

“It sounds like you snuck something in there to justify eating junk food all the time.”

“A-anyways, I’m gonna go play some vidya now.” Vala got off of my chest and stretched her arms, wings, and tail. “Have fun with your date!”

I was left alone in the bedroom after that.

Guess I’ll get ready then, I thought before walking over to the dresser made out of cat bones and fur. We needed to use all the stockpiled cat materials on something, after all, and we also needed some furniture for the house.

And fortunately, Vala was nice enough to give all of us some normal clothes in the dresser. That meant I could actually take Window out on our date without dressing up like some sort of wannabe barbarian.

After getting ready, it was finally time for my date with Window. I had no idea what to expect considering that I never got to see her in any form other than a floating rectangle before, but I was excited.

I wondered if I’d still be able to pick her up and throw her in whatever form she was going to take for our—

	YOU’RE NOT GOING TO THROW ME ON OUR DATE
ABSOLUTELY NO THROWING
HOW THE HECK IS THAT SOMETHING YOU WOULD EVEN THINK ABOUT DOING ON A DATE? WHAT KIND OF SADISTIC ABUSER ARE YOU? I CAN’T BELIEVE YOU WOULD EVEN THINK ABOUT—



“What about throwing you onto a bed?” I asked.

	………………
	……………………………
	…………………………………………….
	………………………………………………………………………



Seeing her reaction made me want to see how she would react if I actually did throw her onto a bed. “Come on, Window. Wait, I thought you were going to transform?”

	That’s… for after we go through the portal.


I looked at the portal Vala prepared for us—the portal that would lead us right into the dark alley of one of my world’s biggest cities. A dark alley might not have sounded like the best place to begin a date, but we didn’t want to attract too much attention to us by coming out of a portal in the middle of a street where everybody could see.

One more quick look around showed that Delphi, Lavi, and Cami were having fun with the still-sleeping Clawdia trying all sorts of things to see what would finally wake her up, including drawing on her face with markers.

“Let’s get out of here before Clawdia wakes up and sees what they’ve done to her,” I said, grabbing onto Window’s side since it was the closest thing to a hand that I could hold.

The blushing color of her rectangular self was beginning to fade before I grabbed her side. But being held, for a reason other than to be thrown, stopped that blush from disappearing.


Chapter Six

I wasn’t sure what to expect after going through the portal. All I knew was that, after I did, Window would have an actual body instead of being her usual rectangular self.

Well, that was what I thought.

Instead, after returning to my original world and stepping into the valley, I looked around and was met with nothing but Window looking like her usual self.

“What happened to transforming after we get here?!” I asked her.

	LISTEN THIS IS EMBARRASSING OKAY?
DO YOU KNOW HOW LONG I’VE TRIED PERFECTING MY WAIFU FORM FOR?
WHAT IF YOU DON’T LIKE IT? WHAT IF IT’S NOT WHAT PEOPLE EXPECT? WHAT IF NOBODY LIKES HOW I LOOK AND THEY WISH I WOULD STAY A RECTANGLE?
IT’S LIKE IF YOU WERE A WORM AND EVERYBODY EXPECTED YOU TO TURN INTO A TOP TIER BEAUTIFUL BUTTERFLY, BUT YOU WERE WORRIED YOU WOULD LOOK LIKE AN UNLIKABLE GREMLIN BUTTERFLY THAT LOOKS LIKE IT’S THE LIVING REPRESENTATION OF STUPIDITY



“Window.”

	ye-yeah?


“Just be yourself. Don’t worry about what anybody else thinks. Don’t worry about what I think. Don’t worry about what Vala thinks. Don’t worry about what anybody but you thinks. As long as you’re happy with yourself, anybody else’s opinions can screw off.”

	But… but what if knowing you like me is what will make me happy with myself?


“I can already promise you that I’m going to like you no matter what.”

	>//////////>
How can u b sure tho
Like what if you don’t
What if you think I’m a little gremlin who belongs in the trash



“Then we’ll have to find a dumpster big enough for the both of us.”

	…
I don’t know if that was smooth or stupid or what



“But seriously, I can be sure because you’re Window. I already like you. Come on, isn’t that obvious from how much I bully you?”

	u kno grown adults aren’t supposed to bully the people they like, right? That’s a little kid thing


“Too bad. Now, you going to transform, or am I going to have to drag you around the city while making everybody look at me like I’m crazy for walking around with a floating rectangle?”

	I… I’ll DO it
Just
Turn around



I had my doubts that she’d actually do it, but I turned around and waited.

Then, just before I was about to ask her what was taking so long, I felt a tug on my arm.

And then I heard a voice.

“Don’t—don’t turn around yet! You have to let me get used to it first,” the voice said. The voice was a bit on the deeper end, which surprised me, but it still sounded distinctly feminine.

“Oh no,” I said, “some strange girl is grabbing me. Police, help me. Please.” I made sure to sound as monotone as possible for that.

“I’m not some strange girl! I’m an informational status window!”

“Somebody hurry up, this strange girl is delusional and thinks that she’s a status window straight out of an RPG.” I felt a soft kick against the back of my shoe after that. “And now she’s physically abusive. Help me. I’m going to die. Wait, now she has a knife. And a gun. And a sword. All put together.”

“That’s so absurd that the police would hang up on you if you called them and said that!”

Since I wasn’t sure where else to take the act, I turned around.

“Wai-wait! I’m not ready yet!” Window shouted as I turned.

Unfortunately for her, I didn’t feel like waiting. I really wanted to see her. Plus I really wanted to actually take her out instead of standing in an alley forever. The longer we waited in the alley, the higher the chance that somebody would come along and try to sell us drugs. Or kidnap us.

I wasn’t very trusting of other people, especially in big cities. People who lived in small towns were already bad enough. City folk were even worse.

And so, I saw her.

Standing in front of me was none other than the informational status window that I couldn’t imagine going a single day without anymore. Though, instead of being a sassy rectangle, she was a short girl who looked like she designed herself to look as comfy as possible. She barely even reached up to the bottom of my chest with the top of her head, and her entire body looked so… soft.

She might not have been as thick as Delphi was with her new body, but Window was also shorter than Delphi was. Parts of her looked even softer and squishier than Delphi did because of that. There was just slightly less squish spread over much less area. Though, while Window might have looked even thicker than Delphi due to how proportions worked, her clothing showed far less skin than Delphi’s armor did. Delphi proudly, if she was even aware of it, showed off her cleavage, her thighs, her belly—Delphi’s outfit basically had her looking like a woman who would purposely make skimpy cosplay armor while still trying to look at least a bit cool.

But Window was the opposite of that. Instead of wearing revealing armor, Window wore an oversized shirt that hung off one shoulder, revealing a bra strap, that didn’t show even the tiniest bit of her chest. Though, given that there was still a noticeable bulge pushing her shirt out in front of her chest, it was obvious that she made herself stacked.

Down below, only the bottom of her shorts could be seen due to how oversized her shirt was.

“You—you weren’t supposed to look yet!” Window shouted at me, tugging on my arm some more as she looked up into my eyes with her own that revealed a bright, pink color that matched the tone of her hair. Though, her hair also had a cyan undertone while her eyes were purely pink. “And you better be mentally describing my body in lewd detail! I—I’m gonna be mad if you’re not…”

“What, you can’t read my thoughts anymore?” I asked.

“We’re not in Vala’s universe, so I don’t have all my awesome powers here. All I can do is stuff related to myself…”

“Would it make you feel better if I said I was mentally describing every inch of your body?”

“It… it might, but it’ll also make me want to hit you.”

“Will it be a gentle hit?”

“Obviously! Being rough is Clawdia’s thing.”

“Then in that case, yes. I was thinking about your body and how compact it is.”

“Com-compact?! That’s the first thing you tell me about my body?!”

Surely enough, she punched me in the arm with barely any force at all.

“You’re extremely cute, Window,” I said.

For the first time, it was her cheeks that turned red instead of her rectangle. “How… how can I be sure you’re telling the truth if I can’t read your mind?”

“Because you know I wouldn’t lie to you.”

Window narrowed her eyes at me. “Do I have to remind you of all the times you’ve lied to me?”

“Hey, I’ve never lied to you and I’m serious. All I’ve done is tell you some things while leaving out important context.”

“I want to punch you again.”

“You’re going to steal Clawdia’s character trait if you keep doing that.”

“But what if stealing character traits is my character trait?”

I brought a hand up to my chin and gave it a few strokes. “That’s a tough one. If you steal character traits, which trait are you going to steal from me?”

“None, because the only trait you have is being the worst and it’s impossible for me to be anything but the best.”

“Listen here, you informational status shortie. Just because you look cute doesn’t mean that I won’t pick you up by your ankles, spin you around, and throw you.”

“Pl-please don’t. This universe doesn’t have anime physics like ours does.”

Since throwing her wasn’t an option, I opted for flicking her forehead instead.

She raised her hands up to cover her forehead where I flicked her before lowering those same hands over her face. “Do… do you really think I’m cute?”

“You’re the cutest in the entire universe, Window,” I answered.

“Are you only saying that because none of the others are currently in this universe?”

“Yes. If you asked me in our home universe, I’d have to give you the diplomatic answer and say you’re all equally cute, meaning you’re all the cutest in the universe.”

“I… I like how you refer to it as our home universe.”

“That’s what it is, isn’t it? This universe sucks. Vala’s universe is our home. Oh, there is something I’m curious about.”

“What?”

“Your voice. It’s deeper than I thought it’d be.”

“Is… is that a bad thing?”

“Nope. I like it. Just curious since I thought you liked those cutesy, high-pitched idols and all that.”

“Well, I do, but one of my favorites has a deep voice and it really sets her apart from all the others, so I thought… since we don’t really have a girl in our universe with a deep, maybe I could fill that role.”

“You won’t hear any complaints from me. And I doubt that you’ll hear complaints from anybody else, either.”

Window pulled her hands away from her face which revealed a soft smile that she was hiding underneath. “Thanks. You’re slightly better than being the worst today.”

“Seriously, you did great with designing yourself. There’s only one thing missing.”

“What?”

“Come on. Given what city we’re in, it shouldn’t be too hard to find a store that has it.”

“Are you—are you going to take me into some store and force me to try on lewd costumes?!”

“You’re stealing too many of Clawdia’s traits now.”

“Am I, or is that just the natural reaction to have when it comes to you? Since you’re the worst and the most despicable and all that.”

“I thought I was better than the worst today?”

“I changed my mind.”

“That quickly?!”

“What can I say? It’s hard for the worst to truly be anything but.”

I sighed and grabbed her wrist. “Come on. We’re fixing you.”

“If you’re gonna get any of us fixed, at least get the dogs fixed!”

“It’s not that kind of fixing!”

No matter what form Window took, she was still the same Window that I came to spend every day with. That was why we laughed together just like always. Only, this time, she was actually able to laugh instead of only being able to shake her rectangle.

“So… how are you going to fix me?” Window asked.

“That’s a spoiler,” I answered.

“I don’t like not being able to read your thoughts.”

“Too bad.”

“If you’re going to be such a worst, at least let me hold onto your properly.”

I let go of her wrist to see what she meant.

The next moment, she wrapped her arms around my right arm and hugged it against her chest, pushing my arm right between her breasts. Feeling just how deep she was able to pull my arm into there told me that she must have been even bigger under her shirt than I realized.

There was something exciting about a girl wearing such an oversized shirt that the true size off what hid underneath it couldn’t be guessed.

“Pretty bold of you, Window,” I teased.

“Sh-shut up. The worst thing about you already having waifus who do this with you is that I can’t shock you from doing it,” Window replied.

“Would it make you feel better if I say that my heart is racing?”

“Is it…?”

“Come on. It’d be impossible for it not to be in this situation. Just because I don’t react like a total virgin doesn’t mean I’m not still excited by it.”

“Then I guess that makes me happy. But only a little.”

“Good. Now, try to keep up with those short legs of yours.”

“Listen, short legs are cute. Guys are always all obsessed with long and thin legs, but short and thick legs are where it’s at. That’s what the truly cultured appreciate in their idols.”

I sighed since it ended up going back to being about idols and started to walk. Window almost tripped as soon as I started, but she managed to catch herself with my arm and kept up with me.

As soon as we made it out of the alley, Window stopped so that she could look up at the rows of buildings reaching far into the sky, her eyes full of wonder as she craned her head backward just to admire their heights. “I’ve seen pictures and videos of buildings this tall… but they’re completely different in-person. We don’t have anything like this back home.”

“Maybe we will someday. As long as they don’t get too much in the way of enjoying nature’s sights,” I said.

“Yeah.”

While Window enjoyed the sights, I already found myself getting extremely annoyed with the setting. Cars, honking, people, talking, phones ringing—I hated all the noise. Fortunately, all of my date ideas for her were indoors or in secluded areas that wouldn’t be too affected by the noise. But while we were walking along the packed sidewalks of the city, I wanted nothing more than for one of those movie villains to come and snap half the population out of existence. More than half, actually. Way more than half. More like ninety-nine percent if not everybody but me and Window.

After a bit of walking, I found what I was looking for. A small store that sold various, simple goods for low prices. It probably didn’t look anything like the kind of place somebody would take their date to, but I was sure that it would have what I needed for Window.

Half the shop was dedicated to food and the drinks while the other half had beauty and self-care products. Then, in the very back, were just random tools and things that people might need around the house.

The beauty aisles were where I took Window.

“I really don’t know what we’re doing here,” Window said as she had fun looking at all the random stuff we walked by.

Almost immediately, I found my target.

“Stay still,” I ordered. “Also, close your eyes.”

Window might have liked to be stubborn most of the time, but she obeyed without any objections. She did, however, try peeking her eyes open for a moment. I had a feeling she was going to try that, though, so I already had a glare prepared for her which caused her to immediately shut her eyes again.

A quick moment of playing with her hair later and my job was done. All I had to do after that was pick up one of the nearby mirrors for sale to hold it in front of her. “Alright. Open your eyes.”

Window opened her eyes and looked around for a moment before realizing what I did.

I put a white, rectangular hair clip in her hair.

Window smiled and laughed a little, even tearing up at the corners of her eyes. “You really are the worst…” She couldn’t have sounded happier when saying that.

“For making a girl cry on my first date with her?” I asked.

Window nodded and turned her head in each direction just to check out the hair clip from different angles. “I hope you know you doomed yourself.”

“How so?”

“Because the very first present you gave me is the best and most fitting present you could ever give me. You raised the bar impossibly high on the first date, so all future presents are going to suck.”

“I’m pretty sure that costs less than a dollar.”

“Doesn’t matter. It means more than what it costs.”

“I really didn’t think it’d be that special, but I’m happy you like it so much.”

Then, just as things seemed to be going pretty good, all life left Window’s eyes.

“What’s wrong?” I asked right away.

“I… I discovered a weakness to being short. A critical flaw,” Window said. Even her voice sounded lifeless.

“What?”

“This… would be the perfect time to give you a surprise kiss on the cheek, but…” Window looked down at her legs. “I’m too… compact. Even if I jump… I can’t reach your cheek.”

“Need me to pick you up?”

“That would be even worse! I’d feel like a little kid being picked up by my parent!”

“Then should I crouch down?”

Window, looking like she was about to cry even more than when she got teary-eyed from the gift, pouted and nodded her head.

So, I crouched down for her, putting my face right in front of hers.

Window still didn’t look too happy about the situation, but she leaned forward to place a kiss on my cheek. Successfully kissing my cheek looked like it cheered her up a little.

“Thanks,” I said. “Just so you know, I was extremely tempted to turn my head at the last second to make you kiss my lips instead.”

“I would have killed you right here if you did that,” Window said.

“Isn’t that a bit too extreme?”

“No! That would have been my first kiss and a really lame one! You can’t give me such a perfect present then give me such a lame first kiss! Our first kiss needs to be romantic and at the right moment and like it’s out of a romance movie!”

“Those expectations are way too high for a guy like me!”

Window smiled and returned her arms to around my own. “You better not disappoint me or else I’ll curse your gacha rolls for the rest of time.”

“That’s a terrifying curse.”

Now that she was “fixed,” we could officially begin the dating part of our date.


Chapter Seven

It was only after we left the store that I realized something very important. Something that gave even more evidence to the theory that I was, in fact, a horrible person, a criminal, and a villain.

I didn’t pay for Window’s new hair clip.

We basically stole it.

The cashier was busy enough at the front counter that they couldn’t check to see if we were trying to steal anything, and the thought of paying completely slipped my mind. Maybe it was because I had already gone so long without ever having to actually pay for anything inside of Vala’s universe. Maybe it was because, the last time I was looking at buying something, the worker was a greedy asshole who I ended up… also stealing from.

“Window… am I a bad person?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Window answered with zero hesitation.

“Do… do you think we should go back to pay for it?”

“Nah.”

“Wait, why not?”

“Because that’d take time away from our date. And the only people I care about giving money to are gacha devs.”

“So theft is alright if it means saving more time for our date?!”

“It’s only light theft! It’s not like we stole a legendary sword that was a town’s major cause of tourism or anything like that.”

“A-ah. Yeah. Who would do that?”

“Probably some really horrible terrible person. Like the worst of the worst.”

“Sounds like a really horrible guy.”

“Who said he’s a guy? The fact that you assume he’s a guy makes me think you know something. Maybe you are him. Wait… don’t tell me, Drake. Is it possible that you’re the absolute worst of the worst?”

“It—it can’t be.”

“I think it is. The gig is up, Drake. I’m taking you in!”

“I knew it! You’ve been undercover this whole time! The only reason you wanted to go on a date with me was to get me out in public where you’d have witnesses!”

Before Window said anything, we noticed that we were making a scene in the middle of the sidewalk. In a city that never slept, which never had a shortage of people to fill the sidewalks where nobody paid attention to anybody but themselves… we somehow managed to actually grab the attention of those passing by us.

That caused Window to hug my arm a bit tighter so that we could hurry our way past the crowd to an entirely new group of people who had no idea what was going on. Which, really, only took a few steps in one direction. It wasn’t hard to get completely lost in the crowd when it came to one of the busiest cities in the world.

“By the way, do you even know where we’re going?” Window asked me.

“I have a vague idea,” I answered.

“Have you been here before?”

“Not—not really.”

“That was a suspicious stutter. Tell me the truth or I’m arresting you after all.”

“Going to bring out the handcuffs on our first date? Didn’t know you were such a perverted, informational—” I was shut up by the feeling of her elbow jabbing into my side. “Alright, fine. I uh… you know how you can take virtual tours of places online from a street view?”

“Yeah, I’ve played with that before.”

“Well, when I was younger, I uh… do I have to?”

“You’re hesitating and blushing. There isn’t a universe in existence where you don’t have to now.”

Fortunately, even though we were surrounded by people, it felt like it was just the two of us talking in privacy. “I used to go through the streets here and think about what it’d be like to bring somebody here for a date,” I explained in a hurry. “I planned everything out, thought about where we’d go in what order, which wife would like which place—”

“What do you mean which wife?”

“This was back when I used to think I’d have like twenty wives when I grew up.”

Window covered her mouth up with her hand as she laughed. “Little virgin Drake took himself on virtual dates pretending that he had a bunch of wives.”

“Listen… I had dreams.”

“How innocent. I bet you used to think that you’d grow up to be a nice guy, too. Somebody who was a hero instead of a villain.”

“Actually, I was sure I’d be in jail before I was an adult because I hate dealing with people’s shit.”

“You planned on being a villain after all?!”

“Well, not a villain. More like a…”

“A villain?”

“Yeah, alright.”

“Wow. S. M. R. I mean… I guess it’d be SMH right now instead of SMR.”

“Technically, if you shake your head, you’re also shaking your rectangle,” I said and poked her hair clip.

She swatted my hand away before pouting. “Be careful! This thing was cheap!”

“It kind of hurts to hear the girl I’m taking on a date shouting at me that the present I got her was cheap.”

“Just because it’s the best present ever doesn’t change the fact that it’s the cheapest present ever, too. We have to be careful that it doesn’t break until we go home. Then I can use my powers to make it invincible.”

“How are we supposed to get back anyways?”

“Vala will probably randomly open up a portal for us once she thinks we’re ready to go back.”

“How will she know where to put the portal?”

“Oh, she chipped me, so she can track where I am.”

“Are you a dog?!”

“It’s just a figure of speech! And I wouldn’t steal the sisters’ thing!”

“So, it’s not literally a chip?”

Window sighed and took her phone out from her pocket. “Her computer can track my phone.”

“That’s not like a chip at all!”

“I called it a chip for comedic effect! Hmph!” She sounded and looked like she wanted to punish me for questioning her, but her method of “punishment” was squeezing my arm against her chest even more.

And that was anything but a punishment.

“Where’re we going anyways?” Window asked as we turned onto a slightly emptier street, but one that was still surrounded by buildings reaching far too high into the sky. Of course, I thought almost all buildings reached too high since they blocked the view of the landscape.

“Right here,” I said and stopped us right in front of the building I had in mind.

“What’s this?” She looked up at the sign to read it. “An… aquarium?” Her eyes lit up. “An aquarium?! But—it’s in the middle of a city! Shouldn’t it be in a zoo? If it’s in this building… isn’t it going to be really small? No-not that I’d be upset if it’s small or anything.”

“That’s what she said.”

“Vala raised you well.”

“Thanks. Anyways, I get it. People want to see the real big and cool fish when they go to an aquarium, right?”

“Ye-yeah…”

“Trust me on this one. You won’t be disappointed.”

Window nodded and looked toward the entrance with eager eyes.

From the outside, the building looked no more special than any other. It looked like just another office building, but it shared two entrances which set it apart from most. The left entrance led into what looked like a normal lobby that hosted several elevators which would take businessmen and women all through the building’s various floors to whichever office they worked in. The right entrance, however, had an elaborate aquarium sign above it which showed sharks, whales, and other aquatic species swimming around together.

After opening the door, Window saw that it wasn’t just another normal building. Behind the doors was an escalator that led downwards with various signs hanging over it which advertised membership programs, offered tours, and so on.

“We’re… going underground?” Window asked.

“It’s the only aquarium in the world like this,” I answered. “I know it looked pretty unassuming on the outside, but…”

Rather than finish what I was saying, I let the sight revealed at the bottom of the escalator speak for me.

The pathway ahead of us was a glass tunnel surrounded by water on all sides. It was like we stepped into an underground ocean that looked infinite in size. Of course, it wasn’t actually infinite, but those who built the aquarium were able to trick people into thinking it was with some fancy lighting tricks.

Just as impressive as the architectural feat was the amount of life swimming around within the secluded ocean. Colorful fish belonging to every color of the rainbow, whales and dolphins, sharks and octopi—the aquarium seemingly had it all.

“H-how?!” Window asked. “This place is—this is… isn’t this way too unrealistic?! How does this boring human planet have something like this?!”

“It’s what happens when the richest man in the world really, really likes aquariums. The rest of the office building above this belongs to him, too,” I explained. “Don’t ask me how it all works, though. All I know is that this place is considered one of the world’s wonders at this point. I mean, it’s basically an underground ocean in the middle of one of the world’s biggest cities. There are some informational kiosks scattered around that explain how it all works, I think.”

“Pffttt, I don’t care about that. I just want to look at all the fish!”

“Shouldn’t you show some solidarity with your box-shaped information dispensers?!”

“They’re just wannabes compared to me. I bet I know way more than them.”

“Do you know how this place was built?”

“I—I… can look it up online and probably find even more information than they know!”

“Can’t argue with that. Anyways, as amazing as this place might be,” I paused and looked toward the ticket counter. “We still have to pay.”

“I guess I’ll wait until after we pay to do what I want then.”

“What’re you talking about?”

“You’ll see. Come on, let’s hurry up!”

Window was clearly excited about starting our adventure into the rest of the aquarium, so we went and got our tickets. Well, they were less of tickets and more of temporary prints in pink on the top of our hands. Regardless, they’d let us walk around inside the aquarium without anybody causing us any trouble.

Then, once we walked far enough to get out of sight from the workers at the front desk, Window stopped us and looked up at me with a mischievous little smile. “You know, Drake, I’m somewhat of a villain myself.”

That had me worried. “Should I be worried? Because I’m worried. You’re not going to try stealing one of the fish or something, are you?”

She stared at me with a pretty blank expression for a few moments. “Try again.”

“You’re not going to reveal that this is all part of an elaborate sting operation, are you?”

“That play is already spent!”

“You—you’re going to propose to me?!”

“Thi-thi-this is still only the first date! Don’t get—don’t get cheeky!”

“Hm. I have no idea then.”

With an exasperated sigh, Window snapped her fingers which caused my other arm to feel a familiar sensation pressing up against it.

And when I looked to see the source of said sensation…

I saw another Window.

“What a lucky guy,” the second Window said. The original Window then said, “You get to walk around with two girls clinging to your arms. It’ll look like you’re on a date with twins.” The second Window picked up after that. “I wonder how many people you’re gonna make jealous?”

“Wait… how’s this work?” I asked. “Are you—like, clones? Technically the same person? What?”

“We’re the same Window you know and worship,” both Windows said in unison. “And for the sake of ease, we’re going to share a dialogue tag now instead of always differentiating between who’s saying what. You can imagine we’re both talking, taking turns talking, whatever you want.”

“But why would I imagine that when I can hear you myself?”

“That wasn’t for you.”

“You’re supposed to leave the whole ‘we’re actually in a book, movie, game, or whatever’ roleplay at home. There’s no audience you’re talking to.”

“You’re listening to me, so doesn’t that technically make you my audience?” Window asked, looking up at me with two smug faces instead of just one.

It was a good thing that she wasn’t able to read my thoughts outside of Vala’s universe. If she was able to, she would have been able to tell that I was thinking about certain… activities that would be even more fun with more of her bodies. That really opened up an entire new universe of opportunities.

“You’re thinking something perverted, aren’t you?” Window asked.

“I thought you couldn’t read my thoughts?!”

“I don’t have to read your thoughts to see that look on your face! That’s the kind of face that a guy makes when he’s thinking about a cute, top-tier, informational status waifu making dozens of copies of herself to do lewd things with!”

“There’s a face for that?!”

“There is! It’s your face!”

“I’m going to have to start wearing a mask. Maybe one of those black ski masks that only shows your eyes and lips.”

“You really are a villain!”

“Wait, I thought that was already confirmed?”

“Now it’s double confirmed. Wait, it’s probably quadruple confirmed by now if not more.”

Apparently, our banter wasn’t appreciated by some of the nearby visitors of the aquarium since several of them shot annoyed looks our way. There were also some concerned mothers whose names probably started with K and ended with AREN who shielded their small kids’ eyes when they saw me walking around with a girl on each arm.

But we didn’t care. We were having too much fun to care about something like that.

And that probably made us both even more villainous. There we were, not bothering to keep our voices down while constantly messing with each other, probably disrupting the enjoyment of everybody around who could hear us.

Yet none of that mattered to us. All that mattered was having fun with each other, just like always.

“Woah… Drake, look!” Window said, finally breaking off from my arm with each of her bodies to press up against the glass tunnel.

After descending even deeper into the underground aquarium, the beautiful coral reef that decorated the bottom was visible. It had just the right amount of lighting to give it an almost magical sort of glow as schools of fish swam all throughout the corals.

“It’s so pretty… I kind of want something like this back home,” Window said.

“Eh, it’s not that pretty,” I said. “I can think of something even prettier.”

Window turned to look at me with a shocked expression. “What could be even prettier?! Look! Don’t you see how—”

“You.”

“M-me?”

“You’re prettier.”

Window turned both of her heads away as their cheeks turned red. “You… you really are taking this date seriously.”

“It’s a date. Aren’t I supposed to?”

“Yeah, but… I’m not used to stuff like that from you.”

“Then I guess I’ve got to say it so often that you get used to it.”

“That’s going to wear it out!”

“Don’t worry, I’ll still bully you and throw you around every now and then to balance things out. Can’t let you get used to all the nice and romantic things.”

“That sounds so abusive.”

She had a point. A very good point seeing as how our conversation drew a bit too many eyes once again. “Come on,” I said, grabbing a hand from each Window to hurry off to another area where there’d be fewer people staring at us.

“Wa-wait! I’m not done looking at the corals!”

“There’s something even better up here.” While Window had fun staring out the tunnel, I made sure to memorize the brochure.

Near the end of the path, at the point where the tunnel looped back up toward the entrance, we actually reached one of the aquarium’s walls that led a forked path of the tunnel through it.

“Here,” I said. “Look in there.”

Window didn’t waste any time following my order to follow the new path, looking up in awe as soon as she did.

She was completely silent.

When I joined her in the new tunnel, we found ourselves in a separate, smaller aquarium completely filled with hundreds upon hundreds of bioluminescent jellyfish floating through the water. The light from their glows was brighter than the lights built into the tunnel’s walkway.

“What do you think?” I asked.

“It’s… crazy beautiful,” Window answered. “It’s like we’re right in the middle of a giant swarm of jellyfish.”

“And we’re perfectly safe from being stung by any of them.”

“It’s kind of terrifying even if I know that… but even more beautiful.”

“Happy I brought you here?”

Window nodded each of her heads before reaching back to hold my hands. One hand per copy of her. “Thanks, Drake. This is way better than I ever could have hoped for. Oh, um… are there… any places like this but for plants and flowers? We could go there next! Dr-Drake? Are you… are you alright?”

I must have looked too obvious, what with my slouched shoulders and tears at the corners of my eyes.

Despite there being a place as amazing as the aquarium in the city… there was no similar place for plants.

Even if I was on a date with an incredibly cute girl who could create duplicates of herself to hold both of my arms against her chests, life was still cruel and unfair.


Chapter Eight

“I know the plan was originally to take you to a different place, but I thought that would be even better,” I said as both Windows and I walked out of the aquarium.

They shook their heads together and said, “That was way better! But… I do still want to go see the world’s biggest zoo sometime.”

“That just means we’re going to have to go on another date, right?”

Window blushed a little and nodded.

Originally, our date plan was to take her to the world’s largest zoo and aquarium. She thought that the world’s largest aquarium was attached to the world’s largest zoo. In all of her time on the internet, she managed to miss that the world’s largest aquarium was actually a standalone structure and the one that we just got finished exploring.

With how long we spent in the aquarium, we were already about halfway through the day and the city was even busier than it was before. That led us to exploring some small, local places we found along the busy streets. We grabbed some more food even though we already had some at the aquarium’s restaurant, we visited some little souvenir shops to buy various reminders of our date, and we took an elevator up to the top of one of the city’s tallest buildings so that we could enjoy the sights as the sun finally went down in the distance.

And I even remembered to actually pay for everything, too.

Also, I had to admit that it was pretty nice to watch the sunset together with two girls clinging to my arms with their chests pushing up against them. There were a few other guys on dates with their girlfriends at the top of the building, but the guys all seemed too busy staring at me out of jealousy to notice the annoyed glares of their girlfriends.

Once it was night, there was still no portal from Vala to bring us home, and that made me remember something else.

She was going to ban me from hugging for five seconds if I didn’t make it to second base with Window.

She wouldn’t wait until I do that to give us our return portal, would she? I thought to myself. The more I thought about it, the more it sounded like something Vala would do. She might have been a lazy dragon who just wanted to play video games all day, but she was also a pervert with the dirty mind of an old man.

That just went to show her true age.

“Window, I think that uh, she’s not going to let us go home until we do that one thing she told us to do,” I said.

Window blushed and looked away with both heads. “I—I already figured that out. It’s like those fan comics people make of their favorite ships where two characters are locked in a room and they’re not allowed out until they… d-do lewd things.”

“If you don’t… want to do anything like that, we can probably just rent a room and wait until tomorrow morning. I doubt that she’d actually force us to do anything to—”

“I-it’s not like I’m being forced! That… tha-that makes it sound like I don’t want to…”

“So… you do want to do things?”

“Read the mood! I gave myself this top tier waifu body and have been pushing my chest against you all day!”

“Can’t you just tell me a simple yes or no?!”

“If you can’t read the mood with me then you’re doomed against Clawdia since she’s way more tsun!”

“At least I can drug her with catnip to get the truth out of her!”

“You can’t rely on drugging people to find out if they want to do lewd things or not!”

Once again, we ended up having a pretty outrageous conversation while in an area full of other people staring at us wondering whether they should call the police or not.

I lowered my voice and said, “Fine, we’re going to order a room and do exactly what Vala expects us to do.”

“Hmph, fine,” Window replied.

“That’s not a no.”

“It obviously isn’t!”

And so, we went and rented a hotel room.

“Di-didn’t the scene transition way too fast?” Window asked as we stood before our rented bed.

“I was so distracted thinking about this that I don’t even remember the walk over here or paying for the room,” I answered.

“Sa-same. The power of distractions is scary… it’s powerful enough to wipe memories.”

“I think it’s less that distractions are powerful and more that we’re just stupid.”

“Hey, don’t lump me in with you. You’re stupid, yes, but I’m an informational status waifu! It’s in my job description that I’m the exact opposite of stupid!”

“Your job description must be using a custom dictionary then.”

“Keep it up and I’ll change my mind about letting you touch me.”

“Don’t act like you’re the only one being touched here. It’s not fair unless you touch me, too.”

“Tha-that was never part of the deal! I’m an informational status waifu! Not a lewd touching waifu!”

It was time to test out my latest trick. “Fine. You don’t have to touch me if you don’t want to.”

“I didn’t say I don’t want to!”

My trick worked. Window might have been too nervous to outright admit wanting to do anything, but she was still able to deny not wanting to do things. With a bit of refining the technique, it might even prove effective against Clawdia. “Neither of us have to do anything to each other if you don’t want to.”

“Tha-that’s the opposite of what I want! Wait… you’re totally tricking me into being honest with my feelings right now, aren’t you?”

“What? I’d never do that.”

“Just like you’d never cheat using a tank in the final battle against the cats?”

“Exactly.”

“I should hit you.”

“That’s Clawdia’s thing.”

“We’re not even in the same universe right now, so it’s okay if I steal her character traits.”

“Or we could both just be honest about what we want to do since we’re consenting adults who clearly want to do things together.”

“Wh-where did that confidence come from all of a sudden?”

“You should know by now that I try not to let gags run on for too long.”

Both copies of Window sat down on the edge of the bed and looked up at me. “Fine. I… I’ll stop being dumb about this. But my heart isn’t ready for anything more than touching! So… do-don’t get your hopes up that we’re going to do anything else.”

“I won’t. First, which of you is the original Window?”

The Window sitting on the right side held up her hand. “Why?”

“Because it’s only fair that I do this with the original first.”

Having already done things with Vala and Cami made adult things easier, but I still felt a bit nervous around Window. Maybe it was because, in a way, she was more like a friend to me than they were. Vala and Cami were very clearly in girlfriend territory whereas Window was more like in best friend territory. Or rather, Vala and Cami were girlfriends first and friends second. Window was my friend first and girlfriend second. Of course, I liked them all equally. It wasn’t like I was any less romantically interested in Window. It was just that, in a way, I was afraid of messing things up with her in the way that somebody would normally be when trying to take things to the next step with their best friend.

But even so, I held onto the original Window and kissed her. It was our first real kiss and, once our lips were actually connected, all of my stupid worries were washed away. Her act of playing hard to get vanished in an instant as she leaned into the kiss, wrapping her arms around my neck in return to keep me in place so that the connection of our lips wouldn’t break any time soon.

The kissing only ended so that Window could pull her head back with burning cheeks to look into my eyes and say, “I… I love you, Drake. A-and I’m sorry for being so stubborn. It’s still… really hard to be honest, even now.” She sounded completely different to how she sounded just minutes prior. That was the power of kissing.

I pushed the hair away from her forehead and placed a kiss against the new clearing. “You wouldn’t be Window if you weren’t being stubborn and complicating things.”

“You—you’re supposed to say you love me back! At least tell me that much if you’re going to call me out!”

“I wouldn’t be me if I didn’t tease you first, right?”

“I—I guess that’s true… now… ca-can you say it, please?”

Her eyes were full of eager anticipation as she struggled to look at me. “I love you too, Window,” I said before returning my lips to her own that were curled into a wide smile.

We might not have gotten to any touching yet, but that was perfectly fine. Simply kissing on the bed was more than enough for us. Even if that was all we did for the night, it would have been enough to satisfy both of us. Neither of us wanted anything more in the moment than to enjoy each other’s embrace as we allowed our true feelings for each other to come out without calling me the worst and without me threatening to throw her.

But the night was young and we underestimated ourselves. We really, really underestimated ourselves.

We never stopped at second base.

The night started pretty slowly with what felt like an hour of kissing and cuddling on the bed. However, as soon as we finally decided to go to the next base—well, the gas pedal broke got stuck while pressed down and we were quick to make up for all the time spent bullying each other instead of doing lewder things to each other. And since there were two of her and only one of me, I ended up doing twice the usual amount of work even if was unnecessary since both of her bodies shared… sensations.

Needless to say, I felt like I was drained by a succubus as far as my energy and body went. That was the kind of night I could only manage to do maybe once a year.

And when I remembered that I had multiple girlfriends and that I was almost definitely going to end up in similar situations with all of them, I realized that I was going to need to start exercising more to get into even better shape. Otherwise, I would never be able to keep up with all of them.

To make matters even worse for my body, the next morning, Window must have felt pretty energetic since I woke up to the sensation of her bouncing on top of my abdomen while her hands shook my shoulders. I didn’t know how she could be so full of energy despite the… activities that lasted deep into the night with both of her bodies.

“—a!”

I was seriously exhausted still. I couldn’t even bring myself to open my eyes or to listen to whatever she was saying properly.

“Pa—…—ke up!”

“Relax,” I grumbled. “Give me five more minutes at least.”

“—iiiine.”

Thankfully, despite how much energy Window had, she was willing to let me get five more minutes of sleep.

But only five more minutes.

Obviously, anybody who asks for five more minutes really means that they want about five more hours. That’s one of the rules of the universe. Whatever number of minutes somebody asks to keep sleeping for, you’re supposed to multiply that by sixty.

But Window came back exactly five minutes later.

“Ti—…—et up! Pa—”

I somehow felt even more tired after those extra five minutes, but I also felt annoyed enough to finally open my eyes to see what she wanted.

My head was still on its side when I opened my eyes. The first sight I saw was… a snoring Window with drool hanging from the corner of her lips as she snored right into my face.

That confused me. Was I still half asleep? Was I imagining things? Window’s other body disappeared before we went to sleep because she ran out of energy to keep it going thanks to everything we did during the night.

Did she create another double in her sleep?

No, wait, I thought.

The voice that came from over me sounded… younger than Window. Younger and way more girly.

I felt far more awake all of a sudden.

I fully opened my eyes and turned my head to look at whoever was on top of me.

That was when I saw her and finally understood what she was calling me the entire time.

“Papa!” said the small girl with pink hair that featured a black undertone. “Ehehe!” She looked like a little girl probably around the age of ten or so. She also had on a plain, white dress that looked pretty… rectangular. I never saw a dress that looked as blocky as hers did. I then got a closer look at her face as she leaned down against me, placing her chin right against the top of my chest as she stared into my eyes. Her eyes were wide and full of both innocence and joy.

“He-hey, Window,” I said, grabbing onto the first part of Window I could find and shaking her.

That may or may not have been her chest.

“H-huuh?” Window asked, grumbling as she slowly opened her eyes. “Wh-where do you think you’re touching this early? Just because I let you… touch them last night doesn’t mean you’re still allow—” She went silent once she saw who was on top of me.

The girl noticed Window looking at her and smiled wide before jumping bodies from mine to Window’s. “Mama!” she shouted, wrapping her arms around Window’s neck and nuzzling the side of her face against Window’s.

I started to get out of bed only to remember that we’d need to send whoever this small girl was out of the room while me and Window put some clothes on. For the moment, I kept myself covered up with the blanket while sitting up in bed. “Window… what’s this thing?” Calling the girl a thing probably wasn’t the right thing to say, but I never was good with kids.

And the girl didn’t approve either as she looked at me to say, “I’m not a thing! I’m an informational status… umm… daughter? Yeah! An informational status daughter!”

“Dr-Drake,” Window said, looking straight at me. “What did you do to me in my sleep?”

I wanted to shout, “I didn’t do anything!” but I didn’t want to raise my voice around the girl. I might not have known how to react around kids despite always wanting a bunch of them, but I did know better than to shout in front of them. So, instead, I tried to keep a calm voice as I said, “I didn’t do anything, so don’t blame this on me.”

As for the girl, she giggled at our confusion and said, “It was both of you!”

“What do you mean?”

“Mama really, really, really wanted a kid with Papa, so she made me! But she wouldn’t have been able to without Papa!”

Window’s eyes widened a bit more as she came to a realization. “Drake… I—I think… when umm… you… had your… y-you know… D-DNA in me… while I was asleep… I… um… dr-dreamed of… u-us having a kid… a-and… my body must have… com-combined our uh… y-you know, and uh… ma-made her in my sleep… it’s the only… the only e-explanation I can think of.”

“You mean this little girl isn’t just delusional and in the wrong room?” I asked.

“Hmph! I’m not de-loo-shin-al!” the girl said with a pout. “Don’t make me throw you, Papa!”

And now it was time for my realization. For this girl to threaten to throw me… she really did have my blood in her. I also already felt like a proud father which was something I really didn’t expect to start my morning with.

“Window,” I said, looking straight at her.

“Dr-Drake,” Window said, looking straight at me.

We nodded in unison before looking at the girl still on top of her.

There was no denying it.

This girl was our daughter.


Chapter Nine

“Woah… it’s like something out of that movie with the lions,” Vala said as she stood in front of us. She opened up a portal for us to come home through a couple of hours after Window and I woke up to the realization that we became parents.

As for me, I stood there back in our home universe with my new daughter held up in the air in front of me. I never expected the joys of fatherhood to hit me so quickly, but… something came over me. Something came over me ever since I realized this girl really was our daughter.

And that something was immense pride.

I made her.

I made a child.

And she took after me.

Therefore, it was only natural for me to hold her up in the air with my hands under her arms so that I could present her to everybody, even if everybody only consisted of Vala at the moment.

“He’s been like this ever since she threatened to throw him,” Window said, standing by my side with her face planted in her hand.

I used to want nothing more while growing up than to have a whole group of wives and children. Then I thought both were going to be impossible and never happen. Then I got multiple girlfriends, but I still doubted I would ever have children let alone a child. Yet, there I was, with my own child help up in the air in front of me.

“Ehehe, this must be what Mama feels like when Papa throws her!” our daughter said, holding her arms out to her sides and lightly flapping them as if she were an informational status bird daughter.

“You haven’t even seen him throw me yet! That’s not something you should know about! And he throws me way higher than that!” Window said, causing our daughter to giggle even more.

“Woah,” Vala said again, “she’s even creating plot holes. She really is your daughter, Window.”

Window blinked a few times before looking up at our daughter.

In the same way that I had the proud realization of her being our genuine daughter when she threatened to throw me, Window now had the same reaction due to our daughter talking about something that she shouldn’t have known about.

I nodded to Window and handed our daughter over.

Window might not have been as tall as me, but she still held our daughter up in the same way that I was. Only, she looked more smug than proud. “It makes sense that she knows everything since she’s my daughter, after all!”

Standing side by side, Window and I laughed with pride.

“Woah,” Vala said for the third time, “the power of being a parent makes people laugh like villains… oh, and nice, Window.” She wiggled her eyebrows at Window. “You too, Drake.” She wiggled her eyebrows at me next.

Well, it was probably safe to assume that we definitely did a lot more than simply touching each other considering that we had a daughter to show for it.

“But I’m kind of jealous… hey, Window. I call dibs on making a kid with you next.”

Window’s cheeks were quick to turn red. “Wha-what are you talking about?! We—we’re both girls! It doesn’t work that way!”

“Magic.”

“Oh. Yeah, I guess that using magic can basically solve any possible problem we could ever ha—wait! What are you talking about in front of our daughter?!” Window lowered our daughter to the ground and placed her hands over her ears. “You can’t say things like that in front of a kid!”

“Yeah, Vala,” I said. “You can’t just talk about impregnating Window with the power of magic in front of a child.”

Window turned an even brighter shade of red as she looked up at me. “Why would you phrase it that way?!”

“Because I wanted to tease you and because you’re already covering up her ears.”

Vala giggled. “Heh. I can see it now. Drake is gonna be the cool dad who does dangerous and stupid things with her while you,” she said to Window, “are going to try and protect her and baby her.”

“Sounds about right.”

“I’m doomed,” Window said. “Wait…” She set our daughter down and then transformed with a poof of smoke surrounding her.

And just like that, Window was back to her usual self.

I already missed her holding my arm against her chest.

	Stop missing weird things. Anyways.


She hovered right in front of our daughter.

	Can you do this?


Copying just what Window did, a poof of smoke surrounded our daughter and, once cleared, revealed…

	Ehehe.


She revealed her informational status window form. She basically looked exactly like Window but smaller.

	Paap! Oops, typo.
Papa! Throw me!



She was too cute to say no to. “How far do you want to go?”

	To space! Like how you throw Mama!


	DRAKE DON’T YOU DARE
SHE’S TOO YOUNG AND SMALL TO BE THROWN LIKE THAT



	But I wanna be thrown!


	YOU CAN BE THROWN WHEN YOU’RE OLDER


	Hmph. You don’t have to caps lock at me…


	O-oh. Right. Sorry. I didn’t mean to capitalize my letters at you. I just don’t want you getting hurt in case something weird happens up there.


	It’s okay, Mama. I know you’re being careful because you love me. You’re the best Mama an informational status daughter could ever ask for.


Tears formed at the bottom corners of Window’s window.

	You—you’re such a good girl already. I don’t deserve to have such a daughter… I—I need a moment.


Window turned away from us and spawned an arm from her body to wipe away the tears with a tissue.

While Window was turned away, our daughter floated right up in front of my face.

	Pssttt, Papa, come on. Hurry up and throw me while she’s not looking.


“Did you just butter her up to distract her?”

She nodded her window.

	I didn’t say anything I didn’t mean… but I also really want to be thrown.


“I’ll throw you toward the mountain, alright? You can visit space when you’re older.”

	Deal!


So, in proper informational status window throwing fashion, I grabbed onto my daughter and held her as if she was a flying disc before winding up the toss and letting her loose. I made sure not to use all of my strength or anything so that she wouldn’t fly too far. Of course, she still flew with the speed of a bullet toward the mountains in the distance.

It was only after hearing her zoom by that Window instantly turned around to face me.

	YOU THREW HER


“But not into space.”

	YOU CAN’T JUST THROW YOUR DAUGHTER LIKE THAT
THIS IS ABUSE
DO YOU KNOW THERE ARE PEOPLE ALREADY UPSET AT US BECAUSE THEY THINK WE HAVE AN ABUSIVE RELATIONSHIP? THEY’VE EVEN LEFT REVIEWS CALLING OUR ROUTINE ABUSIVE! NOW IMAGINE WHAT THEY’RE GOING TO THINK IF THEY SEE YOU THROWING AROUND YOUR OWN DAUGHTER! THE POLICE ARE GOING TO COME UP TAKE HER AWAY FROM US AND YOU’RE GOING TO BE LOCKED UP IN JAIL WHERE THE ONLY HAREM YOU GET IS A FIGMENT OF YOUR IMAGINATION WHEN YOU GO INSANE FROM SOLITARY CONFINEMENT AND START PRETENDING THAT YOUR FOOD AND EATING UTENSILS ARE WAIFUS. ALL YOU’ll HAVE IS CRUMB-CHAN AND FORK-CHAN AND RANDOM-BUG-IN-THE-CORNER-CHAN
IS THAT REALLY THE FUTURE THAT YOU WANT FOR YOURSELF?



	Ehehe, that was fun! Again, Papa! Again again!


	OH THANK—I mean, good, thank you for coming back safe and sound. Now stay here where it’s nice and—


I sent our daughter flying again.

	RFGEHWDRGHR4EWYGH543RWEGY43QRWGT4R3QWEGVR3QW
DRAKE
WHY
SHE WAS BACK AND SAFE



“She wanted thrown again,” I answered.

	ARE YOU GOING TO DO EVERYTHING SHE WANTS? WHAT IF SHE WANTS TO EXPLODE THE WORLD? WHAT IF SHE WANTS TO JUMP INTO A POOL OF LAVA?


“Both of those sound normal and survivable now that I’ve gotten used to this place.”

	OKAY YEAH MAYBE BUT THAT’S NOT THE POINT
PLEASE STOP THROWING HER MY HEART CAN’T HANDLE IT I DON’T KNOW WHAT I’M GOING TO DO IF SOMETHING HAPPENS BECAUSEI ‘;BE ONYRLK IVER I’VE ONLY HAD HER FOR A COUPLE OF HOURS BUT I ALREADY LOVE HER AND DON’T WANT ANYTHING BAD TO HAPPEN TO HER AND I’M SCARED BECAUSE I HAVE NO IDEA WHAT I’M GOING TO DO AND I HAVE NO IDEA HOW TO BE A GOOD MOM SO I’M ALREADY PANICKING AND YOU’RE NOT HELPING AND I’M SERIOUSLY FREKAING OUTH ESO PLEASE



Our daughter reappeared in her daughter form behind Window and jumped up to pull her down and wrap her arms around her in a hug. “I’m sorry, Mama. Please don’t be mad at Papa. I won’t make you worry anymore. I promise.”

“No, she has every right to be upset with me. Sorry, Window,” I said. I really messed up. As much as I wanted to make our daughter happy by giving her what she wanted, Window was seriously panicking and I needed to do a better job of considering her feelings. I wasn’t this girl’s only parent. Decisions needed to be made together, not behind each other’s backs. “I promise that I’ll do better. I’m serious.” I crouched down and joined them in the hug. Window ended up sandwiched between me and our daughter.

We stayed like that for a few moments before Window wiggled out from between us to show us what she had to say.

	Th-thanks…
I won’t try to be overly protective, but… I’m sorry in advance if I get too worried and ruin the fun.



“Don’t worry. I’ll learn to say no so that I can share the blame for ruining the fun,” I said. “Here, watch.” I turned to our daughter. “Ask me for something outrageous.”

“Throw me into a new universe!” our daughter requested.

“No.”

“Hmph! You’re the worst! I hate you, Papa! Ehehe… how was that?”

I never felt so much pain in my life before. Even when I got hurt during the battles before my pain was lowered thanks to Vala buffing me, that pain could never compare to how it felt to hear our daughter shout at me that she hated me.

I felt like somebody took a railgun and fired it point blank through my heart.

I felt like somebody condensed all the energy of the sun into a laser and disintegrated my heart with it.

It was a pain far worse than anything that anybody could ever imagine beyond even the most extreme of ideas.

If I was an important guard being interrogated for the nuclear launch codes so that some cartoon villain could launch nukes and destroy the world, I would give up in an instant if I was threatened with hearing her say that again.

“Window… it hurts,” I said.

Window turned back into her humanoid self and got behind my left arm before wrapping her own arms around it, hugging it against her chest. “I can’t even imagine how painful that must have been… so I’ll give you this special service. Does this help?”

“It does, thank you.”

And to my right, I felt a similar sensation lower down on my arm. That turned out to be our daughter doing the same thing to my right arm, hugging it. “Ehehe, I can do it, too!”

With a girlfriend on one arm and a daughter on the other arm, all of the pain washed away from me. I felt reinvigorated. I felt like a new man. I felt like somebody who could crush a black hole between my fingers.

Of course, how I appreciated their hugs was completely different. I appreciated Window’s hug because she was hugging my arm right between her windows. I appreciated our daughter’s hug because it was the pure, innocent, and loving hug from a daughter to her father.

“Dang,” Vala said after standing there watching everything before looking at me and Window. “I ship you both so hard. And I feel like I just watched an entire anime’s worth of relationship development between you two in the span of a couple minutes.”

“Do you really need to ship us if it’s already set sail?” Window asked.

“Yes. Shipping is my form of approval. That is why I have to ship everybody here with everybody else here, so that everybody knows all love is approved.”

As if our daughter never even realized that Vala was there before, her eyes widened and she let go of my arm before running up to her. “Auntie Vala!”

“Au-auntie?!”

Our daughter lunged forward and wrapped her arms around Vala’s waist, burying her face against her stomach. “Ehehe! It’s nice to meet you, Auntie Vala!”

“I—I don’t know if I like how that sounds or if it makes me feel old…”

“I doubt it makes you feel as old as you are,” I said.

Vala did the incredibly rare thing of glaring at me after I said that. “Becoming a dad must have made you cheeky.”

If she didn’t love me, I had a feeling that I would have been burned into a pile of ash already. “Sorry, I couldn’t resist. Anyways, does it make you feel better if you think of yourself as the cool aunt who the kids always love because she’s super fun to hang out with?”

“Ooh… yeah, that helps. I’m the cool aunt!” She looked down at our daughter. “Right? I’m cool, right? I even play vidya and stuff! I’m super cool!”

“Only old people say vidya these days, Auntie Vala,” our daughter answered.

Vala took a staggered step back as what little color her already pale skin had was drained from her. “I… I’m old…”

Our daughter turned to face me and Window. “I wanna meet Delphi and Cami and Lavi! Where are they? Oh! And Clawdia! And Conan and Catrir! I wanna meet everybody!”

“The… the house… bedroom… because the sheets smelled like Drake…” Vala answered for us.

“Oh! Thanks, Auntie Vala!” Without saying anything else, she ran off toward the house. That must have been where Delphi, Lavi, and Cami were. Trying to piece together what Vala said, it must have been because they missed me and the bedsheets smelled the strongest like me.

“How are you doing?” I asked Vala, Window checking up on her with me.

“I’m… I’m old. I’m a boomer. I thought I was still hip and cool… but somebody who’s actually hip and cool has put me in my place… I’ve been nothing but an imposter this whole time and now the real deal is here,” Vala said, sounding too dead to be depressed. “Drake… will you still love me even if I’m an old lady?”

I sighed and hugged her. “I’ll still love you even if you’re the oldest woman in all universes.”

“Heh… Drake Hunter? More like GILF Hunter.”

“You sound like you’re better already.”

“Duh. It’s because we hugged. I’m all powered up and young and hip again now that I’ve had a hug!”

“Has hugging been the secret to youth this entire time?!”

“Since the dawn of time!”

“That’s way too huge of a discovery to have gone unnoticed until now!”

“It’s not my fault nobody ever hugged enough to realize it. Speaking of hugs…” Vala broke off our hug and set her eyes on Window before licking her lips.

“Drake,” Window said, “I feel like a rabbit being stared at by a wolf.”

“Wouldn’t it be more fitting to feel like a cow being stared at by a dragon?” I asked.

“I didn’t make my chest big enough to feel like a cow.”

“Fair point.”

Before we could make any more points, Vala lunged forward and tackle-hugged Window to the ground while burying her face right against her chest.

The way that Vala hugged Window reminded me of how our daughter hugged her, albeit with entirely different intentions.

Now, while Vala made Window squirm and let out embarrassing noises on the ground, I wondered how everybody else was going to react to our daughter. Hopefully none of them were going to suffer as much critical damage as Vala did during their first encounters with her.

We also still needed to think of a name for her.


Chapter Ten

Having a kid turned out to be pretty fun. However, I quickly discovered just how stressful the situation was when it came to thinking of what to name her.

A name was something that she would be stuck with for the rest of her life! And considering that she was part informational status window, I was pretty sure that she’d be immortal.

Having to think of a name for my daughter was far more intimidating than the fact that I probably had an immortal daughter.

Fortunately, I had a strategy to deal with the stress of having to name my daughter.

And that strategy involved dealing with it later.

For the time being, while Vala teased and played with Window on the ground, I went to go and find where our daughter ran off to. Well, I didn’t exactly have to search for her since I knew exactly where she went. She went to where Delphi, Cami, and Lavi were, and that was supposedly inside of the house. That supposedly was confirmed once I stood outside the house and heard their voices come from within.

Before I could open the door to the house, though, somebody else opened it from within. That somebody just so happened to be Delphi with a huge smile on her face as she charged out of the door without looking first. She ended up knocking me over and conveniently landing with her chest right against my face.

I wasn’t going to complain about that.

“Master! I found you!” Delphi said, pulling her chest off from my face to look down at me instead.

“You should probably look in front of you when you run like that,” I said. Even if I wasn’t going to complain about how she landed with her chest against my face, I was still going to try and stop her from running without looking. I didn’t want my daughter to pick up that habit. What if she tried to cross the road without looking first?

Well, there weren’t any roads in our world. The closest things to roads were the lanes during battles. Regardless, to be a good father, I had to consider safety. Being influenced by Delphi into potentially running around all over the place without looking first wasn’t good.

There was also the fact that Delphi almost kneed me in the crotch when she charged out the door.

“Oh! Sorry, Master! I’ll be more careful! I was just really excited! We found this tiny fun thing!” Delphi explained, her ears twitching as she talked while her tail rapidly wagged behind her. Her tail wagged so hard that it made her hips wag, too, and the wagging of her hips made the rest of her body jiggle around, and that… created a very nice sight from where I was, considering that her chest was hanging down over my own.

But that was not the best sight. The best sight was the pure expression of happiness on her face as her eyes shined and her smile refused to be anything but as wide as possible. So, I reached up to pet her head. It was too irresistible to not pet. “By tiny fun thing, do you mean my daughter?”

Delphi’s eyes widened as much as they could as her body became still. “Ma-Master’s daughter?! I knew she smelled like you, and she has the same eyes as you, and she even introduced herself as your daughter, but I didn’t think she was serious! I thought she was playing a game! Like playing House since we were inside the house!”

“She was serious, as unbelievable as it might sound.”

Delphi tilted her head. “But it doesn’t sound unbelievable.”

“Then why didn’t you believe her?”

“Because if I believed her then I was going to get so excited that my heart might explode and I didn’t want to explode.”

“Why would you get that excited?”

“Because! She’s Master’s daughter! One, she already counts as a new friend to play with and that’s amazing! But it’s even more amazing if she’s your daughter! That means she’s like a mini-Master! Wait… Master, if you’re the dad… who’s the mom?”

“Window.”

Delphi stared straight at me in silence as the gears turned in her mind. I could tell just from looking at her that she was trying to figure out how that worked.

“She gave herself a normal body. You can even see it over there,” I explained, pointing over to where Vala was still groping and teasing Window.

“Window transformed! Does she taste better now?”

“Does—does she taste better now?”

“Yeah! I tried licking her before and she tasted weird.”

From the distance, a shouting Window could be heard. “Wha-what are you telling him?! And I didn’t taste weird!”

“Now that you mention it,” I said, “I noticed that she tasted like strawberries when I kissed her. I thought it was just lipstick… but she tasted like strawberries even on her neck and ear. And elsewhere.”

“What are you telling her about?!”

Delphi somehow managed to look even more excited. Every single time I thought that Delphi couldn’t look more excited than she already was, she managed to prove me wrong. It was almost as if she lived in a constant state of always being able to become more excited with every bit of new news no matter how trivial it actually was. She could be the most excited girl in the universe, be told something new and trivial such as a random fact about ants, and she would still manage to get even more excited. It was endearing. Extremely endearing. It made me want to continue thinking of new things to tell her to get her more and more excited.

But then her heart might actually explode. I didn’t want her heart to explode.

“Wait, Master,” Delphi said, seriously staring into my eyes all of a sudden.

“What?” I asked.

“What if… if it’s possible for her to taste like strawberries… is it… is it possible… to taste like soup?”

“You know, if you think about it, she does taste like soup already.”

“What?! How?!”

“Think about it. Imagine strawberry soup. If she tastes like strawberries, then that means she tastes like the strawberry ingredient of strawberry soup. Soup itself has no taste, right? Its taste is affected by its ingredients. In this case, strawberry is the broth and the main ingredient. So, she already tastes like soup. Like strawberry soup.”

Delphi collapsed onto me at the end of my explanation, reaching one hand up to rest on her chest. “Ma-Master… my—my heart… I can’t… I can’t take it… I’m… I’m too excited… it’s gonna—it’s gonna explode…” She might have been talking about her heart exploding, but she looked more like she was in such an extreme state of heat that she couldn’t even stand anymore. “I-it hurts, Master. I can’t handle it…”

“Wait, are you alright? You’re not seriously going to explode or anything, are you?”

With half-lidded eyes, she clutched onto my shirt and looked up at me. I couldn’t tell if she was extremely aroused or if she had an extreme fever and was about to die.

“I see,” Vala said, now standing next to us with her hands on her hips.

I looked for where Window was and saw her in the distance, still on her back, covering her face up with her hands now that her clothes and hair were all messed up.

“Is Delphi gonna be alright?” I asked Vala.

“Only if you kiss her,” Vala answered. “You have to give her a forehead kiss to release the excitement.”

“What’s that going to do?!”

“Forehead kisses are some of the most powerful kisses in the university.” Vala nodded twice. “Whenever somebody is getting too excited, kissing their forehead, despite being exciting in its own right, will also relax them.” She nodded two more times. “Truly, forehead kisses are the ultimate medicine to prevent spontaneous explosions of the heart.” Another two nods.

“Master… pl-please,” Delphi whined, using the last of her strength to drag herself farther up my body.

“Is this really going to help?” I asked Vala.

“Nod nod,” Vala said, nodding.

“You don’t have to say ‘nod nod’ if you’re going to nod anyways!”

“Vala stepped back with a look of shock on her face as if the entire universe was crumbling all around her from the sudden realization of learning that she didn’t have to say ‘nod nod’ while nodding!”

“Don’t narrate yourself! And I’m afraid for our pocket universe if that’s all it takes to make it crumble!” When I heard either a pained or excited moan from Delphi, I returned my attention to her and did what Vala suggested. I pressed my lips against her forehead and kissed her.

The next moment, Delphi was up on her feet looking just like normal. “That was close. Thanks for saving me from exploding, Master! I’m gonna go lick Window now.”

“This feels extremely anticlimactic.”

Before she could reply, Delphi was already on her way over to Window.

Window was finally getting up from the grass just in time to be tackle-hugged by Delphi, knocking her back down onto her back as Delphi went for Window’s face.

“Is… is Window going to be alright?” I asked.

“Heh, she’s gonna be more than alright if you know what I’m saying,” Vala answered.

“Why do I have a feeling that for the next hour, every single time Window is about to get up and straighten herself out, somebody else is going to knock her down and do things with her?”

“You can’t just go and expose the newest running gag like that, Drake. Haven’t you ever heard of showing instead of telling?”

“Since when do you care about literary norms?!”

“Oh. Good point. Whew, that was a close one. I almost broke character and became some boring prude who gives overused writing advice on the internet. Also, now that we’re alone… you—you’re gonna have a kid with me too, right?” She might have started off sounding just like normal, but her last question featured her sounding insecure and nervous.

“I—I mean,” I turned my head and scratched my cheek. I could feel that I was blushing. “Obviously.”

“But I want… an actual baby, okay? One I can rock in my arms, and cuddle with, and sing to until they fall asleep, and dress in really cute clothes, and… I really want to experience them from the very beginning instead of skipping any steps. No-not that I think there’s anything wrong with skipping steps! I would still love them even if they started off older, but… I’ve always wanted a baby… even if I think they’re super annoying most of the time…”

Since Delphi was busy being on top of Window instead of me, I could finally get up and immediately hugged Vala once I was. “Don’t worry about it. And my answer is still the same. That’s obviously going to happen.”

“He-heh… thanks.”

“But we’re going to need some privacy if that’s what you want us to make.”

“Tha-that can be arranged.”

Both of us were heavily blushing at that point.

Then, when the hug ended, Vala returned to sounding just like her usual self as she said, “Oh, I’m totally skipping the pregnant part though. I don’t want morning sickness and don’t care about getting kicked and punched from the inside. And I don’t want to look fat.”

“There’s nothing wrong with gaining weight when pregnant.”

“You know how lazy I am! Do you know how hard it would be to lose weight afterwards?!”

“Couldn’t you just magic the weight away? And those other problems?”

“Look, even if I want a baby, I still don’t like the idea of a parasite bobbling around inside of me for the first fifty-seven months, and then once the shell forms, I don’t want to walk around with a giant egg the size of my torso!”

“That just got way too weird! What kind of pregnancy are you talking about here?! Nothing about that sounded like a normal pregnancy! And don’t call our future child a parasite!”

“I’ll love them even if they’re a parasite, but I won’t lie about what they are! And that’s how dragon pregnancies work! I know I might look like a cute waifu, but don’t forget that I’m still a dragon under my meat suit!”

“Wait… that’s seriously how it works for it dragons? And if you’re all so powerful, why don’t you just… magic the process into being simpler?”

“Well… not every dragon is as strong as me, I guess. Bu-but that’s not the point! My point is that it’s a horrible process and takes forever! That’s why I’m skipping it! Our baby can start off as an egg in a basket!”

“Wait… again. If you’re… you know, an actual, legitimate dragon, and we have a kid… is it going to be a dragon? A half dragon?”

“I have no idea.”

“Hasn’t this ever happened before?”

“Nope.”

“So, we’re going to make history by making the first dragon-human hybrid?”

“Yep.”

“It’s seriously never happened before?”

“Only in stories written by humans with weird attractions to dragons.”

“Should you really be calling those attractions weird considering our relationship?”

“Well, we’re different since I’m making myself look like a cute waifu instead of a dragon. I wouldn’t expect you to want to do lewd things with me if I looked like my normal self. Plus… with the size difference… I’m uh… not really sure it’d be possible.”

“I would feel emasculated if it weren’t for knowing your real form is literally bigger than mountains.”

“Yeah.”

“So uh… I guess I’ll leave it to you to arrange some privacy for us.”

“Ye-yeah.”

“Wait, couldn’t you probably just snap a baby of ours into existence right now?”

“But… if we do it the normal way… we have an excuse to do lots of… it.”

“O-oh. Right. Good thinking.”

“Plus it would take away from the fact that you just had a kid with Window and the cast would get too bloated too quickly if we all have a bunch of kids with you all of a sudden.”

“Despite you being weird and referring to us like we’re some sort of cast of characters in a play, I actually get what you mean. It’d be nice to have some bonding time with her before I have a bunch of other kids begging for my attention.”

“Right? Plus I’m not ready to share you more than I already am yet.”

“Want a hug and forehead kiss?”

“Yes, please.”

One hug and forehead kiss later, Vala was ready to go play some more games. Apparently, while I was gone, she made a couple of trees pop up near the house and she hung a hammock between them. That was her new gaming spot as she hung halfway off the hammock upside down, holding her handheld console in front of her face.

Inside the house, I finally made it to the bedroom where Cami, Lavi, and my daughter were.

And I instantly related to Window from when I threw our daughter.

“Heh, you’re good, but you’ve got a long way’s to go!” Lavi shouted as she held the curtain rod from the window in her hands, using it to block…

To block the sword that she gave my daughter.

My daughter, standing on the edge of the bed with barely any balance, was holding and swinging around Lavi’s very much real sword. Meanwhile, Cami sat at the back of the bed with her back against the wall and a pillow held against her chest as she watched the show.

I was about to shout before remembering that shouting around my daughter wasn’t something I ever wanted to do. Unless it was for comedic effect.

And this wouldn’t be for comedic effect.

“Lavi,” I said in the best calm, serious voice I could, “why is a little girl swinging your sword around?”

I expected her to maybe act like a deer who just noticed that a truck was barreling toward her, but she didn’t. All she did was chuckle a little and say, “Don’t worry, Master. The safety is on and can only be disabled when I’m holding it.”

“How—how does a sword have a safety? Wouldn’t the safety be the sheath?”

“Nah. Watch.” Lavi bowed in front of my daughter.

The next moment, my daughter swung the sword’s edge down toward Lavi’s head… and bounced off with a cartoonish sound effect.

“See? Safety,” Lavi said.

“Bonk!” my daughter cheered. “I win!”

“O-oi! That doesn’t count! I was demonstrating something!”

“Too bad, I win. You never said pause!”

“Tch… you little brat. You’re smart. Using the power of being technically correct at such a young age… oi, how old even are you?”

“Uhhh, maybe five?”

“Five years? No way.”

“Ehehe, not years! Hours!”

Lavi looked at me just as confused as I was when I first saw the girl. “Don’t question it,” I said. “She’s telling the truth. She’s also me and Window’s kid.”

“Wait!” Lavi shouted. “You mean that she wasn’t roleplaying about being your kid?!”

“Nope. She’s actually my kid.”

My daughter walked closer to me on the bed, raised the sword, and brought it down against my head. “Bonk! Ehehe, I got you, Papa.”

“Master,” Cami said, finally speaking up.

“Yeah?” I replied.

“Who called dibs on being next?”

“Next to what?”

Cami pointed at my daughter and then pointed at me.

“A-ah… Vala, I think.”

“I call third.”

“O-oi,” Lavi said. “What about me and Del?”

“You can call a slot once you’ve done it with him.”

I sighed and threw pillows at them both. “Do I need to remind you there’s a kid here?”

“But we’re not being specific.”

“No,” Lavi said, “Master is right. We’re like… her cool big sisters now. We have to protect her, and that includes protecting her innocence.”

My daughter crossed her arms over her chest and said, “It’s not like I haven’t already been on the internet.”

Oh no, I thought. “When? When did you get access to the internet?”

“When you wanted more sleep. I went on Mama’s phone and saw lots of tabs open of idol girls from her game. Some of them wore really weird costumes.”

I felt the color drain from my skin.

Not only did my daughter already visit the internet… but she was exposed to my wife’s—Window’s, she was exposed to Window’s idol fetish and—

	d-i-didid-0idid-ididididididid you just gfwerrefer to mne as your wifwifgiwifweiwfiewife?


“Mama!” our daughter shouted, dropping the sword and jumping up into the air to grab onto and hang from Window. “Eww… you’re all yucky.”

Looking Window over, she had what looked like a layer of dog slobber coating her rectangular self.

I had a good idea of what was happening to her before she returned to her normal form and teleported into the bedroom.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

	GTRWEDSHGTE YES YOU DO YOU TOTALLY REFERRED TO ME AS YOUR WIFE AND THEN CHANGED IT
IT’S LITERALLY RIGHT UP THERE
I CAN SEE IT FROM HERE
a-and I’ll put a password on my phone… my bad



“Shouldn’t you be busy getting licked by Delphi?”

Window shuddered.

	Her… her tongue… it’s as big as the rest of her… and there’s so much drool… it’s like the inside of her mouth has a hose in there that never stops leaking…


I didn’t think that Window meant anything lewd by what she was saying… but I made sure to place a hand over our daughter’s eyes just in case.


Chapter Eleven

There was one more person who our daughter wanted to meet before we went and did a battle.

And it wasn’t Lake. If anything, our daughter actively wanted to avoid Lake due to thinking that she was creepy without ever even meeting her in the first place. Considering how Lake could act around cats, I didn’t blame her.

Then again, I was the same around fluffy bellies.

I was appreciative for the plot hole that made our daughter disturbed by Lake’s obsession but not mine.

Instead, the person that our daughter wanted to meet wasn’t technically a person at all. She wanted to meet a tank. Valkyria.

Speaking of Valkyria, she was starting to look pretty good. Well, she already looked good, but she was starting to look even better. Like new. Between her new turret and now the new body frame she had, all she needed left were new treads and then she’d be as good as new. But until then, she was still stuck in one place without the ability to move anywhere else. She didn’t mind that, though. It helped that the field of flowers growing around her grew denser and taller by the day. I could feel her happiness just by being close to her instead of having to place a hand on her or anything.

And the happiness I felt from her became overwhelming as soon as she turned her turret toward our daughter, discovering that I had one for the first time. She instantly knew what was going on and rose her turret as high into the air as she could. I wasn’t sure whether she was shocked or throwing her ‘arm’ up as if to celebrate, but I did know that she was stupidly happy. It was that same happiness that forced me to smile more than I already was.

“Valky!” our daughter shouted, leaving me and Window behind as she ran up to the tank and climbed on top of her.

Now, I wasn’t able to feel anything too specific from her because I wasn’t that close to her. However…

“I’m today years old!” our daughter said to Valkyria. “Hmm? Oh! Mommy is mommy!” She pointed at Window. “Ooh. Hmm. I’dunno. I like pink, I think!”

“Window,” I said. “Is she… actually talking to her?”

	I… guess so? It makes sense if you think about it. You were able to feel her emotions and have a vague idea of what she wanted to say and stuff by touching her, so why wouldn’t she be able to? She is your kid.


“Yeah, but it sounds like she’s having an actual conversation with her. I was never able to do that. Even if I could get a vague idea of what she wanted to express, I never heard any specific words or anything from her. I was only able to hold very one-sided conversations with her.”

	Maybe she’s doing what little kids do and playing pretend? Like when kids talk to stuffed animals and hold entire conversations with them?


“I feel like that comparison is an insult to Valkyria, but maybe.”

That was when our daughter turned and stuck her tongue out at us. “I’m not playing pretend! We’re talking!”

Valkyria nodded her barrel. The two of them went back to talking to each other after that, apparently. Me and Window were only able to see one side of the conversation, so we had to take their word that they were actually communicating on a deeper level than what I was capable of doing with Valkyria.

I didn’t know whether I felt more impressed or jealous. Not a serious jealousy, but how come she was able to talk to Valkyria while I wasn’t able to? Or rather, how come she was able to hear or understand Valkyria enough to hold a conversation while I wasn’t able to? She was my own flesh and blood! I should have been able to do anything that she could.

Then again, she was also half informational status window. Maybe that had something to do with it.

	lololol
imagine being jealous of your own daughter



“You know,” I said, “don’t you think that she’s the cutest informational status window in all of existence? There isn’t a single smarter, more competent, adorable informational status window than her.”

Window smacked into my side.

	YOU CAN’T MAKE ME JEALOUS OF OUR OWN DAUGHTER
But…
But you should also say those things about me sometimes, too…
n-not that I want you to or anything…
you non-virgin virgin



I sighed and flicked her. “Don’t worry, I was lying. She’s not an informational status window. She is all of those things, but only when it comes to being a hybrid between a human and an informational status window. You’re still the best actual informational status window.”

	Heh.
Dang straight I am.
Wait, but I’m the only informational status window you know. It doesn’t really feel that special when I know there’s no competition.



“It also means you’re the worst informational status window I know. You’re both the best, and worst, by default.”

	Don’t make me force you to pay me child support.


“Good luck with that because I have no money in the first place. Hah.”

	Tch. What a detestable man you are. You broke, good-for-nothing human!


“Hey, don’t call me a good-for-nothing just because I’m poor. You know how many people you’re going to insult by connecting those two things together?”

	WHAT WORTH DOES SOMEBODY HAVE IF THEY DON’T HAVE MONEY? MONEY IS WHAT DEFINES WORTH! A PERSON IS LITERALLY WORTHLESS IF THEY HAVE NO WORTH, AKA MONEY.
I’m joking I swear please don’t cancel me
Besides everybody knows that true worth is determined by how good your gacha pulls are



“I think that last part might be even more hurtful than the first thing you were saying.”

	Yeah, that’s—


“Battle time!” our daughter shouted.

Before either of us could even reply to that, we found ourselves teleported to the spooky battlefield in an instant.

“Hey… is she capable of all the same things you are?” I asked Window.

	A-apparently…
I think we might have to make some rules about randomly starting battles without permission.
But, while we’re here… we might as well make some plot progress.
BATTLE TIME LET’S GO



Window disappeared to finish getting everything set up and I could already see what was going to happen next as our daughter came running up to me.

I would need to muster all of my strength to refuse her—to say “no” to her.

“Papa!” she shouted. “Can I—”

“No,” I answered.

She looked like she was about to cry but I had to hold the line. “Bu-but…”

“It’s too dangerous. You can help in the fights when you’re older.”

She tilted her head. “But I don’t wanna fight.”

I blinked a few times as my mind raced through everything that just happened.

First, she took us to the battlefield. Then, she ran up to me. After that, she started off with a question asking if she could do something.

Was the obvious thing not to assume that she was going to ask to “play” in the battle herself?!

She stood there, sniffling as she looked up at me. “Pa-Papa doesn’t like me anymore…”

Seeing her almost cry was enough to make me actually cry.

“I’m—I’m sorry,” I said, dropping to my knees to wrap my arms around her for a hug. “Your papa is an idiot who tries to subvert tropes before they can happen. Please don’t hate me. What did you want to ask? Whatever it is, I’ll do it for you.”

“Woah,” Vala said, standing nearby with everybody else. “Becoming a dad really brings out a new side in men.”

“Do you think Master would pamper us like that if we cry?” Delphi asked.

Cami shook her head. “All you have to do is ask and he’ll do it.”

A bit of red colored Lavi’s cheeks. “I… I think it might be less embarrassing to pretend crying than to directly ask for something like that.”

Then my daughter spoke up to say, “I just wanted to sit on your shoulders… I thought I’d get to watch everything better if I was up on your shoulders…”

There was only one thing I could do after hearing that—only one thing to do to make things right.

I picked my daughter up, sat her down on my shoulders, and then climbed atop Valkyria to stand on the very top of her turret. “Now you’ll be able to see everything.”

“Ehehe… Operation: Fake Cry was a success!” my daughter said.

“Wait, those weren’t real tears?”

“U-umm… the-they were!”

“You’re not lying to me, are you?”

“I—I would never lie. I might sometimes not tell accurate truths… but I wouldn’t lie! The tears were real tears!”

It took me a few moments to think about that. It was clear my daughter wasn’t telling an accurate truth, but it was also clear that I knew my daughter would never lie to me. She was too perfect to do something like that.

Then I realized what must have been happening.

After all, she was the daughter of me and Window. What I realized was exactly the kind of thing a hybrid of ours would do.

“I understand,” I said.

“Y-you do?” my daughter asked.

“The tears were real. They physically existed in this world and could fit the dictionary definition of tears. The act of crying can also be defined as shedding tears. Therefore, you really did cry. But we all know what somebody really thinks of when it comes to crying and tears. You weren’t crying because you felt sad or upset, which you implied with your behavior. Instead, you were crying to get me to pamper you out of guilt.”

“Eh-ehehe… Pa-Papa is so smart!”

“I know.”

“S-so… am I in trouble?”

“No. You’re too cute to be in trouble.”

“Yay!”

“But.”

“Crap.”

“No more deceiving people. Next time you want pampered, just let me know and I’ll be happy to pamper you. Understand?”

“Ehehe. Okay, I won’t tell inaccurate truths anymore!”

“See?” Cami asked. “You only need to ask.”

Delphi nodded and ran up to the side of Valkyria. “Master! Can I be pampered, too?” she asked with stars in her eyes and a rapidly wagging tail behind her.

“After the battle,” I answered.

“Oh, and Lavi is too afraid to ask, so can you pamper her, too?”

“I’ll pamper you both together.” I looked over at Cami next, wondering if she’s want to join in on that. She didn’t say anything, but she did nod her head.

With that settled, it was time for us to get to the actual battle planning.

I expected my daughter to want to help out, but she was happy to sit up on my shoulders while watching me do everything. That was nice.

So, first were the towers. I set them down in the usual order designed to attack enemies as soon as they were within range, stall them and AoE them down, and then deal with any stragglers who made it past the front lines. The only important change I made was moving the bee’s tower to place it in the center of the map instead of near the back. Since the bees occasionally needed to return to their tower to, I assumed, resupply, it saved time to have them stationed in the center of the map. I did have to move the archer tower for that, but that was alright. The archers were still able to cover all of the right lane and most of the left lane. As long as the chosen heroes for the battle made sure to give a bit of extra attention to the left lane, it would be fine.

And when it came to actually choosing the heroes, I looked at Vala and asked, “Feel like fighting today or just being lazy?”

“Hmm… I guess I’ll—wait. Drake. I feel like we’re forgetting something. Somebody important,” Vala said.

“Who?”

That was when Window popped up with an extra-large window operating as a television screen to show the inside of a room back at our place. That room just so happened to be the kitchen of our house, which was still never used. And inside of the kitchen…

On top of the cabinets…

Hanging upside down with the upper half of her body over the edge…

Was Clawdia.

“One,” I said, “isn’t she way too much like a cat? Two, how does she not suffer from back pain if she sleeps like that?!” A line of drool ran down Clawdia’s face, reaching her forehead before dangling off of her. “I feel like we’re all going to get clawed later for watching this.”

“Let’s take pictures and tease her with them later,” Vala said.

“Are you trying to get killed?!”

“I want her to abuse me more.”

“Since when are you such a masochistic dragon?!”

“I think we both forgot that you have a kid on your shoulders.”

“I… we need to invest in some earplugs. Anyways! Vala, you want to fight, yes or no?”

Vala shrugged before stretching her arms over her head. “I guess I can fight today, but can I use your axe instead of my usual spear? I wanna try it out.”

“Sure.” I looked at the others. “Who wants to join her?”

“Oh! I wanna fight with Master!” Delphi shouted, bouncing up and down in excitement. Every single bounce of hers reminded me of just how endowed her chest was.

That made me realize something else, though.

Delphi simply being herself was not a safe sight for the eyes of the youth. Especially when she acted so… bouncy.

But at the same time, she was fully clothed. Children saw way more when they went to beaches or swimming pools.

That was good enough logic for me to justify not wanting to cover Delphi up at all.

“Cami, Lavi, you two can go on the exploration today,” I said.

Lavi saluted and Cami yawned.

Before the battle could officially begin, we all became distracted by the sight of Clawdia slowly sliding farther and farther over the edge before falling headfirst toward the floor.

Yet, somehow in her sleep, she managed to flip herself upright to land on her hands and feet without hurting herself at all. She then curled up into a ball on the floor before twisting her upper half to point upward, her arms bent and held up in front of her as her hands twitched in the air as if reacting to whatever was going on in her dream.

She was really cute. I wanted to rub her belly and play with her hands.

Pampering Clawdia was added to my list of things to do after winning the battle and pampering Delphi, Lavi, and Cami.

I also realized I needed to invest in a proper cat bed for Clawdia so that she wouldn’t sleep on top of the cabinets. Then again, even if I did get her a cat bed, wouldn’t she just end up sleeping in the box it came in instead of in the bed itself?

And realizing that made me realize something even more important.

If cats loved to sit in boxes…

What about cat girls?

There was science to be done.


Chapter Twelve

We had a battle to win before I could experiment with seeing if Clawdia would like to sit in a box.

Delphi and Vala took their positions on the battlefield while mini-me sat on my shoulders, kicking her legs in front of my chest.

	Please don’t refer to our daughter as a mini-you. If anything, because she’s a girl and can transform into a window, she’s a mini-me.


“While you’re here knowing things you shouldn’t be able to know without invading my mind without my permission, we still need to name her,” I said.

Sure, Vala and Delphi were fighting some more of the usual enemies on the battlefield, but naming our daughter was more important than paying attention to the battle. Attention could always be paid to it after we figured out a way to stop referring to her as my/our daughter over and over again.

	Crap. I wasn’t reminding you of that because I have no idea what to name her.


“I figured it might be something like that. By the way, Window.”

	What?


“I appreciate you.”

	WHERE’D THAT COME FROM ALL OF A SUDDEN
I MEAN I DON’T MIND
I LIKE IT
BUT WHERE
WHY
HOW
??????????????????????????



“I mean… since we’re parents, shouldn’t we set a good example in front of our child?”

	Tha-that’s… a good point… bu-but you should still give me some warning! At least think about it first so that I can know it’s coming…
No-not that you do a good job of letting me know when it’s coming in the first place…
>///3///>



I reached up to cover our daughter’s eyes as soon as I read Window’s teasing words. “Do—do you really have to bring that up? In front of our kid?”

	Icouldntresistimsosorry
a-anyways…
I… I appreciate you too.



I uncovered our daughter’s eyes now that there was safe-for-children text on Window’s window again.

“Since neither of us know what to name her… hey, kid,” I said.

“Papa, your next line is, ‘Why don’t you pick a name that you like?’” our daughter said, predicting exactly what I was going to suggest.

	N-no… it can’t be… she—she… if our daughter is already this powerful… she’s going to become the strongest being to ever exist throughout all of time and space.


“What?” I asked.

	That was… that was… a reference… to the show about men going on bizarre adventures… only the truly powerful can make such references, and she’s done it at such a young age… we have unleashed what may be the end of all existence upon the universe.


“Ooh! I get to end existence?!” our daughter asked.

“Don’t put those ideas in our daughter’s head!” I shouted. The straight man kind of shout, that is. Not the angry kind of shout.

	And people think the heat death of the universe will be a big deal. They have no idea that the true death of the universe will be brought by a cute hybrid between man and informational status window. The last thing existence itself sees will be her face…


“I’ll destroy the universe with the power of… um,” our daughter looked down, “Papa!”

“I’m not a weapon you can use to destroy the universe!” And here I thought that me and our daughter were getting close. Yet, she turned on me. She embraced Window’s blood within her to support such a ridiculous idea worthy of making me act like a straight man to my own daughter.

The world was not just.

“But seriously,” I said, “want to name yourself? You’re old enough to do it, so I don’t see why we shouldn’t let you.”

Our daughter grabbed onto my head and swayed from side to side. “Hmm… The Destroyer!”

“No.”

“The Bringer of the End!”

“No.”

“The Death of Everything!”

“You’re a little girl, not the secret final boss of an RPG!”

“Fiiiiiinnneeeee. Umm… Lucarne! So it’s a window and can be shortened to Luca!”

	Drake… do you realize how powerful this name is?
It’s Lucarne, which is a type of window, but can be shortened to Luca which is a normal human name.
Even her name is a combination of human and informational status window!
I guess she must have inherited her intelligence from me.



I flicked Window before returning my attention to our daughter, Luca. “It’s a pretty name. Good choice.”

“Ehehe. Thanks, Papa!” Luca said. “Now pay attention to the battle before the chapter is over!”

	She really is too powerful…


At Luca’s request, I finally gave some attention to the battle just in time to see something interesting happen.

Coming down the lane was a new enemy in a group of five. Each one looked like an oversized, living bowl of white gelatin.

	New Enemy Discovered!
White Jelly
Threat: ★★
HP: They die super easily, but…
Damage: 3
Defense: 5
White Jellies might look like weak monsters, and they are weak monsters, but their true strength lies in their squishy bodies! Every attack spreads their white slime around which is really sticky and slows down movement a ton. Also… the slime is dyed white for fanservice reasons.
Oh and these technically aren’t alive so it’s okay to destroy them since you’re not killing them. They’re more like mindless robots with no soul and no personality and their only purpose in life is to make cute girls sticky—I mean, to make all opponents sticky.



“Luca,” I said.

“Yes, Papa?” Luca asked.

“Please at least pretend to be innocent enough to not know what sort of fanservice your degenerate mother is adding to our world.”

“Okay!”

	WAIT
THAT WAS A PRERECORDED WINDOW
I WOULDN’T HAVE MADE THEM LEWD IF I KNEW THAT WE WERE GOING TO HAVE A MINOR HERE, LET ALONE OUR DAUGHTER



“Delphi! Vala!” I shouted. “Don’t get in physical combat with those slimes! Let the dogs and towers handle them!”

Delphi and Vala saluted and fell back to behind the lines of dogs. Unfortunately, it seemed like the slimes were also more or less immune to AoE damage considering that the cow tower did next to nothing to them. All it did was spread their slime around on the ground. There were too many skeleton cats for the archers to go through before they could target the slimes, too. That meant the slimes were able to reach the dogs which resulted in… a sight that I found incredibly wrong.

Our pure, wholesome, brave dog knights…

Became covered in thick, white slime that clung to their armor and made their hair all sticky and gross.

	oh no
oh no I did not think this through at all
THIS ISN’T WHAT WAS SUPPOSED TO HAPPEN OMG
OK I’M NEVER ADDING FANSERVICE MONSTERS AGAIN I PROMISE TO CHANGE THE COLOR OF THEIR SLIME AFTER THIS BATTLE IS OVER OH DEAR OH NO THIS IS WRONG WHY WOULD I ALLOW MYSELF TO DO THIS



I had to admit that it would have been a pretty nice sight if that slime landed on Vala or Delphi instead, but not while Luca was around.

	WE’RE GOING BACK TO BEING PG-RATED
HORRIBLE THINGS HAPPEN THE MOMENT I TRY TO ADD A BIT OF LEWD FANSERVICE TO THE WORLD
DOGS I AM SO SORRY



Of course, the dogs didn’t look like they cared at all. The sight wouldn’t have even looked wrong at all if it wasn’t for the fact that I knew it was supposed to be a sort of perverse fanservice meant for the girls.

Instead, the dogs were more concerned about the fact that they were so drastically slowed down. They moved as if they were in slow motion, probably only moving about half as quickly as they normally could. Whether it was walking or swinging their swords, all movements were slowed down.

The slowing effect allowed the skeleton cats to take out the dogs before the dogs could finish them off. Fortunately, Vala and Delphi were still there to handle any enemies that broke through. Unfortunately, more of those white jellies were on the way.

“Whatever you do, don’t let this go past a PG rating!” I shouted at them.

Vala smiled and rested my axe against her shoulder. “Don’t worry, I can use my special and take them out before they ever get close enough to lewd me.” With that, she raised her free hand and pointed it straight at the incoming jellies before firing off her signature rainbow beam. Surely enough, it took them out with ease and left puddles of their white slime on the ground. “I’m gonna have to be careful not to step in that.” She looked at Delphi who also had some jellies approaching. “Can you take them out in a safe way?”

“You can count on me, Master!” Delphi said with a little bounce, proving that her mere existence was almost enough to take her beyond a PG rating. Now, as the jellies approached her, she prepared her shield in front of her while wearing an excited smile on her face. She looked like she couldn’t have been happier to show off and prove her competence.

I had no idea how she was going to manage without making a mess of herself, though.

Delphi then ran up to the jellies and… used her sword to gently push them close to each other… and then…

Delphi jumped up, “Hup!” placed her shield underneath her, and fell onto the slimes from above while pushing down against the shield with her bodyweight.

White slime shot out from all around her shield, splashing onto the lane and dead grass surrounding it, but not a single drop made it anywhere onto Delphi. However, that didn’t mean she was spared from its effects.

“Wwwwwwooooooooaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” Delphi said, her voice slowed down by the slime coating her shield. “IIIIIIIIIIIIII fffffffffeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeellllllll rrrrrrrreeeeeeeaaaaaaallllllllyyyyyyyy wwwwweeeeeiiiiiirrrrrrddddd.”

As it would turn out, the slime still affected her even if none of it touched her skin. It just needed to be anywhere on her or her equipment to take effect. It was an extremely game-like thing, which shouldn’t have surprised me all things considered.

And then another new enemy appeared on the battlefield behind the latest wave of skeleton cats, jellies, and bats.

	New Enemy Discovered!
Purple Jelly
Threat: ★★★★
HP: There were once song lyrics here, but they can’t legally be here, so now I have no idea what to put here.
Damage: 15
Defense: 5
Uh… there were more song lyrics here, but yeah, you know, legal copyright stuff. So all I’m going to say is that these slimes are like the last ones but purple which means they’re poisonous.



Unfortunately for the dogs, they made it back onto the battlefield just in time to be thrown right back into battle. The good news was that the archer towers were actually able to deal with the white jellies before they could ruin the dogs’ fur.

But then there was the bad news. That bad news being that the purple jellies ended up splashing their slime all over the dogs, making their fur a sticky mess all over again.

At least the slime wasn’t white. That alone was enough to make up for the fact that the dogs had purple bubbles floating into the air above them as their health slowly dropped even when no enemies were around. And by the time the next wave of skeleton cats arrived, the dogs were so weakened from the poison that they went down in no time and needed carried off the field to be healed once again.

But at least they didn’t look wrong.

“Window,” I said while Delphi and Vala tried their best to fight against the enemies without getting any sort of slime on them.

	Ye-yeah?


“Those jellies are going to drop the materials required for that slime tower, aren’t they?”

	I’m actually impressed you remember that.


“To make up for the horrible idea of making the sticky jellies white, you’re going to make it so that we get the perfect amount of materials required from them to make the new tower after this battle. Deal?”

	That’s… that’s fair.


Despite the dogs being repeatedly defeated more times than in any other battle due to bearing the brunt of the jellies’ various slimes, the battle came to a smooth end without losing any hearts on the greenhouse door.

“We did it!” Delphi cheered, bouncing up and down. I made sure to grab Window and push her body up in front of Luca’s eyes as she bounced.

“We even did it without getting any slime on us,” Vala said. “I don’t know whether to be disappointed or not.”

“Why would you be disappointed?”

“Because! It’s a waifu’s job to get in lewd situations to provide fanservice.”

“Ooh, I see. I’ll remember that!”

Leaving Vala and Delphi alone together was a bad idea if it meant that Vala would be planting such ideas into Delphi’s mind. Delphi already had a lewd body. If she developed a lewd mind to go with it, I feared for the rating of our existence. That would simply be far too much lewd for anybody to handle. “Stop corrupting her!” I shouted.

“See that puddle of white slime?” Vala asked. “I’m not saying you should do this, but in a fanservice situation, you would be running toward it without realizing it’s there, slip, and land right in the middle of it with your skirt flipped up!”

“Ooh. I see, I see. I’ll remember that!”

“You’re… you’re not gonna do it?”

“Nope! Master’s kid is around.”

Vala sniffled and wiped a hand across her eyes even though she clearly wasn’t actually crying. “You’re such a good girl, Delphi.”

“Ehehe, praise me more!”

Hearing Delphi’s giggle made me realize something horrible.

She giggled the same way that Luca did.

I wasn’t sure I would be able to hear Delphi giggle without thinking of Luca. What if she giggled like that when we were having adult time together?

Suddenly, I realized that there were, in fact, downsides to being a father.

But I still wouldn’t give it up.

Now that I didn’t have to worry about Vala corrupting Delphi and getting her to do something inappropriate, I looked at Window and said, “Alright. Let’s see the post-battle screen. Don’t forget to give the exact amount of rewards needed for the new—wait. I just realized something.”

	Crap.


“You still never showed us the post-battle screen and exploration rewards from the last battle.”

	Be-because I was excited for our date… and then forgot about it until just now…


“Well, I guess you’ve got two different battle results to show us. And two different exploration results.”

	That sounds like a lot of work… which means…
It can be pushed off until next chapter lol.




Chapter Thirteen

As lazy as Window might have felt, she did get around to finally giving us the post-battle screens and exploration reports for the last two battles.

	Ugh, I just realized something else. I can’t just call the stages 1-1 anymore because that makes it confusing with the previous 1-1 stage even though they’re both 1-1 just in different zones.
Oh. I guess I could just say what zone it is in front of the stage number. Yeah, I’ll do that. But that requires me actually thinking of a good name for each zone… we’ll just call this place Spooky Forest for now.
Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Spooky Forest 1-1: Skeletons and Bats are Spooky, right?
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: all of them
Rewards: I wanted to get around to reworking the reward system but still haven’t yet. I should probably rework the entire post-battle system. Anyways, you got a bunch of gold which you really need to spend on the gacha because what’s the point of amassing wealth if you’re not using it for the cute version of gambling, and you also got Skeleton Cat Bones, Bat Wings, and Bomb Scraps. Oh, and you unlocked new recipes for crafting. Now you can make spooky furniture, weapons, and armor. You know, made of bones and stuff.
Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Spooky Forest 1-2: Fanservice Special (this was a mistake)
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: same as above.
Rewards: Blah blah same as before but now you also got Toxic Sludge and Sticky Fluids. I would have inserted a cheesy winking or lewd emoji face here… but I can’t after actually seeing how it turned out. Oh, and you’ve unlocked the weapon enhancement system which allows you to enhance… dun dun dun… weapons. Shocking, right? You can use applicable materials to enhance the weapons of heroes with special effects. In this case, you can use toxic sludge to make weapons inflict poison or use sticky fluids to make weapons inflict a slowing effect. Now, if this was a real game, I would make it so that the effects only last for one battle which means that you would have to farm specific stages if you want to use enhancements a lot, but that sounds like too much work for us considering the slow progress we already have. So, all you have to do is enhance a weapon once and then you’re fine until you want to replace it with a different enhancement.
Okay, time for exploration. You never checked out the latest map piece, but I sent them to the new exploration zone unlocked by it for the sake of plot progression anyways.
Exploration Report
Area: Haunted Graveyard x2
Status: Complete
First Report: Delphi, Cami, and Handy had a more difficult time than what you’re going to read in the second report. This is mainly due to Delphi getting constantly distracted by all of the bones. Little bones, big bones, skinny bones, thick bones—you could say that Delphi really loves bones of all shapes and sizes. Heh. Or you could say that she was acting like a guy who was reincarnated as a dog who became obsessed with collecting bones. Wait… that web serial got dropped so people might not understand the reference. Oh well. Anyways, then there was Cami and Handy. Handy just sort of stayed on Cami’s shoulder the entire time like some sort of wannabe parrot. By the way, in case you’re wondering where Handy has been since then seeing as how he wasn’t mentioned at all almost as if he was completely forgotten about, he’s been cleaning. He’s just… you know, really small and hard to see. No, he sleeps during the day and only comes out once the sun is gone. Yeah, that’s why he hasn’t been mentioned at all since his arrival! That’s totally it. Yup. He wasn’t forgotten about, just sleeping. Anyways, they found a really big bone and some flower seeds.
Reward: Bonking Bone, Midnight’s Death Flower Seeds
Second Report: Cami and Lavi focused on getting the job done during their exploration. Lavi talked about chuuni stuff the entire time while Cami stayed pretty quiet and followed her lead, protecting Lavi’s back whenever she got too distracted with her borderline-villainous monologuing. It all worked out in the end though. The important part is that they came across an ancient grave with an interesting title on it. The grave was titled… “The Dread Knight.” Underneath that it said “(please dig here).” Ignoring the fact that they technically committed grave robbing, they found a tomb with a statue on top of it. The statue in question held a really edgy looking sword that was purple and black, but it broke when Lavi tried to pick it up. She was shocked and depressed, but she still brought the handle of it back without knowing that it all went according to plan.
Reward: Dread Knight Sword Fragment, Dread Knight Statue Crafting Recipe
OKAY
I’M DONE
I DID IT
LET IT NEVER BE SAID THAT I DON’T DO MY JOB AS AN INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW WHO TRIES MY BEST TO COVER UP ANY POTENTIAL PLOT HOLES



“Good job,” I said before looking over the new pile of loot in front of us. Said pile of loot was also transferred back to our home once Window suddenly gave us a change of scenery.

Valkyria was back surrounded by her ring of flowers, Luca was still sitting on top of my shoulders, and Vala was already back in her hammock playing games.

Now, it was time to use my super special awesome power that I almost never actually used. I looked at the giant bone, which I could only assume was the “Bonking Bone,” and said, “Description.”

	Bonking Bone
Weapon
3 Damage
A really big and heavy bone that doesn’t deal a lot of direct damage, and it takes some time to swing, but it applies the “Bonked!” effect whenever it hits an enemy which stuns them for a couple of seconds! Normal enemies can be stunlocked using this, but any boss-tier enemies have a cooldown of ten seconds before they can be bonked again.



“It’s been a while since we’ve gotten a… actually, I don’t think we’ve ever gotten a new weapon like this,” I said.

	Yeah, well, you haven’t been crafting any, so I’m going to have to hand them out to you like this.


“Is it upgradable like the crafting ones are?”

	I guess? It’s not like balance really matters and we don’t have to consider creating new art assets for every single upgrade, so you can pretty much do whatever with anything and we can make it work somehow. But you know, that requires you being creative for once instead of sitting around in your garden all the time.


“Is it possible to take it, upgrade it, and also enhance it with one of those slimes?”

	I’m not exaggerating when I say you can do whatever you want. As long as it makes even a tiny bit of sense, go for it.


“Sounds like a system that would be extremely easy to exploit to create weapons and armor that absolutely break anything that even slightly looks like balance.”

	I’m not really worried. Like I said, it requires you being creative instead of spending all your free time being a boyfriend or gardening.


“Oh!” Luca said. “Can I break the balance, Papa?!”

	Ho-hold on there… think about what you’re saying. You’re part informational status window which means that you know how everything works which means you could break things way harder than he ever could!


My daughter was too perfect. “Luca,” I said, “you want to be in charge of crafting things? You know, when I was a kid, I used to play with building blocks and loved putting things together. This is basically the same thing.”

“Yeah!” Luca answered. “I’ll make you super OP weapons!”

	oh no this has backfired


“Don’t basically all of your plans backfire?” I asked.

	YES BUT I WASN’T EXPECTING MY OWN DAUGHTER TO BE THE ONE WHO DESTROYS ALL BALANCE


“Balance is boring!” Luca said.

In the distance, Vala took one hand away from her game to lift it up and give Luca a thumbs-up before wiping away a single, proud tear. Then she went back to using both hands for her game.

	It’s okay, I think… I think I know how to fix this.


“You have no power here, Mama!” Luca said, pointing dramatically at Window.

	You underestimate my power, child! Behold!


I doubted that Window would actually be able to distract Luca from breaking balance on my behalf, but then I saw what Window’s plan was.

And I had to admit, it was an extremely good plan. A plan that even almost tempted me away from gardening in my free time.

Appearing before us was massive pile of every single box set of brand-name building blocks to have ever been released. There was even a massive container full of spare bricks and pieces to really up the customization level.

Luca’s eyes were full of excited stars. “Ooooooohhhhh!”

“Touché, Window. Touché,” I said. I then helped Luca off from my shoulders since she was already trying to climb off of me to dive into the pile of boxes.

I wish I had all those building sets when I was a kid. Now I knew how it felt to be jealous of kids. They got to stay home all day playing games and having free stuff handed to them.

Then again, I really couldn’t complain seeing as how I was living in a personal universe where I basically didn’t have to do anything but have fun. And there was nothing stopping me from helping Luca out with those sets. If anything, I probably had a better life than every single other human being alive. Because of Vala’s and Window’s ability to basically create anything out of thin air at any time in a universe where we could change the very laws of reality, I technically was in a more powerful position than even the greatest of world leaders or the richest of billionaires.

	It’s finally hitting you, huh? Don’t forget the part about having a bunch of girls who genuinely love you. Myself totally not included.


“I—I think I need to sit down,” I said. Seriously, that was one strong realization to suddenly hit me. I didn’t realize just how set I was for life even though it should have been obvious from the start. And to think that I was originally considering going back to my original world! Who would want to pass up on something like this?! I wished that I could go back in time to punch myself in the face for even thinking about leaving this place. “I’m way too lucky.”

	You really are. Anyways, reminder that you have all the stuff now to build the slime tower. Also… since we got the dread knight sword thingy…
Dread Knight Tower (Upgrade from Knight Tower)
Difficulty Level: ★★★★★ what’s the point of this again? Seriously, what’s the point? I already removed the build time so I might as well remove this, too. Or change it to like a rarity level or something.
Required Materials: 1500 Gold Coins, Dread Knight Sword Fragment, Skeleton Cat Bones
Special Ability: Dark Aura
Waifu Class Change!
Some dogs choose the path of damage by becoming Vikings. Other dogs choose the path of protection by becoming holy knights. Some dogs choose the path… of darkness! These doggos are knights who have vowed to become dread knights, choosing to have both decent damage and armor while embracing their inner chuuni edgelords. Expect spiky armor and eyepatches.



“Looks like Lavi is going to get her tower upgraded, finally,” I said. “I take it this is what you meant by things going according to plan?”

	Hehehehe. Let’s keep it secret from her to surprise her with it once it’s finished upgrading.


“Sounds like a plan. Alright, so, let’s get construction on the new slime tower started and we’ll upgrade Lavi’s tower, too.”

	There’s also an upgrade available for the trebuchet tower and bee tower now, but I don’t feel like figuring out all the specific details right now. So uh, we’ll do that next time. For now, don’t you have a date to go on with Delphi, Cami, and Lavi? Oh, and I think they wanted to bring Clawdia along, too.


“Right. I think they wanted to go to an amusement park.”

	Look at you, mister popular. Going on back-to-back dates.


“You think I should try inviting a certain somebody hiding away in the archer tower? I think she needs to get out of the house—well, out of the tower for once.”

	Hmm. That might be a good idea. Maybe she’ll be jealous enough from always being left out by her own choice that she’ll finally come out if you invite her.


“Maybe. It wouldn’t hurt to—”

That was when an arrow landed in the ground right in front of me. Attached to the arrow was a small note that read, “I’ll come!”

	Well, that was a lot easier than I thought it would be.


My date with Delphi, Cami, Lavi, and Clawdia just grew by another member.

The good news was that now we’d have the perfect amount of people for roller coasters since they usually only took two people per seat. Somebody would have been left to sit alone with only five of us.


Chapter Fourteen

“You know what I could go for right about now?” Vala asked as we waited in front of the archer tower with everybody else. We all gathered up as if waiting for a movie to start at a theater. After all, finally getting to see who was inside of the tower this entire time had everybody excited. Of course, I knew who was in there, but nobody else did.

“What?” I asked.

“Popcorn.”

“That would be pretty fitting right about now. Can’t you just… snap some into existence?”

“It wouldn’t be the same. I want movie popcorn.”

“And why can’t you just pop some into existence?”

“Because it’s not the same unless some teenager working their first job makes it at a movie theater for you! All those brands that advertise themselves as tasting just like the popcorn at the movies are liars! And there are all sorts of blog posts that try to teach people how to make their popcorn like the theaters’ at home, but they never taste right! Even with the power to snap anything I want into existence, making homemade movie theater popcorn is impossible…”

“Wait, have you even been to a proper movie theater before?”

“Of course! I went incognito mode and visited them a few times. But I always made sure to wait at least a couple of weeks after a movie came out so that the showing wouldn’t be too crowded.”

“That’s relatable. Anyways, can you snap me some money into existence if you can’t snap popcorn in?”

“Oh, yeah, easy.”

“Then give me some. Fifty should probably do.”

Vala looked confused but still gave me the money, popping it right into my hands. “What do you need it for?”

“Open up a portal to a movie theater—to whichever one you’ve been to before.”

That was enough to let her know what was going on. Instead of saying anything else, she opened up the portal as her excited eyes waited with anticipation for me to hurry up and go.

“I’ll be right back,” I said.

“Oh! Wait!” Vala replied. This time, I was the one who looked confused. I looked confused until she hopped up and gave me a kiss, anyway. “You’re the best, Drake.”

“Do I get another kiss once I come back?”

“Heh, you can have as many as you want.”

“And what about…”

I leaned toward Vala’s ear and whispered what else I wanted from her. Considering that Luca was close by, currently hanging all over Window, I wanted to make sure that she couldn’t hear.

Vala’s cheeks turned red as soon as she heard my whispered request. “That… that sounds fun.”

“Window can’t be the only mom around here, right?” I asked.

My question turned Vala’s cheeks an even brighter shade of red. “Geez… it’s embarrassing when you say it like that…”

I kissed her forehead before pulling back and turning toward the portal. “I’ll go grab the popcorn now.”

“Oh! Can you get extra butter and salt on mine? And put parmesan cheese on it?”

“Sure.”

“You really are the best. You’re too good for this reality—too good for the entire universe!”

“I think that’s a bit dramatic, but I’ll take it.”

With that being said, I stepped through the portal and immediately found myself surrounded by humans standing around looking shocked. Some even ran away in fear.

That was when I remembered that the portal was visible to them, too. They just saw some random guy step out of a portal that randomly opened up in the movie of a movie theater lobby.

The good news was that the workers behind the counter didn’t run away, though one was calling the police from the sounds of it.

“Hey,” I said to the one employee behind the counter not calling the police or taking pictures. “I need all the popcorn this can buy. However many…” I looked up at the menu to see what they called the largest size, “jumbo buckets this affords.”

The employee gulped and took the money with a shaking hand. “Te-ten jumbo buckets of popcorn.”

“Make sure one of them has extra salt and butter, and put some parmesan cheese on it.”

“Ye-yes sir. Just—just please don’t hurt us.”

“I won’t if you don’t screw the popcorn up. Hurry up.” I wasn’t actually serious about the threat, but I did want them to hurry and not screw anything up. So, if they thought they might be in danger, I didn’t necessarily have a problem letting them think that.

A couple of minutes later, after working faster than they probably ever worked before, the popcorn was ready. I took a piece just to make sure that it tasted like proper movie theater popcorn and nodded. “Good. Thanks,” I said before trying my best to scoop all the popcorn buckets into my arms.

“D-d-do you need help with that?” the worked asked.

“I’m good. Thanks.”

The employee might have been terrified, but at least he was helpful and doing his best at his job.

The portal closed behind me as soon as I went through it. Everybody who saw it and me were probably going to be called crazy if they tried telling anybody about it, but oh well.

“Here,” I said, setting all the buckets down on the grass. “This one is yours.”

Vala was quick to take the bucket I pointed out and immediately tried it before squealing and wagging her tail. “So good! I—I could cry!”

“Over popcorn?”

“It tastes even better than normal since the person I love got it for me!”

“I’m not sure if me loving you affected the flavor at all.”

“Of course it does! Love makes everything better! The moment you picked it up, your love for me was poured into the popcorn which makes it taste even better!”

Delphi, holding a bucket of her own, tasted some of the popcorn and said, “Ooh… so Master’s love tastes like butter!”

“That’s not what my love tastes like!” I shouted.

Cami nodded and said, “Yeah. Master’s love tastes salty and sticky.”

It was my turn to feel my cheeks redden a bit. “It doesn’t taste like that, either!”

Before anybody else could say anything crazy about what my “love” tasted like, we heard the door to the archer tower creak open.

We all dropped what we were doing, aside from eating popcorn, to watch.

Everybody was present. All the girls, the animals, the cats, Lake—not a single person wanted to miss the grand reveal. Clawdia was there, too, but… she was sleeping on top of one of the cows with her upper half hanging upside down over its side.

I never even saw her arrive. I just… looked away, looked back, and then I saw her there.

Cats, including women who only had cat ears and tails, were mysterious beings.

“Hey, Window,” Vala said with a mouth full of popcorn. “You should add spotlights so we can see her when she comes out.”

“I don’t think she’d appreciate that,” I said. If she was shy enough to never come out of the tower before this, she was probably shy enough to not want a literal spotlight on her.

So, without any spotlights to shine on the tower’s entrance… the first foot stepped out from the tower.

“Ooh! A foot!” Delphi commentated.

The foot immediately retracted into the tower.

“Relax a bit, Delphi,” I said. “Just… try to stay quiet and wait for her.”

“Oh, sorry,” Delphi said. “I’ll be quiet!”

After a few more moments of silence with the only noise in the air being that of everybody eating their popcorn, the foot stepped back out of the tower. I saw Delphi ready to begin commentating again, but a quick look at her reminded her to stay quiet.

That was when we saw her.

The tower’s occupant finally, for the first time, stepped out into public view.

Everybody who was eating popcorn stopped at the sight of her. Well, except for Cami. She continued eating popcorn while wearing no expression on her face just like usual.

“We… we were all wrong,” Vala said.

“I know the feeling,” I replied.

Standing there, in front of the archer tower’s entrance, was the mysterious girl who defied all expectations. I sometimes heard the others try to guess what she would be. Some guessed a rabbit. Others guessed a rat. Practically every single animal whose name started with the letter R was guessed… except for this one.

A couple of short, black, and furry ears popped out from the top of the archer’s head through her long and black hair that had a white streak running along the center of it. I knew that she had a tail, but it wasn’t visible from the front due to how short it was. Aside from that, she had on short jean shorts which left her long and slender legs exposed, but her upper body was almost completely covered up thanks to an oversized hoodie that stretched over her hands.

All that was left to see was her face. She was beyond pretty. Her facial features were small and sharp, giving her a sort of mysterious and beautiful appearance rather than a cute one. Of course, even if she looked like the type who would normally be calm and mysterious, her cheeks betrayed her by making her look like a shy girl.

“I—I didn’t know what to wear for the date… so I put these on,” she said before lifting her hoodie-covered hands up in front of her face, leaving only her eyes uncovered. “Is… this alright?”

“Woah,” Vala said. “She’s so pretty… and tall. She… she doesn’t look anything like I expected. She looks like a normie fashion model instead of a gamer with bags under her eyes who plays video games all day!”

“I’m sorry!”

“Why are you apologizing?! You’re super beautiful!”

“Be-because I didn’t meet your expectations!”

Vala almost dropped some of her popcorn from how hard she shook her head. “Don’t apologize! You didn’t do anything wrong! I’m super happy to meet you! Wa-wait! Why are you crying?!”

“Because I’m so happy you’re happy…”

“Psst, Master,” Lavi whispered. “Is she a skunk?”

The archer heard the whisper despite Lavi’s best attempt at being quiet and began crying even harder. “I’m not a skunk! I knew everybody was going to think I’m a skunk…”

“Ah, crap, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—”

“No… I understand. With how I look… there’s no way anybody could think I’m anything but a skunk. I don’t even the personality that everybody gives others like me on the internet… we’re supposed to—supposed to… ‘not give a f-uhh…’ about anything, but… I’m a failure at what I’m supposed to be…”

“They’ll see it once they know what they’re supposed to look for,” I said. Since nobody else could tell what she was supposed to be, I revealed the truth. “She’s a ratel. Or as they’re more commonly known, honey badgers.”

The honey badger archer nodded while crying as everybody stared at her.

“Woah, you were able to tell that she was a honey badger all the way back when you saw those plants growing around the tower?” Vala asked me.

“Nope,” I answered. “Those were carrots growing. I thought she was going to be a rabbit. Turns out that she just really likes carrots.”

“Carrots… carrots are my favorite,” the archer answered.

“What kind of games do you like? You play games all the time in there, right?”

“I, umm… m-mostly play visual novels… that’s why I needed Drake’s help… because I kept on choosing the wrong options and couldn’t go down the route I wanted to go down, so I needed a guy’s advice…”

“I see, I see. What kind of visual novel was it? Boy and girl? Girl and body? Boy and girls? Girl and boys?”

The archer lowered her voice and lifted her hands just a bit higher to cover up her eyes, too. “It was… b-boys’ love…”

“Oh. Oh. You’re a yaoi fangirl, aren’t you?”

“I—I’m not a fangirl! I just think there’s nothing more pure than the love between a man and another man! Yaoi is the purest form of love there is!”

“That sounds just like what a fangirl would say.”

The archer couldn’t say anything in response to that. All she was able to do was make embarrassed noises and squeals from behind her hoodie-covered hands.

“Don’t tease her too much,” I told Vala. “Also, I never played those kinds of games before she dragged me in to help her. The story in it was actually pretty good. I understood why she wanted to win the prince’s heart so much.”

“Right?!” the archer shouted, her hands now away from her face. “He was a prince who grew up with imposter syndrome his entire life! He never thought that he was worthy of his position and felt like everybody around him was better than him even though he always tried his best! All he wanted to do was make everybody happy and provide a safe life for his people, but his warmongering and money-focused relatives made him believe those were foolish dreams! And after all the attempts on his life by people who wanted him dead, it was almost impossible to gain his trust! All he really needed was somebody who finally believed in him and his dreams, and somebody who he could trust and open up to without worry! Ah… and then the h-scenes came… and he wanted to feel powerless by being tied and bound… so good…”

“The sex scenes were a bit awkward,” I told Vala. “Especially with the… very intense voice acting. But it was satisfying in a way since it showed that the prince was finally able to trust somebody enough to voluntarily surrender all power to him.”

“Exactly! It was good for other reasons, but it was proof of their relationship growth! Don’t even get me started on people who think visual novels should take sex scenes out. Seriously! Like, the sex scenes are part of what makes visual novels what they are! They give fanservice while showing relationship growth and how healthy relationships behave all in one! What’s the point of having a romance story if there’s never going to be any sex?! If it’s not supposed to be romance, fine, but if there are romance routes, there needs to be sex or else what’s the point?!”

“Woah,” Vala said. “I guess she’s not a normie after all.”

“You should have seen her cartoon collection,” I said.

“That was my anime collection! Not cartoons!” the archer whined.

“And she had posters everywhere. Mostly of guys in sexually suggestive poses with other guys.”

“My tower is my BL den! I can’t expect anybody to be okay with me putting yaoi art up all over the place, so I have to concentrate all of it inside of my tower!”

“She even had a couple of body pillows with men almost completely naked on them… but she didn’t sleep with them. She gave her bed to the body pillows so that they could be together on it while she slept on the floor in front of the bed instead.”

“Dr-Drake! You don’t have to tell them everything you saw! A-and they won’t understand! That was Lucifer and Azrael! They were demonic twins separated at birth who deserve to be reunited in bed where nobody will ever separate them again! How could I get in their way?!”

Even Cami stopped eating her popcorn at that point to just… stare with a blank expression. Pretty much everybody was staring at her with a blank expression. Clawdia was the only one sparing her from any potentially judgmental looks since she was still sound asleep despite all the noise.

Needless to say, the honey badger archer with a massive addiction to men loving men covered up her face and went back to making muffled, embarrassed noises.


Chapter Fifteen

While those going on the date with me to the amusement park got ready, which took place inside of Delphi’s tower for whatever reason, I sat outside by Valkyria with my back resting against her ruined treads as somebody else rested their head on top of my lap.

And that somebody else just opened their eyes, looked up at my face, and smiled.

“Nya… I must be dreaming still,” Clawdia said before reaching up and looping her arms around my neck. “Drake,” she purred, “let’s continue what we were doing, nya.” Closing her eyes, Clawdia pursed her lips as if waiting for me to kiss her as she lifted herself up a bit to make it easier for me to reach.

Now, she obviously believed she was dreaming because there was no way that she would be this bold except for when under the influence of catnip.

But she was also one of my girlfriends now. Well, we technically never officially stated that anywhere or anything, but it was kind of the assumption that every humanoid woman in this pocket universe, aside from Lake, was my girlfriend. They were also all each other’s girlfriends. And I was the assumed boyfriend of them all. Basically, every single humanoid person in this universe of ours was in one giant relationship while Lake did her own lonely cat lady thing.

So, with that logic, it was perfectly okay to kiss Clawdia in her sleep because she was my girlfriend and was already dreaming about it happening in the first place.

That was why I gave her what she wanted by leaning my head down and pressing my lips against hers.

I felt her lips curl into a smile against my own as she tightened her arms around my neck, keeping herself in place as she mewled and purred. After a couple minutes of kissing like this, she stopped kissing just so that she could whisper, “I thought we were continuing where we left off, nya?” I had no idea where we must have been in her dream, but she made it a bit more obvious when she grabbed my wrist and brought my hand down to her chest. “You couldn’t stop kissing these a couple minutes ago, nya.”

That was when I figured we were probably going just a bit too far for somebody who believed she was still asleep and had no idea that this was actually happening.

But at the same time, my girlfriend just put my hand on her chest. She might not have been as large as Delphi, but she was still my girlfriend, her chest was still soft and felt great underneath my hand, and I was still a man.

Therefore, I did give her a couple of squeezes. And then a few more. And then we kissed some more while doing it.

It was only when I realized that we were getting a bit too caught up in the moment that I remembered two things.

One, Clawdia still believed she was asleep and dreaming.

Two, I still had my back against Valkyria. I was able to feel her emotions regarding the whole situation, and I realized just how embarrassed and awkward she felt being used as a wall for us to basically make out against. She felt like our third wheel and she couldn’t even slip away from us.

So, to spare both of them, I grabbed Clawdia by her shoulders and said, “I’m sorry, you’ve been awake this whole time.” I figured I might as well get straight to the point with it.

Clawdia opened her eyes and blinked a few times as her cheeks slowly turned red. Or rather, it was more like she began blushing from the base of her neck, and the blush slowly crept up her entire head to the point where even her hair became dyed red. Then she looked down and I realized something.

I thought I placed both of my hands on her shoulders… but I only placed one hand on her shoulder.

My other hand was still squeezing her breast.

When I realized my mistake, I looked into her eyes and said, “I’d just like to remind you that you put my hand there yourself.”

That wasn’t too effective since she began to look even more panicked.

Right before she looked like she was about to explode and potentially slap me, she let out a heavy sigh and grumbled instead. “You… you really believed I thought I was asleep?”

“Wait, you knew you were awake?” I asked.

“Don’t make me admit it, nya!”

“Then why’d you get so embarrassed after I pointed it out?”

“Because I thought it’d be cute! You’re supposed to think my reaction is adorable and then pin me down to make me look even more embarrassed like some sort of sadistic, ruthless king who captured the princess and wants to ravage her!”

“That’s not going to happen just because you looked embarrassed! And I’m never going to react like that in the first place!”

“What was the point of conquering me if you’re not going to break my body and mind until I do whatever you want while happily purring the whole time?!”

I felt myself getting annoyed. She expected something out of me that just wasn’t who I was, so I felt the need to prove to her that I could satisfy her even without meeting those absurd expectations of hers. That was why I pushed her down onto her back against the grass and positioned myself over her, holding her by her chin as I pressed my lips against hers.

Clawdia raised her fists as if she was about to either smack me or try to push me away, but she instead opened up her hands and lowered them to the ground next to her head.

A single strand of saliva connected our lips together once I ended the kiss. “There,” I said, staring into her eyes. “I can do that for you, and it can go even farther when we’re alone. But if you want me to be rougher than that, then—”

I stopped myself when I realized that she wasn’t paying any attention. Clawdia’s eyes were spinning in their sockets with spirals replacing her pupils as she giggled incoherently, her smiling lips and blushing cheeks telling me what I wanted to know—well, I assumed they meant what I hoped they meant.

She might have had some pretty intense expectations and fantasies, but a simple, rough kiss was all that was actually needed for her.

I felt relieved because, seriously, if she actually wanted me to act like she explained then there was no way I would ever be able to satisfy her. One, I wasn’t into that. Two, I couldn’t imagine myself ever acting like that. I considered myself a very vanilla kind of man. A bit of roughness here and there was alright, but I liked things… normal.

But I had a feeling what Clawdia said she wanted was far more extreme than what Clawdia could actually handle.

There was no problem as long as that was the situation.

So, while Clawdia recovered from the kiss, I reached back and gave Valkyria a couple of pats on her treads. “Thanks for dealing with us. With how this world works, you’re probably going to turn into a girl eventually, and I promise to make it up to you when you do. Alright?”

Valkyria’s turret began spinning in circles and I could have sworn that I even saw it grow a tiny bit red. But while I might not have been sure about her turret blushing, I was sure about the fact that I could feel an overwhelming sense of embarrassment radiate from her.

I never expected to find myself in the position of wanting to tease a tank.

“What? Are you saying you don’t want me to?” I asked.

Valkyria stopped spinning to instead shake her barrel from side to side.

“So, you do want me to make it up to you?”

She nodded her barrel up and down faster than I’d ever seen it nod before.

“Wait, I just thought of something that’s probably going to kill the mood, but… are you sure that it’s alright for me to step all over you? You can feel it when I step on you, can’t you?”

She hesitated for a moment before nodding her barrel.

However, before I could feel bad about walking all over her…

I realized she felt even more embarrassed after bringing it up.

“Valkyria,” I said. “You… you like it when I step on you, don’t you?”

And just like that, she began spinning her turret again while the feelings I felt from her were so overwhelming and scattered that I had no idea how to tell what she was truly feeling.

All I knew was that between these two and Miss Archer’s obsessive love for all things related to boys, the girls around here had some pretty unique interests.

“I’ll let you cool down now,” I told Valkyria. “I’ve got to take the others on a date. We’ll have our own in the future.”

With that, Valkyria nodded her barrel once again with a bit of a stutter in her movements.

I then scooped Clawdia up into my arms as if she was my bride and carried her back toward where the house was. She realized her current situation after a few moments and asked, “Wha-what do you think you’re doing, nya?!”

“I’m taking you back. Don’t you want to freshen up and get ready before the date?”

“The—the date?! That’s tonight?!”

“Yes. You also slept through the reveal of the archer tower.”

“I did?!”

“Yup.”

“I—I’m a horrible girlfriend… I missed her reveal…” That gave me even greater proof that we basically all considered each other lovers even if it was never officially stated anywhere. “A-and what’s with this—this carrying?!”

“Before you complain that I’m not slinging you over my shoulder like some sort of brute, I think this is more fitting for somebody like me.”

“You nuked my castle.”

“Window set me up.”

“E-even so! I didn’t expect somebody as brutish as you to… b-be so gentle… nya…”

“Contrary to popular belief, I’m not a horrible person.”

	(press X to doubt)
me: *spams X*



I bit the top of Window’s body since my hands were busy with Clawdia and swung my head to throw Window.

“S-see?! You bit her and threw her like some sort of wild animal!” Clawdia shouted.

“That’s because it was Window.”

“She’s the mother of your child!”

“But she’s still Window.”

“Then… if I want to be treated like that… I—I have to dress up as an informational status window! That’s it, nya! I’ll order a rectangle suit to wear!”

“I’m not going to bite and throw you just because you’re dressed up as a rectangle.”

“Why no—”

I lifted Clawdia up a bit more and brought my mouth to her neck, biting her as hard as I could without seriously trying to hurt her.

Clawdia squirmed within my arms and wrapped her arms around my neck as she mewled out, her tail coiling around my arm as heavy breaths escaped her delicate lips.

By the time I was done with her neck, a large and noticeable hickey was left as her eyes spun around just like they did earlier.

“There, I bit you. Happy?” I asked.

Clawdia might have been barely conscious after that, but she was at least able to nod and purr.

An hour later, while still waiting for all the girls to finish getting ready for the date with Clawdia now among them, I waited outside with Vala who decided to play her game while sitting on my lap. She turned out to be a pretty good commentator who was happy to explain everything to me.

“You should be a streamer,” I told her.

“Nah, no way,” Vala answered without missing a beat in her game.

“Why not? You’d be great.”

“Because I’m a super cute dragon waifu. Can you imagine how much thirst there would be? I don’t want to deal with a bunch of creepy guys begging me for feet and armpit pics even if they’re throwing a ton of money at me while they do it.”

“That’s fair, but couldn’t you just… you know, change how you look with a snap of your fingers?”

“I could, but I’d still be cute no matter what I do. It’s my curse. It’s impossible for me to be anything but cute.”

“Uh-huh.”

“It’s a shame.” She forced out a sigh. “I’m doomed to forever be cute.”

“Then what about that other thing everybody started doing lately? Using avatars to stream with?”

“Ooh! Vtubing! I love that!”

“Yeah, that seems like something you’d like.”

Vala’s reptilian tail wagged against me as she talked about all her favorites. Dog girls obsessed with fingers and relaxed cat girls, war-crime-committing bunny girls and horny pirates, virtual idols and virtual gorillas—she had no shortage of virtual content creators to talk about.

“So, why don’t you do that?” I asked. “Then you could use an avatar instead of show off your real self.”

“Unfortunately, it wouldn’t change anything. I’d still be too cute,” Vala said. “All it would take is for me to be involved in any way and I would ultimately be irresistibly cute even with an avatar designed to be as hideous as possible.”

“You’re awfully confident in your cuteness.”

Vala paused her game and looked up at me with quivering eyes. “Dr-Drake… fore-forehead kisses? O-or am I not cute enough…?”

My lips pressed against her forehead before I could even think about what was happening. It was only when she turned her head back toward her game and unpaused that I realized what just happened. “You’re… you’re right. You really are irresistibly cute.”

“Hehe. Told ya so.”

“By the way.”

“Yeah?”

“Want to go inside the house for… you know. Everybody is busy inside Delphi’s tower. Even Luca is over there to hang out. So, we’ve got the privacy and probably the time for that.”

Vala paused her game again and, without looking back at me, nodded. “Bu-but first… why so suddenly?”

“Clawdia got me kind of excited earlier, plus you’ve been sitting on my lap wiggling around this whole time.”

“O-oh. Um… s-sorry about that. I didn’t even realize I was—”

“I like it, so don’t apologize.”

“Then… so… should we—should we hurry and do it before they’re done? Wa-wait, won’t that make you dirty and sweaty?”

“We have a bathroom that we never even need in the first place, and said bathroom has a working tub in it. I won’t get dirty and smelly if we’re in a tub full of hot water to keep us clean during it.”

“I-is that really how it works?”

“No idea. Let’s find out.”


Chapter Sixteen

Science: done.

Theory: proven.

Vala: asleep in bed due to exhaustion via performing science.

Me: previously exhausted, but Vala used magic to make me more energized for the date.

Vala also used some magic to create new clothes for me out of thin air. She wanted me to look good for the date and thought it would be too lazy, even by her standards, for me to wear the same clothes I just wore on the date with Window. So, she created jeans, new shoes, and a sweater for me. I was worried that it would be too hot for that, but she told me not to worry about it before going on a miniature rant about how sweaters were worth wearing no matter how hot it was outside.

I didn’t know that somebody could be so passionate about sweaters. Then again, I had no idea people were obsessed with glasses and feet before I stumbled across communities for those on the internet.

If anything, I wondered which part of the body, and which style of clothing, weren’t fetishized. Was that even possible? For something to exist without being fetishized? Honestly, probably not. People were too horny to let something exist without at least one person being far too attracted to it.

Though, I had to admit that I felt pretty uncomfortable wearing a sweater. When I looked in our bathroom mirror, I thought I looked… strange. Off. Unnatural.

I only ever wore three shades of colors before being brought to Vala’s pocket universe: black, brown, and grey. I wore plain shirts and jeans when gardening, and I wore graphic shirts and jeans when doing literally anything else. If I were to toss in a few piercings, walk around frowning all the time, and maybe dyed my hair a little bit, I probably could have been considered borderline punk or even emo. I even had some leather jackets I’d wear. The main thing was that I was almost always wearing dark colors and… after thinking about it, I probably did walk around frowning a lot considering that almost everybody and everything annoyed me.

But when I looked in the mirror, the closest thing I had to a dark color on my body was the pair of jeans I had on. They weren’t even as dark as I normally wore, either. And then for my sweater, it was a light cream color that covered me up to about halfway up my neck.

I looked like…

I looked like some sort of wholesome father figure or something. Or maybe an older brother. Or a chill uncle.

What happened to me? I felt so… wrong.

I looked so nice.

Dare I say it, I even looked… and I never thought I would consider myself it…

Cute.

Was that the power of sweaters Vala rambled about before passing out? Were sweaters truly so powerful that they could even affect the perception of oneself?

And then I realized it.

I realized what should have been extremely obvious the moment I saw the sweater.

Standing there, staring at myself in the mirror, I brought my hands up to my abdomen and groped my sweater.

The sweater.

Was so.

Fluffy.

It finally happened.

Something that I never even considered possible before.

I…

I became one with the fluff.

I would never need FCBs again if I could just fluff my own sweater!

“This—this is too powerful,” I said. “I understand now.” Grabbing the sweater by the bottom, I lifted it up and held it against my face to rub against it.

It was unnaturally fluffy. It was on the same level as FCBs if not even fluffier than them. How was that even possible?!

This whole time—my whole life, could I have simply gone to a clothing store to buy a sweater to experience such fluff?!

I rubbed the sweater even harder against my face until I felt it grow warm from the friction.

It looked like a normal, knitted sweater that should have been scratchy… but it felt like how clouds looked instead.

I could die right then and there and be satisfied with my life. I didn’t need anything else. I didn’t need fame, wealth, women—none of that. All I needed was the sweater. The pure, fluffy, godly sweater.

All I needed was—

“Papa, what are you doing?” Luca asked from behind.

I forgot that I even had a daughter. That was how incredible the fluff of the sweater was.

And the fluff needed to be shared with everybody.

That was why I turned around and stared down at her.

Luca took a step back. “Pa-Papa? Y-you look kinda scary.”

“This is for your own good,” I told her and stepped closer.

“I’m… gonna go back to the others instead!”

Luca turned around to run, but it was too late. I grabbed her by her sides and lifted her up, causing her to wiggle around in the air as she flailed her limbs, and then hugged her against me.

She ceased her flailing the moment her skin came into contact with my sweater.

Instead of panic, a relaxed sigh left her lips.

“S-so warm… and soft,” Luca said as she wrapped her arms around me.

“There, my child. Now you understand,” I said.

“Papa… is this the meaning of life?”

“Yes. Yes it is.”

The meaning of life was for a father to share fluff with his daughter.

There was nothing that could be better than that. Nothing that could be more important than that.

“Oh, Papa, they wanted me to tell you they’re ready and waiting outside,” Luca said.

“Shi—crap. I—I forgot because of the sweater.” I set Luca down and straightened the sweater out. As much as I wanted to continue indulging in its glorious perfection, I did have several girlfriends waiting to go out on a date with me. “Thanks for telling me. If you want your own sweater, you can probably go jump on the bed until Vala wakes up and then tell her to give you one.”

Luca lit up with excited eyes. “Okay!”

She was gone before saying anything else, leaving me to head out of the house to meet my waiting girlfriends.

And when I saw them…

I felt beyond outclassed.

I just looked like some normal, wholesome guy with my new sweater.

But the others?

Cami had on black leggings and a pair of short jean shorts to go with a black, graphic shirt with some band logo on it. She looked more punk than I ever did.

Meanwhile, Lavi wore a white dress with a red blush on her cheeks. I expected her to dress like the punk if anything, but she looked pure and innocent instead.

Then there was Delphi. Delphi’s armor must have made her chest look even smaller than it was because it seemed even bigger now despite wearing a baggy sweater that completely covered it up, and she wore tight sweatpants to go with it.

That left the newest two girls to join our relationship.

Clawdia had a simple skirt and blouse combo, but she also had the most cleavage showing out of all of them. She also looked like she might have been wearing a bra to make it look like she had even more cleavage than normal. Between that and the way that she kept her arms crossed under her chest, it was pretty obvious where she wanted me to look.

And then there was the honey badger herself. Despite looking almost like a super model before, now she looked like a recluse who was ashamed of her body. Either that, or—honestly—just outright lazy. She wore baggy jeans, an oversized hoodie that was zipped up, and her hair was tied into a single, long ponytail that left some hair over her forehead. She looked like she was going outside to grab the mail or going to the store to get a carton of milk instead of like somebody who was about to go out on a date.

There was something sexy about how normal she looked. Especially given just how naturally beautiful she was. I only ever saw women like her before when they were dressed up to look as good as possible. I never saw somebody like her wearing casual, lounging clothes instead. Even that one time when she pulled me into her tower, she looked like she was dressing to impress.

Of course, I found each and every one of the girls to be equally attractive. That was why I opened my mouth to say, “You all look amaz—”

“So handsome!” Delphi shouted with hearts in her eyes, her finger pointed straight at me as her tail rapidly wagged behind her.

“Cute,” Cami said, her own tail joining in on the wagging.

“Looking… looking pretty nice, Master,” Lavi said, refusing to be left out both when it came to words and the wagging of her tail.

Clawdia pushed her arms up a little bit more against the underside of her bust before saying, “Hmph. Good. I would have been disappointed if you didn’t dress nicely for our date.” Her tail might not have wagged like the other’s did, but it still swayed around as her ears twitched.

And then there was the honey badger herself, again. She didn’t say anything to me. Instead, she simply stared at me with sparkling stars in her eyes and parted lips as if staring at something beyond incredible. I even looked behind me just to make sure that there wasn’t anything else she could have been looking at, but there wasn’t anything else nor anybody else there.

It had to all be thanks to the sweater.

I actually ended up feeling pretty nervous because of them all. I really didn’t believe that I deserved such attention and praise from them.

“As I was going to say,” I continued, “you all look amazing. I’m pretty sure I’m the luckiest guy to ever exist at this point.”

Delphi shook her head before rushing straight at me, extending her arms out in front of her, and jumping into me with the top of her head going straight into my gut as she wrapped her arms around me. Needless to say, she knocked me down.

And that was how I found myself pinned underneath her with her tail wagging in the air above her, her face now positioned over mine as she stared down into my eyes while panting.

“Ma-Master,” Delphi said, her cheeks flushed.

I felt like I was a leg of lamb being stared at by a starving wolf.

“De-Delphi?” I asked.

“It’s—it’s not fair for you to make me this excited before the date even starts,” Delphi answered before licking her lips. “It makes me want to eat you up right here.”

“Ca-Cami? Lavi? Either of you want to help me out here?”

Cami and Lavi shook their heads.

“Sorry, Master. I’ve seen how she is when she gets like this. I’m not going anywhere near her,” Lavi said.

“Delphi gets scary,” Cami replied.

I had no idea what they saw when it came to Delphi being like this. It must have been in private since I never saw her anything like this before. All I knew was that she even bared her fangs at me.

Yeah, she was actually kind of scary. Scary in an incredibly arousing way, but still scary.

“Clawdia?” I asked.

Clawdia shook her head. “No way I’m risking getting between a hound and her prey, nya.”

I was abandoned. There was nobody to help me.

Except for maybe one person.

“Window?!”

	pass


I was screwed. I was potentially about to get screwed in more than one meaning of the word, too, given how things were going.

That was when my savior arrived.

A hand grabbed Delphi by her shoulder, pulling her away from me.

And, out of pure instinct and territorial defensiveness, Delphi snapped her head around and bit into the arm of the woman who grabbed her.

Delphi bit hard, too. It looked seriously painful. Not to mention that with how sharp Delphi’s canines were, any bite from her should have been significantly more painful and bloody than when Clawdia bit Vala.

Yet, there was no blood and no pain.

There wasn’t even a reaction to getting bit.

Miss Honey Badger dragged Delphi away from me as Delphi gnawed on her arm to no effect.

Fortunately, not that she was doing any damage in the first place, Delphi did snap out of her desire once she was pulled far enough away.

And it was when Delphi snapped out of her apparent heat that she realized what she was doing.

“S-sorry!” Delphi shouted, grabbing onto the arm that she was just chewing on to lick where her teeth failed to penetrate. “I—I don’t know what came over me! I didn’t hurt you, did I?!”

Miss Honey Badger tilted her head and asked, “What?”

“I—I bit you, didn’t I?”

“Oh. I… didn’t notice. Sorry.”

Delphi blinked a few times before reaching a hand up to her mouth to feel her canines, testing to see if they were working properly. She then bit her arm hard enough to make herself yelp and pull away as a bit of blood trickled from the wound. Then, she brought her teeth back to the other’s arm to bite and… failed to even leave a mark. “Woah… your skin is super tough.”

It was Miss Honey Badger’s turn to blink a few times before large, dramatic tears formed at the corners of her eyes. “My… my skin is tough? I-is that bad?! I—I can put lotion on it!”

And then it was my turn to blink a few times.

Miss Honey Badger might have lived up to the meme of not giving a fuck when it came to being bitten by a girl with pretty sharp canines, but when it came to her skin… she really cared.

“No, no! It’s soft!” Delphi shouted. “It’s just, really hard to break through! But it feels soft! It doesn’t even make any sense but your skin is nice! Super nice! You don’t need lotion!”

The archer looked like she wanted to cry even more after hearing that.

Apparently, honey badgers did—in fact—give a fuck. They were just very selective about which fucks they gave. In Miss Honey Badger’s case, she apparently didn’t give the slightest of fucks in regard to being bitten and chewed on, nor did she mind pulling Delphi off of me when everybody else was afraid to. But as soon as it came to her skin being “tough,” she had a significant number of fucks to give.

	Would you please stop using the F word before you make us need an adult label or something?


Rather than use the word, I stuck my middle finger up to Window before looking back at Delphi to ask her, “By the way, what was up with uh… how you acted before?”

“Hmm? Master?” Delphi turned to look at me.

And as soon as she did look at me, those hearts in her eyes returned.

	Oh no… I know what’s happening.
It’s the sweater.
It’s the power of the sweater.
The sweater is so powerful that it instantly puts her into a state of intense heat, just like when you saw Vala wearing overalls.



“Wa-wait, you know about the overalls?” I asked.

	(insert innocent whistling noises here)


As tempted as I was to shake and throw Window, I had to deal with Delphi before she pounced me again. Miss Honey Badger looked too emotional to be of much help again.

And the only way I could think of taming Delphi’s desires was to make her a deal.

“Delphi, sit,” I ordered.

As excited as Delphi was, she still sat down the second she heard the order.

“Good girl. Now, I know what you want to do.”

Delphi nodded and wagged her tail.

“But we have a date to go on first. After the date, we can do whatever you want, but only if you relax and behave. Understand?”

Delphi whined as her ears flattened against the top of her head, but she did nod and say, “Alright… I’ll be a good girl and wait. But Master has to promise that the sweater stays on!”

I really wasn’t expecting to learn so much about Delphi’s fetishes when I came out of the house, but I agreed to her terms seeing as how we were never going to actually go on the date otherwise. “Deal.”


Chapter Seventeen

We were teleported without warning and I was immediately greeted by a cold blast of air against my face. Despite how dark it was outside, cheers, screams, and laughter could be heard mixed in with the noises made from all of the amusement park’s rides.

Window teleported us straight into a parking lot right outside the park.

Going by how cold it was, and the fact that the nearby trees looked like they lost most of their leaves already, it must have been fall. That was a little bit concerning when considering the fact that it wasn’t like that the other day when me and Window went on our date.

That was why I looked at Window and asked, “Has the weather seriously changed this much in just a couple of days?”

Window, in her humanoid form, sighed and shook her head. “You know we’re not in the same place, right? This isn’t even the same country we were in before.”

“Oh. Good point. I assumed we were. By the way,” I paused to look her and our daughter over, “I didn’t know you were coming for the date.”

“We didn’t. We’re going to go do our own thing while you have fun with the others. Do you really think she would have let you go to an amusement park without her?”

I looked at Luca. Honestly…

“Yeah,” me and Luca said at the same time.

“You’re the reason I’m here, Mama,” Lucca said. “You wanted to ride the rolly coasters!”

“That sounds more believable,” I joined in. “Luca is precious and pure and wouldn’t mind me going to an amusement park without her. You, on the other hand, would feel jealous and left out.”

Window’s cheeks turned red as she realized we both saw through her. Fortunately for her, she had a good excuse to end the teasing there. “You’re supposed to be on a date with the others! I’m only here for Luca!” With Luca’s hand held by her own, Window marched off toward the entrance as Luca waved to the rest of us.

I felt a tugging on my sweater sleeve. When I looked to see who it was, it was none other than Cami staring straight up at me. “Papa,” she said.

“Cami… why are you calling me that?” I asked.

“I wanted to try it out. Papa.”

There was something incredibly adorable about her saying that in her usual, monotone voice. But at the same time, it was wrong. Maybe if she tried calling me that before Luca did, I wouldn’t have minded. I might have even liked it. But now? After hearing Luca call me that? “Please don’t.”

“Dang. I should have thought of it sooner. Luca wins this time.”

“Why would you want to call me that anyways?”

A rare sight appeared before my eyes, and that sight was Cami blushing a little as she looked away. “It’s nothing.”

“Sus! Cami is sus!” Delphi shouted. “Hey, hey, Lavi! Did I use it right? Sus?!”

Lavi crossed her arms over her chest and nodded. “Good job. You finally used it properly.”

“And what are you two going on about?” I asked them.

“Don’t worry, Master. It’s from a game we started playing recently.”

Delphi nodded. “It’s really fun! You get to kill people and then blame it on somebody else!”

A family of four walking by us looked our way before picking up their pace toward the park’s entrance.

“Maybe… maybe don’t get yourselves labeled as wanted criminals, too. I’ve already got that covered,” I said before looking over to the two most quiet members of the group: the honey badger and the cat. The former looked shy and was trying to minimize her presence while the latter pouted while pretending that she wasn’t staring at me and waiting for attention.

I didn’t want either of them to feel left out, and I knew the others wouldn’t mind, so I placed myself between them and grabbed their hands.

“Wha-wh-what do you think you’re doing?!” Clawdia asked. “I—I don’t have any gloves on! Thi-this is… this is unprotected handholding! I-in public! Are—are you trying to get me pregnant?!”

“You can’t get pregnant from unprotected handholding, you degenerate cat!” I shouted.

“Ny-nya… raising your voice against me in public… wha-what else are you going to do to me in front of everybody?”

I forgot just how easy it was to flip that masochistic switch in Clawdia’s head. Because any attempts at unflipping it would have backfired, I turned my attention to the other girl whose hand I was holding. “You know, we still don’t have a name for you.”

Miss Honey Badger’s cheeks turned a light shade of red as she looked away from me, bringing one hand up to scratch her cheek. “I-it doesn’t matter. You can call me whatever you want. I don’t really care…”

“You don’t have a name?”

She shook her head.

“Master!” Delphi shouted. “Don’t forget, you have to name us. We’re your pets—err, towers! Err, that’s not right either. Umm… we’re your soldiers! Well, kind of… uh… oh! We’re your girlfriends! That’s why you have to name us!”

I was pretty sure that I understood Delphi’s point even if she failed to properly explain it. If anything, she was closest the first time by calling herself and the others my “pets.” Back when Delphi, Cami, and Lavi were just dogs, I gave them names. Clawdia came with a name, but that was because she was already humanoid and the queen of our enemies. It would have been weird if she needed a name despite being the enemy leader. As for all of the girls on our side who evolved into being actual, humanoid women, they needed names.

“Alright,” I said. “If that’s how it is, then I’ll name you Honey.”

“H-Honey?” Miss Honey Badger, now Honey, asked in response.

“That’s right. I figure it’s based off of your species and works as… you know, one of those cutesy pet names that people give each other in relationships. Honey, darling, sweetheart—those. So, you’re Honey. Honey the honey badger.”

Honey’s cheeks developed an even brighter shade of red as a happy smile crept onto her face that she tried to hide. “I… like it. B-but!” She turned to face me with an expression full of resolve. “What—what do I call you?”

“Well, I’m Drake, so you can just call me that.”

Honey shook her head. “That’s what Vala and Window call you! Then Luca calls you Papa and the others call you Master! I… I want something to call you, too.”

“Well, you can call me whatever you want. Wait.” I looked at Clawdia. “Have you ever called me anything?”

“You’re the demonic tyrant king who nukes castles,” Clawdia answered.

“Oh! That’s so cool!” Lavi shouted. “Can I start calling you that, Master?!”

“That’s way too long!” I shouted back. “… and that’s what she said.”

Vala and Window weren’t there to say it which meant I had to.

Clawdia was the only one who was unamused.

“But seriously,” I said. “I can’t remember if I’ve ever even heard you say my name before.”

“Your name… calling you by it would be too much,” Clawdia said. “What about… Piggy?”

“Is this supposed to be some weird fetish thing where you’re trying to degrade me?”

It was Clawdia’s turn to blush, apparently, as she looked away with a guilty expression.

“If you can’t even own it then you don’t deserve to call me something like that. If anything, I should be calling you that. Don’t think that I haven’t seen you demanding some of your servants’ food.”

“Wha-wha?! You—you saw that?!”

“For a queen, I didn’t think you would lower yourself to eating kibble.”

“I-it’s nutritionally balanced! And I was hungry!”

“Alright. When we grab some unhealthy amusement park food, I’ll let them know you want deep-fried kibble.”

“That’s—that’s… does that exist?”

“There’s no such thing as deep-fried kibble!”

“Then why’d you get my hopes up for it?!”

“Why are you getting your hopes up for it is the real question!”

“Hmph, nya!” Even without Window or Vala, there was still somebody to be utterly outrageous. And that somebody, apparently, was Clawdia. “Anyways! I-it’s not like I need to call you anything specific! You’re… you. Maybe I’ll call you something special sometimes, b-but… that depends on the mood.”

“Fair enough. It’s not like you need to call me something.”

“I’ll call you a horrible person for getting my hopes up about deep-fried kibble.”

“I’d flick you if you didn’t look too delicate to flick.”

“T-too delicate?! I—I… n-nya…”

And just like that, she was back to squirming around with flushed cheeks.

Meanwhile, Honey’s voice spoke up from my other side. “I know what I want to call you!”

I looked and asked, “Yeah?”

Honey nodded, her eyes full of determination, before announcing the name she had for me. “Muffin!”

“M-Muffin?”

The other girls joined in as well, asking “Muffin?” in unison.

Honey looked even more embarrassed, but she seemed adamant about her decision. “Muffin! Because… muffins are my favorite food, and you’re my favorite person, so…”

If Vala was there then she would have teased Honey about the potentially lewd implications of naming me after her favorite food. I was tempted to do it in Vala’s absence. But, seeing how embarrassed and cute Honey was deterred me from doing so. “I’ll be the muffin to your honey. People put honey inside and on top of muffins sometimes, right?”

Honey stared at me as her cheeks slowly but steadily increased in brightness. Meanwhile, Cami said, “Lewd, Master.”

“What? How? I deliberately avoided being lewd there.”

“Wait… Master,” Lavi spoke up, “that wasn’t intentional?”

“What? People combine honey and muffins, don’t they? What’s so bad about that?”

“Master is more innocent than we thought,” Delphi said.

“I seriously don’t see what’s—”

Oh.

Oh.

“I—I swear I meant it innocently! I was thinking of baking!” I shouted in a desperate attempt to explain myself.

“Muffin wants to bake in Honey’s oven,” Cami said.

“That’s way too obvious now!”

On one hand, I didn’t want them to embarrass Honey even more because she was already she enough by default. On the other hand, we were acting normal around her and I wanted her to feel included as if she were just another member of our fun. I didn’t want her feeling left out or like she was treated differently or anything.

Then a baseball flew right into Honey’s face. It was fast, too, going by the loud noise it made when it smacked into her.

When I looked in the direction it came from, I saw a mother scolding two young boys while the father ran over to us with a mortified expression.

“Are you alright?!” I asked Honey, holding onto her shoulders to get a good look at her.

“I—I don’t know,” Honey answered, her eyes shaking and her lips quivering. She looked as if she was about to cry. “I… I’m only good at yaoi. I don’t have any experience… between men and women.”

“Huh?”

“Th-the baking!”

“I’m talking about the baseball that just hit you in the face!”

“Huh?”

“Why are you looking at me like you have no idea what I’m talking about?!”

“A baseball hit me?”

“Did it give you brain damage or something?!”

“I… felt something touch me, but I thought it was more wind.”

“There’s a massive difference between a gentle breeze and a baseball!”

While I worried over whether or not Honey’s brain was damaged, the father of the kids arrived and tried his best to apologize. He even bowed and everything.

“I-it’s okay,” Honey said to the father. “I didn’t even feel it. Don’t wor—”

I grabbed the father by the collar of his shirt, bringing his head up so that it was right in front of me. “What kind of parent are you to let your kids throw a baseball around in a packed parking lot?! Even if they didn’t hit my girlfriend in the face, they could have broken a window on one of the cars! Is that how you’ve raised your children?! To disrespect people’s property?!”

“Pro-property?!” Clawdia shouted, clearly taking something else out of what I said.

“Which of those brats was it?! If they want to hit somebody in the face, they need to learn what it’s like themselves!”

“Mu-Muffin!” Honey spoke up. “It’s alright! I—I didn’t even feel it!”

“It doesn’t matter if you didn’t feel it. They hit you, so now I need to hit them.”

“But it was probably an accident!”

“Then I’ll accidentally practice kickboxing in the direction of their faces.”

I thought Honey might try to stop me, but she smiled and chuckled instead while covering up her mouth. Meanwhile, Lavi, Cami, and Delphi all stood off to the side and whistled to pretend they had no idea what was happening. Then there was Clawdia who was enjoying the scene way too much as she rubbed her thighs together and watched with her hands over her face, her fingers parted for her eyes to look between.

That was when the father said something along the lines of, “If you want to hit somebody, hit me!” I wasn’t paying much attention to him, so I wasn’t sure exactly what he said.

What I was sure of was that my fist slammed into his face and sent him to the ground. That was satisfying enough, though I wished that it was the brat’s face who hit her instead.

His wife and kids ran up to him after that.

“Touch one of my girls again and I’ll knock the rest of you down, too,” I warned the group before returning my attention to the girls, grabbing Honey’s and Clawdia’s hands again. “Let’s go.”

There wasn’t even a hint of red or anything where Honey was hit, so I might have overreacted… but if that baseball hit any normal person’s face, it would have caused some damage. Just because Honey didn’t give a fuck didn’t mean that she didn’t deserve to have somebody stand up for her.

Right after we reached the park’s entrance and got tickets for the remainder of the night until it shut down, Honey said, “You… you called us your girls.”

The rest of them looked at me while waiting for my response. “I—I didn’t mean to. It was a heat of the moment thing,” I explained. “It was short for my girlfriends, or something.” Having it pointed out was embarrassing for some reason. I didn’t want to sound controlling or possessive of them or anything.

But I didn’t need to worry about that.

“I… liked it,” Honey said.

Cami nodded as Delphi said, “I’m Master’s girl! Master’s good girl!”

“That was pretty cool of you, Master,” Lavi said. “Even if you were trying to punch a little kid in the face.”

And then there was Clawdia who still looked too excited. “Wh-what a brute… I—I hope you never treat me so roughly… like by throwing me to the ground while ripping my clothes o—”

I let go of Clawdia’s hand to put my own over her mouth. “There are kids here. I might not have a problem with punching them in the face, but let’s try not to corrupt their innocence.”

From what I could still see of Clawdia’s face, she seemed to be enjoying my hand over her mouth like that, but it was fine as long as the nearby youth couldn’t hear her.

I imagined getting a gag for Clawdia, but then I remembered that would only excite her even more.


Chapter Eighteen

There might have been a little bump in the road to get into the amusement park, but we made it in. Window made sure that we had enough money to pay for tickets and gave us some extra for food, games, souvenirs, and other things that people usually bought whenever they went to parks like this.

I had a feeling all of that money was poofed into existence instead of legally printed, so I wasn’t sure about the legality of it, but I didn’t care about that. As long as they took our money, counterfeit or not, I was happy.

Though, once we were inside the park and surrounded by tons of people, I was curious about something.

Everybody still had their ears and tails.

“Shouldn’t you wear disguises or cover those up or something?” I asked them. “So we don’t draw too much attention to ourselves.”

“Master… no offense, but you’re kinda bad at not drawing attention,” Lavi said.

“What? How?”

“You punched a guy in the face in the parking lot.”

“And he should be grateful I didn’t punch his little brat instead.”

Lavi sighed before Delphi spoke up to say, “Window said we don’t have to worry about it!”

“Well, nobody seems to be paying any extra attention to all of you.” I looked around and saw that there were a couple of people looking at my girlfriends, but they were all men. Well, and boys. Basically, anybody who would be attracted to them between the ages of zero and death.

But they were only being looked at as much as any attractive women would be looked at. It wasn’t like everybody around was looking at them in confusion wondering what was up with the lifelike animal ears and tails.

Maybe Window made it so that those parts of the girls were invisible to other people?

Well, whatever it was, it wasn’t worth thinking about if it wasn’t a problem.

More importantly, I dealt with the rest of the people staring at them by glaring at anybody who had the foolish idea of checking my girlfriends out.

It didn’t go without the girls noticing.

“Master… is really possessive, isn’t he?” Lavi asked.

“Possessive master in a sweater is nice,” Delphi said as a bit of drool ran down her lip.

Cami rose her hand. “Can I try?”

“Try what?” I asked.

“Scaring people who shouldn’t be looking off.”

“Go for it.”

Rather than glare at one of the few men still looking at them, Cami looked to the side and focused her eyes on a group of girls who were apparently looking at me and whispering to each other.

Despite Cami not being that expressive and her face not looking too different from normal… there was something different about the way she stared at them. The changes in her expression were so tiny that they were almost impossible to see, but they were there and they put her killing intent on display.

I immediately understood how Delphi felt as soon as the girls stopped and hurried away.

“Did I do good?” Cami asked, her expression now devoid of that killing intent as she looked up at me.

“You did. And you can do that as much as you want,” I answered.

Cami looked up at me with a slight smile before getting back to work keeping any women from looking at me.

With that taken care of, we finally looked around the place to try and get an idea of what we wanted to do.

It didn’t take long to figure out what time of year it was considering that there were spooky decorations all around. There were gravestones, giant spider webs, the staff walked around in costumes—it couldn’t have been any other time of the year aside from the one where annoying brats dressed up and ran around while begging for candy.

Then it made sense why nobody paid any attention to the tails and ears of those with me. Everybody else probably assumed they were parts of a costume. In that case, I was happy letting them think—

“Heh, furries,” some teenage punk said as he walked past my girlfriends.

Somehow, before I even had a chance to think about it, my hand ended up clutching the neckline of the boy’s shirt. “What’d you call them?” I asked, almost lifting him up off the ground.

Before he had a chance to reply, Delphi and Lavi pulled me back and told me to let him go. He ended up flipping me off as he walked away in a hurry.

That made me want to punch him even more.

It wasn’t that I had a problem with furries. I didn’t care. People were welcome to live their life however they wanted to, whether that was in a fursuit or not. But, I did have a problem with somebody insulting my girlfriends, and he used furry as an insult in that case.

That made me want to punch him.

“M-Master,” Delphi said, “I might like it when you’re like this… but we’ll get kicked out if you keep on attacking everybody you don’t like.”

She had a point. I was going to ruin our date if I kept getting pissed off at everybody who screwed with my girlfriends. Now, if somebody was responsible for hitting one of them in the face again, or hitting them at all, that would still be dealt with. But if somebody insulted them in passing? Well, I could always try tripping them and then laughing at them rather than starting a fight. Especially when they were only half my age.

“Kids are the worst. Teenagers are also the worst,” I groaned. “Except Luca. She’s exempted because she’s mine.”

“Not—not that I plan on… ha-having kids or anything with you! But… o-other kids you have will be exempted, right?” Clawdia asked, not even able to look my way with her burning cheeks.

“I’ll treat our kid just as I treat Luca,” I told her.

“O-our kid?! Wha—I-I never said anything about—about having a kid with you, nya!”

“Are you saying you wouldn’t want to have one?”

“I-I’m not saying that either! I’m not saying anything!”

“But you just did say anything.”

Clawdia went from looking flustered and cute to disappointed and dead inside.

“Sorry. Teasing you helped me calm down from that punk.”

“Hey,” Clawdia said to Honey, “you’re not going to ruin the mood with stupid jokes, are you?”

“N-no?” Honey answered.

“Hmph.” Clawdia wrapped her arms around Honey’s. “That stupid man over there lost the privilege of me touching him.”

She said that I lost the privilege of her touching me, but she didn’t say anything about me losing the privilege of touching her. So, I reached out to poke her nose.

Unfortunately for my finger, it was intercepted with her teeth and almost torn off from my hand.

“You didn’t hold back at all!” I shouted while pulling my hand away, swinging it around in the air to try and shake the pain off.

“People who make bad jokes that kill the mood don’t deserve me going easy on them!” Clawdia shouted.

“You seriously bit hard. Now I know how Vala feels when you—”

I was interrupted by a warm, wet feeling around my finger.

That feeling was caused by my finger being inside of Delphi’s mouth as she licked where I was bit, her eyes closed as she wore a gentle expression on her face during her tending to my finger. Once she was done, she pulled my finger out from my mouth and gave it a kiss before looking up at me with a smile. “All healed!” she declared.

“Delphi, you make it hard to resist doing,” I paused when I remember there were kids all around us, “adult things to you right now.”

“Ehehe… now I’m not the only one holding back!”

“You really love this sweater, don’t you?”

She nodded and gave my finger another kiss and lick. This latest lick was significantly lewder than the ones she gave to “heal” my finger.

Surprisingly, my finger really felt healed, too. Whether that was because I was caught off guard from her sudden licking and forgot all about the pain, or because her saliva actually did have some sort of magical healing properties, I didn’t know. It didn’t matter, either. What did matter was actually enjoying the amusement park we were in.

“Alright,” I said before returning my attention to Clawdia. “Since I ruined the moment with that joke, you can decide what we do first. Anything stick out to you?”

“I want to eat,” Clawdia immediately answered.

“No.”

“Why?! You said it’s up to me!”

“Because we’re going to go on rides! Do you want to throw up in front of everybody?! Are you that much of a masochist?!”

“Tha-that’s… too much for me. Okay. Fine, nya. We’ll save eating for later. What about…”

“A water ride?” I asked with a smirk.

“Abs-nya-lutely not!”

“I figured.”

“What about… that?” Clawdia pointed at a large pirate ship that swung back and forth. At its most extreme swings, its riders were almost parallel with the ground. It didn’t have anything to hold its riders down aside from thin seatbelts, so those riding it screamed as they almost fell off their seats each swing.

“Didn’t know you wanted to be a pirate. But if that’s what you want, we’ll go for it. The line seems short, too.”

“Muffin… a lot of the lines look short,” Honey said. “Why? I thought lines in places like this are always full?”

“Well, it’s the evening, maybe a school night—I never know what day it is anymore, and it’s the season of candy and skeletons. They probably have some haunted houses open that everybody is in line for. Or some more appropriately themed rides.”

“Ha-haunted houses?” Clawdia asked, clearly shaken.

“Haunted houses?!” Lavi asked, clearly excited. “Can we go in one of those?! Please?! That sounds awesome!”

“I guess we’re going in a haunted house after we roleplay pirates,” I said. When I saw Clawdia shaking at the thought of it, I said, “You can sit out and wait if you’re afrai—”

“I-I’m not afraid!” Clawdia shouted. “I can do it! I-I’ll show them that cats fear nothing!”

I couldn’t wait to see Clawdia get absolutely terrified during the haunted house.

But first came the swinging pirate ship.

The pirate ship actually ended up being slightly scary. Maybe it was because I hadn’t been on any theme park rides since I was a little kid, or maybe it was because I seriously felt like I was about to fall out of my seat despite knowing the seatbelt would protect me, but my heart ended up beating faster than I expected it to.

And that reminded me of something.

I was horrible at horror.

Even the spooky zone back in Vala’s universe was borderline too much for me. If it wasn’t for how lighthearted and silly everything there was, I probably wouldn’t have been able to handle it.

Now I was in an amusement park full of employees dressed up in costumes who actually wanted to terrify us.

I wanted to tease Clawdia for being scared, but there was a high chance of me being the one who would get scared.

“That… was really fun,” Clawdia said. “I liked feeling the wind blow against me. Are there any other rides like that?”’

“What about that one?” Delphi asked, pointing at one of the rides in the distance.

The ride was a bit similar to the pirate ship, except it hosted two rows of riders in standing positions who were swung far higher into the air and taken almost upside down. The swing stopped just short of actually going all the way around. “That… looks really high,” Clawdia answered. “But I kind of want to try it. We… can we try it after everybody else has had a turn to pick something?”

Clawdia proved to be more adventurous than me since my stomach was already uneasy at the sight of the ride.

Was I always this much of a wimp in amusement parks? I thought to myself. Wait… now I remember.

The last time I was at a park like this was when my parents took me as a child. They had to pay me just to get me to ride a roller coaster with them, and I was crying the entire time I was in line with them.

I loved roller coasters after actually riding one, but I was still terrified of it all the way up until I went down my first hill on one.

They failed to pay me enough to convince me to ride anything else I was terrified of, though. Rides similar to the latest one that caught Clawdia’s interest included.

But…

If it meant going on rides that my girlfriends wanted to go on, I could do it. I could manage.

I would be brave.

But first was a haunted house. And thankfully, there was a tall sign sticking up from the ground that showed us a map of the park. It also showed the locations of three different buildings that were converted into haunted houses.

“Which one do you want to try?” I asked Lavi. “Looks like you get to choose between… The Gory Mansion of the Can—Can… Cannibal Doctor,” I gulped, “The Eldritch Horror Testing Facility, or The Smiling Clowns’ Murder Circus. Uh… these… they’re really going all out with the adult themes, aren’t they? Aren’t kids the main audience here?”

Looking around, there definitely was a majority of children, but none of them seemed bothered by anything. Even when one of the employees snuck up behind a group of kids with a fake chainsaw and revved it up, the kids screamed and ran away laughing rather than crying.

I would have been crying if I was their age.

“Muffin? You’re shaking,” Honey said.

“What? I’m fine,” I replied while forcing myself to hold back the shakes.

“Wait,” Clawdia said. “Is it possible… you’re more afraid of haunted houses than me?” A sly, catlike smile spread across her lips. I never saw her look that sadistic before. So much for her being a pure masochist.

“I’m not afraid. Lavi, choose one of the houses.” Please not the one with clowns. “We’ll go to whichever one you—”

“The Smiling Clowns’ Murder Circus!” Lavi announced.

Why’d you have to pick the one with clowns?! Clowns are already terrifying enough even when they’re not purposely trying to be scary! “A-a-alright. Murder circus it-it is.”

“Master?” Delphi asked with a concerned tone as she tugged on my sleeve. “Are you sure you’re up for it?”

There was no way I was going to back out. I had to be strong! I had to be brave! I had to protect them! If I was willing to punch children in the face, I had to be willing to punch adult clowns in the face, too!

“Muffin… your legs are shaking,” Honey said.

“It’s because a gust of cold wind blew on them,” I said.

“Nobody else felt it,” Clawdia said as she looked all smug.

“It was a hyper localized gust of wind that targeted me and me only.”

“It’s okay. You can always hide behind me if you get scared.”

“Aw-awfully bold of you. Are you sure that—that you aren’t going to be the one hiding behind me when they honk their noses at us?”

“Hmph. I don’t feel scared at all. Knowing that somebody is even more terrified than me puts the nerves at ease.”

I lowered my voice and said, “You know nothing, Clawdia. If you think you’re immune to their terror… just wait until you hear their noses honking in the dark.”

Clawdia took a step back and gulped. “A-as if such a pitiful thing would frighten me. Come! Let us see who the true scaredy-cat is!”

The challenge was on to see who was the bravest.

And I wasn’t confident in my odds.


Chapter Nineteen

Delphi tilted her head back and sniffed the air as we waited in line for the haunted house. She kept on sniffing until she was able to pinpoint the direction that admittedly delicious scent was coming from, and her eyes widened once she looked in its direction. “Master!” she shouted, earning the stares of those in the line around us, “what’s that?!”

I gave the staring eyes a quick glare to tell them to mind their own business before looking over there myself. Sitting at a nearby table in front of a food stall was a family with paper plates piled high with bands of deep-fried batter topped with powered sugar, vanilla ice cream, and sliced strawberries. “That’s funnel cake,” I answered, “and it’s the best thing you’ll ever find in an amusement park.”

“They don’t sell soup here?”

“I—well… maybe? Depends on if this place has a proper restaurant. Some parks do, some don’t.”

“Then if they sell soup, it can’t be the best thing here! Unless… there’s funnel cake soup?”

“That sounds horrible.”

“No soup is horrible!”

“Nobody wants to eat sweet soup. Plus it would get all soggy.”

“But people eat cereal all the time.”

“That’s—that’s cereal, not soup.”

“Master, what do you think cereal is?”

“Cereal is cereal.”

“And cereal is soup.”

“Cereal isn’t… wait, is it?”

“Soup is a liquid dish. It has a stock which has other ingredients added to it. Milk is the stock and the cereal pieces are the other ingredients. Now! Some people might say, ‘oh, but that doesn’t count because milk isn’t a stock.’ And to them, I say stop being purist pedants! Soup stock can be made in all sorts of different ways! It doesn’t have to only be a broth made from meat or vegetables! And for ingredients, you don’t have to use meat or vegetables! There are soups out there that don’t use either that people don’t mind calling soup! Then there might be the counterpoint of, ‘but soup is hot and cereal is cold,’ but that’s weak! That implies all you have to do to make cereal into a soup is to heat it up! If your logic is so easily defeated by microwaving a bowl of cereal, it doesn’t count! And, and, even if you wanted to be a super purist pedant who refuses to budge from your old, elitist, and gatekeeping ways about what makes a soup a soup, then you would still be wrong because the spirit of soup and cereal are the same!”

I felt like a whole new world was opened up before me, but there was still one more point I could think of. “Alright. But, if somebody asks for soup, and they get cereal, they’re going to be disappointed and vise-versa. Doesn’t that argue against the soul being the same?”

“All that means is that the person asking for soup should have been more specific about what kind. But if they ask for cereal and then get a non-cereal soup, that’s the other person’s fault. Cereal is a sub-category of soup. All cereal is soup, but not all soup is cereal.” Every word that left her lips was backed with pure confidence. “And that’s another example of bad logic! What if somebody asks for soup, who hates tomatoes, and they get handed tomato soup? They would still be disappointed! So, it’s their fault for not being specific! You get what you get when you’re that vague!”

“What… what about water with ice in it?”

“That doesn’t count as soup because it’s a beverage. Soup is a food. You don’t drink soup.”

“But some people do. If it’s a creamy soup, you can drink it instead of… eat it. They even sell microwavable containers of soup that you drink like it’s a cup or with a straw.”

Delphi’s eyes widened again. “Then… then… ice water is soup! Lemonade with strawberry chunks in it are soup! This is a whole new world of soups being discovered!”

“Well, I’d say it’s more like being reclassified rather than discovered.”

“There are so many new soups I get to enjoy!”

“You could have already enjoyed them before.”

“But they’ll be even better now that they’re soup!”

If there was a way of defeating Delphi’s logic, I didn’t care. Plus, she was one of my girlfriends so I had no problem with letting her win and be right in the first place.

Water with ice in it was officially a type of soup. So was cereal.

Meanwhile, Clawdia acted like she had no idea who we were while taking Honey with her to stand a bit farther ahead in line. Lavi and Cami stayed with us, watching our conversation with great interest while taking mental notes of everything we discussed despite really not covering anything worthy of that.

And by the time the conversation was over, we reached the front of the line and it was finally our turn to enter the haunted house.

“Want to grab some funnel cake after this?” I asked Delphi.

Delphi was quick to nod with an excited smile. She nodded so hard that it made her covered chest jiggle a little. Wearing a baggy sweater wasn’t able to hide the power of her chest.

Once it was our turn, we stepped into the haunted house as a group. Clawdia was quick to leave Honey’s side to cling to my arm instead, joining me in the middle of the group while Delphi, Lavi, and Cami took up rear guard.

All of my nervous fear returned the moment that I heard the eerie carnival music playing within the building. The entrance was lined with signs and warnings about not feeding the clowns, to keep an eye out for falling axes, and to not be afraid whenever we heard honking.

Despite the chosen venue being called “The Smiling Clowns’ Murder Circus,” it didn’t actually look like a circus at all aside from some decorations here and there. It was a standard, haunted house consisting of hallways and small rooms to capitalize on space. Setting it up like an actual circus with a massive area in the center for performances and stands surrounding it would have taken up too much room. Not to mention that it would seriously limit jump scare potential since the employees couldn’t just jump out from behind a nearby corner.

But even so, I was afraid. So was Clawdia. That was why we ended up clinging onto each other, which probably made me look ridiculous because of how much taller I was than her, as we followed Honey’s lead.

The first worker to jump out at us was a clown with blood pouring out from his eyes. He landed right in front of Honey and yelled while holding a knife.

Me and Clawdia jumped and clung even tighter to each other.

Honey…

Honey didn’t react at all.

Even when the clown growled at Honey and swung his knife in her direction, making sure not to actually get close with it due to safety concerns, she didn’t react. Well, she kind of did. She went, “H-hello?”

The situation felt so awkward that the clown straight up left to hide again without saying anything else.

This scene ended up repeating itself a few times. Every single time somebody jumped out from the front, Honey lacked any sort of reaction and would greet whoever did it if they kept on trying to scare her.

Honestly, I was fine with the situation. Honey’s pure lack of reaction was comforting and gave me a bit of courage.

The others, however, weren’t fine with it. They wanted a bit more excitement. More of a show. More reactions.

“Hey, Honey,” Lavi spoke up. “Let’s change positions. Master and Clawdia can take the lead, we’ll get the middle, and you cover the back.”

“O-oh, alright,” Honey replied.

“Wa-wai-wait, hang on,” I stuttered out. “Let’s not be hasty here. There’s nothing wrong with Honey being in the front. Right, Honey?”

“It’s okay, Muffin. I want you to have a fun time, too. It’s not fair if I’m the only one having fun.”

You were having fun that entire time? I thought to myself. She definitely didn’t look nor sound like she was having fun with her lack of reactions.

Before I could try and argue about it, Honey was already in the back which left me and Clawdia in the front.

That put me in an extremely difficult position. One, I was terrified and no longer had Honey to use as a shield. I wanted nothing more than to go to the nearest emergency exist to get out of there. Two… I was their boyfriend. It was supposed to be my time to step up and show that I could protect them! Step up and show that I had what it took to survive a haunted house!

My shaking legs that refused to move disagreed with that resolve, though.

What I ended up doing was taking a moment to take some nice, deep breaths in an attempt to calm myself down. That was all I really could do without giving up and looking lame.

So, with that, I took my first step forward as the lead of the group with Clawdia still clinging to my side.

A few seconds passed and everything seemed to be going pretty good, too. I managed to go a whole five seconds without freaking out! But I felt like that was about to come to an end when I turned us into a hall that was almost pitch black with red lights that occasionally flickered.

There was only one more thing I could use to make myself feel better.

Violence.

“I swear if anybody jumps out right now, I’m punching them,” I said, making sure to be loud enough for anybody hiding behind any walls or corners to hear. Everybody except for Honey and Clawdia giggled at my fear. Honey was too busy being Honey and Clawdia was too busy clinging to my arm while hiding her head halfway behind it. “What happened to—to not being afraid?” I asked the latter.

“I’m not!” Clawdia shouted. “I’m—I’m only using you as a shield! What if there’s a spontaneous explosion in front of us?! I have to use you to protect me, nya nya.” Each nya came with an accompanying nod of her head.

“There are bigger things to be afraid of right now than spontaneous explosions! Like—”

Honk.

I froze.

Clawdia froze.

Honk honk.

There it was. Exactly what I feared.

Honk honk honk honk.

Every terrifying honk was louder and closer than the last one.

“I—I’ll happily go to jail tonight if you jump at me!” I shouted.

Silence.

Did my intimidation work?

I let out a deep sigh. “Alright. Good. As long as I threaten them with violence, I should be—”

HONK!

I jumped and let out a noise that I would never admit to actually making no matter the interrogation method, spun, and punched.

Standing behind me was none other than a clown covered in blood wielding a meat cleaver. The worst part was that, because the others were all behind me and Clawdia… they were in on it. They purposely made space by standing to the sides so that the clown could get right behind me and Clawdia.

I never felt so betrayed in my entire life.

I also never felt like I was so close to having a heart attack from how brutally my heart was pounding in my chest.

There was good news, though. My fist hit the clown directly in the center of his face, causing him to fall backward onto his back. His honking nose rolled off his face, too.

That punch was pure instinct. I wasn’t seriously planning on attacking anybody who jumped out at me, but… my body had other plans.

“O-oi, Master,” Lavi said. “I… think you knocked him out.”

“Master’s going to jail,” Cami said.

Then there was Clawdia who spoke in a hushed voice I could barely hear. “I’m so turned—I-I mean! Good job, servant! Y-you’ve done well protecting me, nya!”

I looked down at her and said, “It sounded like you were about to say something else there.”

“N-nonsense!”

Before I could tease Clawdia about what she was about to say some more, Honey spoke up to ask, “Should… I find a medic for him?”

“He’ll be fine. All I did was punch him in the face,” I answered. “And he deserved it anyways.”

“Oh. Alright.”

“You know, I almost feel like you gave up on worrying about him a little bit too easily.”

“Sh-should I take him after all?”

“No, but still.”

“I’m confused.”

Delphi’s ears perked up as she shouted out, “Hi, Confused! I’m Delphi!” Her tail wagged so quickly that it looked like it was about to fly off from her body as the rest of us stared at her. “I learned that one from Master! The other Master.”

At the very least, Delphi’s dad joke took away a good amount of the fear I felt. “Don’t you think you should come up with a way to make it clear which of us you’re talking about?”

Delphi shook her head. “Master is Master! Master is also Master! Both masters are Master!”

“Couldn’t one of us be Master One and the other be Master Two?”

Once again, she shook her head as if it was an outrageous idea. “That implies seniority or preference even if there isn’t any! Masters are equal!”

“Alright, I won’t—Cami… what are you doing?”

I noticed Cami crouching down next to the fallen clown’s head as she poked his cheek. “Seeing if he’s alive,” she answered.

“He’s fine. All I did was punch him.” I hoped he was fine, anyways. “So, now that you’ve seen what happens when you want me to lead, I vote on you three leading us.” I looked at Delphi, Lavi, and Cami.

Honey—well, when she was in the lead, nothing was scary because she was absolutely unphased. Then there was me with Clawdia by my side. There was a non-zero chance of me accidentally killing somebody if they jumped out at me. So, it was time for the technically-not-sisters to take the lead together since they seemed like a healthy middle ground between the extremes of Honey and me.

And that was what we did after making sure that the clown was still alive. I honestly started to worry a little since he wasn’t moving at all, but then he opened up his eyes and started coughing before asking us what happened.

He had no recollection of my fist. So, I told him that he tripped and bashed his face into the floor, and that we rolled him onto his back and checked on him.

He was confused, but grateful. More importantly, I wasn’t about to end up on a wanted list for assault.

The rest of our time in the haunted house was much more normal. Delphi, Lavi, and Cami provided fun reactions to watch while tanking all of the scares from the front. Honey stayed behind me to tank anybody who might pop up from behind to scare us. That left me and Clawdia in the middle, and I made sure to always keep Clawdia on the side of the rooms and halls exposed to an opening. By keeping myself on the side with solid walls, I never had to worry about any surprise attacks and she was too worried to notice my tactical positioning.

Being behind the three up front was good for my sanity, too. I got to watch their tails wagging around with every jump scare.

It was adorable.

The cute wagging of their fluffy tails kept me from getting too worked up. After all, even if I was in the most protected position of the group, I was still in a haunted house with creepy decorations and ambient music designed to make its listeners uneasy.

Then, before we finished making our way through, I noticed something. Almost all of the latter, attempted scares came from behind us to target Honey. There was only one thing I could assume about that. I knew that, often in such places, the workers would coordinate with each other using radios. Going by how not a single person was able to scare Honey, I figured they must have been communicating behind the scenes to try and scare her.

Whether it was a shrieking clown girl with her head almost hanging off, a massive clown with a fake chainsaw, or anything else, none of them were able to scare her. None of them were even able to grab her attention. Her cold, absent reaction to them was probably the true terror of the haunted house. She struck fear into the clowns as the one who could not be scared. Meanwhile, every time I looked back at her, she smiled and gave me a little wave.

When we finally, finally made it to the exist, several of the crew members were waiting outside to shake Honey’s hand in an admission of defeat. She had no idea what was going on, but that was enough to prove my theory right.

They encountered somebody who was truly undefeatable. Completely unfrightenable. They encountered a honey badger woman, and they learned that she truly didn’t give a fuck. Well, she didn’t have any to give while going through the building. She turned into a blushing, flustered mess when everybody wanted to shake her hand and praise her while she had no idea why. If anything, all the positive attention given to her did scare and overwhelm her.

I made sure to pull her away before she got too overwhelmed.

I also heard one of the employees tell another about their coworker who they just found out received a concussion after… tripping.

Concussions are temporary, so he’ll be fine. Probably. Worst case scenario I have Window poof some money into existence for him in case he doesn’t have health insurance, I thought.

I was sure he’d be fine. Our stomachs, however, weren’t going to be fine unless we got some food in them, so it was time for some greasy, unhealthy, amusement park food.

It was time for funnel cake.

The non-soup/cereal kind of funnel cake.


Chapter Twenty

The girls ended up talking among themselves while we were in line for funnel cake. As for me, I found it next to impossible to pull my eyes away from what I was looking at.

I saw Window and Luca in the distance. They were standing in front of a game booth and it looked like Window was desperately trying to win a prize for Luca by throwing baseballs to try and knock over pins on a rack. I couldn’t see too clearly given the distance, but I did see Window try… and try… and try again while repeatedly failing. Meanwhile, Luca clung to her side with one arm while pointing at the pins with her other. She was even hopping up and down a little.

They looked adorable.

I would have gone over and joined them if it wasn’t for being on a date with the others, plus I wanted to give Window a chance to be cool in front of our daughter. The two of them having some special bonding time together on their own was important, too. So, I silently cheered for Window to do her best from afar.

I’ll spoil you or something later if you win, I thought.

The next second, Window threw the baseball and knocked down all the pins with a single strike. Luca jumped up and down from excitement while the other people standing nearby clapped for her determination prevailing in the end.

Wait… can she still read my thoughts even if we’re not in Vala’s universe?

I forgot if she could or not. If she couldn’t, then that was extremely conveniently timed.

But even if she could, I planned on keeping my word.

Next, I saw Luca point at one of the massive, stuffed animals even bigger than she was on the wall. The teen working the booth handed the toy over to Luca who immediately began showing it off to Window by shaking it around with excitement. It looked like a giant, white unicorn with a yellow horn and pink hair. It’s so fluffy… I could almost die.

Then I realized something.

I realized something that was an absolute travesty.

Despite how fluffy the bees were back in Vala’s universe… I never cuddled them. I never even got to hug them! They were basically giant bees the size of dogs covered in incredible amounts of bee fluff!

I needed them.

I needed to hug them.

That was why, as soon as I was done spending time with everybody, it would be time for a group cuddling session with the bees. I wanted to drown in their fluff.

The only problem with that was that I might end up covered in pollen and be violently sneezing throughout it.

Then I thought of something else.

“I think I just had a great idea,” I said.

“What, Muffin?” Honey asked, holding onto my arm. She sounded so sweet and caring… but, in a way, she almost sounded concerned that I had an idea. I figured she was more interested than concerned, but I wasn’t sure.

“I thought of an upgrade path for the bee tower. Imagine if their stingers can get upgraded to be covered in pollen, and pollen basically inflicts a poison-like debuff that makes the enemies sneeze. Every sneeze drops their health a little. So it’s like a DoT debuff. I think that’d be pretty fitting, right?”

“You should tell Window and Vala about that later! I think it’s a cute idea… but, um… if we’re on the topic of upgrading the bees… ca-can we upgrade them to produce honey? Like… what… what if the upgrade comes with honeycombs we can harvest every day?”

“You just want some honey, don’t you, Honey?”

“I’ve never gotten to try honey before, but I really want to…”

“Don’t worry, Honey. We’ll get you some honey.”

Honey lit up with an excited smile as her short ears twitched atop her head.

She was adorable.

Then there was Clawdia. “Hmph. When do we get a cat tower?”

“Do we really need one if we already have you?” I asked.

“Of course, nya! It’s not fair that everybody else gets a tower!”

“Vala doesn’t have a tower.”

“W-well… then we need a dragon tower to make things fair for her, too!”

“But if we get a cat tower and a dragon tower, wouldn’t those end up belonging to somebody else instead of either of you?”

“That’s—well, it doesn’t matter. What matters is that our species are fairly represented among the towers! Nyactually… if an upgraded cat tower results in another woman, then she can be my servant! That’s it! We need a cat maid tower!”

“I think maids is already the zombie queen’s thing.”

“Just because she’s a maid doesn’t mean that the cat tower can’t be maid-themed! Besides, you’re a man! Are you really going to complain if there are too many maid girls? Is there really a limit on how many can fill that trope?”

“Well, you’re not wrong. I once dreamed about living in a mansion where I had dozens of wives who all wore maid costumes for me.”

“That’s too many. All you need is two. Maybe three if you break me into being one of—I-I mean, two is enough.”

“Please, finish what you were going to say.”

“Si-silence! I wasn’t going to say anything else! Mo-moving on, there aren’t any support towers right now. That is why there needs to be a cat maid tower. They can uh… help heal the dogs or something. Maybe you place the tower down near a ground unit tower and the cats can heal and take care of any ground units within their range. Plus… I think that’s kind of nice, nya. The cats who once fought against the dogs now healing them in combat! I like it. Hmph.”

“What’s the ‘hmph’ for?”

“It felt wrong saying that much without going ‘hmph’ at all. Hmph.”

“Master,” Delphi said, “he’s still waiting.”

I looked around and asked, “Who?”

Delphi then pointed at the man behind the counter right in front of us.

Apparently, while talking to Honey and Clawdia, we made it to the front of the line. I had no idea how long the worker was waiting for, but he looked confused enough that he must have been listening for at least a little bit.

Once we sat down at a table with our food, Delphi, Clawdia, and Lavi ended up devouring it as quickly as possible. Delphi was the first to finish her food. She wanted more afterward, so she got back in line to order more. Lavi finished her food next, but she was satisfied with just that. As for Clawdia, she realized how barbaric she was eating her food about halfway through and stopped to slow down even though it was clear she didn’t want to. She ended up eating it as quickly as she could while also being as ladylike as possible.

As for Cami and Honey, they both took their time enjoying their funnel cake. Cami only ever took very small bites of her food—tiny little nibbles. She was a very slow eater as a result. Meanwhile, Honey was more like me and ate at a normal rate.

Everybody loved the funnel cake. Of course, any other outcome was impossible. How could anybody not love funnel cake? Not loving funnel cake was on par with committing war crimes. Only a genuinely terrible person could not love funnel cake. How could you trust somebody who doesn’t love funnel cake? A person like that is unpredictable and dangerous. The only person worse than somebody who doesn’t love funnel cake is somebody who doesn’t love the environment.

Moving on, Delphi finished her third plate of funnel cake just in time for Cami to finish her first plate.

“Hey, Cami,” Lavi said.

Cami looked at Lavi while chewing her final bite.

“Maybe you should be more like Delphi if you want to… you know, get bigger. I’m pretty sure all the calories are going straight to her chest.”

“Are they?” Delphi asked, looking down at her chest before lifting her breasts up with her hands. “They don’t feel any heavier.”

I wasn’t the only one who enjoyed the sight Delphi decided to give us. After all, as far as I was aware, everybody who was a part of Vala’s universe was just as gay for each other as they were straight for me. We all enjoyed the sight.

“If I eat more funnel cake… will I get to be like that?” Cami asked me.

“I’m not sure if it works that way,” I answered.

“Well… even if I never get my own… at least I still have Delphi’s.”

“We all have Delphi’s on this blessed day.”

Delphi blinked a few times, confused by what was going on, before looking like a lightbulb popped up over her head. Now, if we were in Vala’s universe, a lightbulb would have actually popped up over her head. “Oh! Idea! Because you were talking about towers earlier, right? I have a tower idea!”

“Yeah?”

“A funnel cake tower!”

“How… how would that even work?”

“Okay! So, umm, like… okay. So like, it’s a tower, but funnel cake! Umm, and it would… make funnel cake! And we could eat it!”

“Delphi… you just want a food booth that will make you funnel cake on demand, don’t you?”

“Well… maybe.”

“I have an idea,” Cami said. “What if it’s a clown tower that—”

“No,” I said. “Next idea.”

Cami might have pouted, but I wasn’t going to allow clowns to exist in Vala’s universe no matter what.

“Oh!” Lavi spoke up. “What if it’s like a roller coaster toaster that—”

“A roller coaster toaster?” I asked.

Lavi took a few moments to think about what she said before blushing and looking away. “I-I meant a roller coaster tower… a-and… it could have tracks that lead onto the paths… and it sends roller coasters flying across the paths to wipe out anybody in front of them…”

“I’ve seen videos of people doing things like that in roller coaster building games. Only problem then is what kind of girl it’s going to turn into. Then again, we have honey badgers for archers. I guess we could put any type of animal or monster there and it’d be fine.”

“What about… rabbits?”

“Why rabbits?”

“I was watching videos online the other day… and I came across this rabbit girl who makes videos, and—”

“A rabbit girl making videos?”

“Well, a virtual rabbit girl, if that makes sense.”

“Wait… is this the same thing that Vala told me about before? Something about a bunny girl who creates crazy machines and commits war crimes while using some sort of virtual avatar or whatever?”

“Yeah! Probably. Any-anyways, we could have mad rabbit engineers who design a roller coaster next to the path that sends the cars across it! So I guess it’d be like another type of AoE tower. Or maybe… like a trap tower? Because the cows can fire on anything within range, but the roller coaster tower would only be able to hit enemies that pass right in front of it. And then we get a crazy engineer rabbit girlfriend once it upgrades. And because it’s amusement park themed, there could be a funnel cake booth built into it!”

“That… actually works, I think. Good idea.”

“Hehe… can I—if… if it’s not too much to ask for… can you pet my head?”

I reached over the table to pet Lavi’s head. “Good girl. And good idea.”

Lavi might have liked to try and be cool and badass, but that didn’t mean she didn’t love to be pampered as much as everybody else.

“So,” I said, “now we’ve got an idea for upgrading the bee tower, and two new ideas for brand new towers. I think Vala is going to be overjoyed that we’ve come up with ideas for making our ‘game’ better.”

Honey tugged on my arm to grab my attention and said, “Honey…I’m here for you.”

“What’s up? You looked worried.”

“With how many new girlfriends we’re going to get… you’re going to have to plan a lot of dates for all of them. So, I’m here for you! I’ve played lots of dating sims, so you can have faith in me!”

I wasn’t sure how helpful she’d be in that regard, especially since I had to help her out with one of her games, but I was happy to have her enthusiasm supporting me. More importantly, she had a point that I didn’t really consider before.

Every time we got new girlfriends, in order to give them all equal amounts of attention, I would need to take them out on dates just like the one I was on. It would only be fair.

That meant I had a lot more big dates like this in the future.

Then again, even when it came to people in normal relationships with only a single partner, they still went on plenty of dates together. The only real difference was that I’d be swapping out who I take out. And anybody not going out with me could go out with one of the others, so nobody would ever need to be left behind.

Except for Vala to be lazy and play video games on her own. Though, I was sure we’d get some girlfriends who would happily stay home with her to play games while the rest of us went out.

“Thanks, Honey,” I said. “I’ll make sure to… come to you for your expertise.”

Honey nodded and smiled, eager to help. She looked like she was already planning some dates out in her mind.

“Now, let’s get going before the park closes down. We’ve only got a couple of hours left to enjoy the rides.”

I wanted to make sure that everybody got to choose at least one thing to do, and we were running on limited time, so we couldn’t really afford to sit around chatting at the table. Besides, we’d have plenty of time to talk still while waiting in lines for rides and afterward. I figured that we were probably going to spend a night together in a hotel or something like what me and Window did, so that meant we could talk and…

And then I remembered what was most likely going to happen.

Me. Five girlfriends. A hotel room together.

All night to ourselves.

Delphi holding herself back and still excited over me wearing a sweater.

Everybody else wanting to partake in bedroom activities with me, too, since I only slept with Vala, Cami, and Window so far.

I looked down at my crotch and said a mental prayer. Me and my trusty partner were going to need all the help we could get.

Fortunately, there were still some rides before the riding. I just needed to find the ones that were the most thrilling to try and exhaust the girls as much as possible before retiring for the night with them. The more tired I got them beforehand, the more easily I’d be able to tire them out later.

I probably wouldn’t last otherwise.


Chapter Twenty-One

We went on as many amusement park rides as we could. Roller coasters, swinging pendulums, more roller coasters, spinning swings high above the ground, even more roller coasters, and then we ended it all with the greatest attraction of any amusement park.

Similar to how anybody who dislikes funnel cake can’t be trusted, anybody who does not believe in the objective superiority of bumper cars is a horrible person. Worse than war criminals. One might even say that they are worse than genocidal leaders throughout history. Or, to put it simply, they’re wrong. Everything about them is wrong, but mainly it’s their opinion that is wrong.

Those who dislike bumper cars are misguided, brainwashed sheep who have somehow fallen for propaganda to hide the pure glory of bumper cars from them.

Now, one might ask, “What makes bumper cars so great?” And by “one,” I mean Honey asked that after I got done ranting to them while waiting in line about how bumper cars were the best.

I might have said how they were the best, but I never explained why they were the best.

And there was an extremely simple reason for why they were the best.

“Because you can run over kids and make them cry in a legally accepted way,” I answered. Well, maybe it wasn’t actually running kids over, but it was the next best thing.

My girlfriends all stood there staring at me in silence for a few moments, yet I did not budge. My belief was resolute; my creed, sacrosanct.

“You’re a horrible person,” Clawdia said.

I was probably being too dramatic, but I held my head high and said, “One must walk in darkest shade to experience the brightest light.”

Surely enough, it was Lavi who understood me first as she lit up with wide, amazed eyes.

That made me realize what I needed to do. I needed to convince each of the girls in a way unique to them that I was right. For Lavi, all I had to do was be dramatic and sound edgy.

I looked at Cami next. “You can steal their chocolate after running them over.”

Cami’s eyes sparkled as she nodded.

Next was Delphi. “You can steal their soup after running them over.”

I might have repeated the same trick, but it worked as Delphi’s tail wagged behind her.

Three down, two to go.

I looked at Honey. “Kids won’t be able to interrupt you while you play adult games if you run them over first.”

Honey blushed a little, but she still nodded.

Only one left.

I looked at Clawdia.

“It won’t work,” she said. “I’m not as easy to fool as the rest of them!”

“Clawdia,” I said.

“Hmph. Won’t work.”

“I’ll turn you into my personal kitten maid if you run over children.”

Clawdia turned bright red as she crossed her arms over her chest. “A-as if that would ever work! The-the-there’s n-no way that I would… be such a horrible person… f-for something like that… nya…”

“Well, if you don’t want to, I guess I can make somebody else into my—”

“It’s not like I’m opposed to running children over or anything!” she shouted, causing everybody else around to stare at us.

But whether they stared or not didn’t matter.

I talked everybody into the glory of vehicularly manslaughtering children.

“Good girl,” I said.

Clawdia wiggled around where she stood, shifting her thighs together as she struggled to look me in the eye. “N-nya…”

Fortunately, when we made it to the front of the line, the employee working there looked so high that all he did was chuckle to himself and open the gate for us. I was worried he might reject us after hearing what we talked about, but that wasn’t an issue.

What was an issue was that Window and Luca were there.

And they heard everything.

“Drake,” Window said.

I gulped. “Ye-yeah?”

“You are literally the worst.”

“Papa,” Luca joined in.

“Please. I can’t handle it if my own daughter judges me,” I said.

Luca sighed and shook her head with her arms crossed over her chest. “I’m disappointed, Papa. You were gonna commit horrible acts of violence without me!”

Window sighed. “End me. Why do I even try. Nobody is on my side. Existence is insanity.”

While Window looked utterly defeated, I couldn’t have felt more proud. “I’ve raised you so well, Luca.”

“Ehehe. That’s because you’re the best, Papa! So, can I have presents for every kid I drive into?”

“A thousand dollars’ worth of presents per child.”

“Deal!”

“Isn’t that way too much?!” Window shouted.

“I’ll sell my kidney if I have to. She’s our daughter,” I explained.

“I’m so done.”

Window might have been done, but bumper cars was only just beginning.

Almost everybody in the arena was an older teen or young adult… except for one.

There was only one other child in the entire arena excluding Luca.

And after I hyped everybody up for running over children, we all had our eyes set on the lonesome boy who had no idea what to expect as he sat in his car with a dumb, innocent smile on his face.

We would reduce him to nothing more than a sentient mass of tears by the time the match was over.

The match ended.

In all the ways that it could have gone… I didn’t expect it to go how it did.

“Know your place, trash,” Window said, standing over us with her hands on her hips as we all groveled before her. “That’s what you get for trying to pick on a little kid. I mean… seriously. There are seven of you and you all tried ganging up on him.”

Window… spent the whole match protecting that kid. She protected his smile. While we all chased after him like raving lunatics, Window pulled out every stop possible to protect him. It didn’t matter what we did, Window exerted her dominance as a queen of the bumper car arena.

“Maybe bumper cars isn’t the best ride in a park after all,” I said and sighed.

“Somebody has to have morals here or else this is going to turn into a grimdark,” Window said.

“There’s nothing grimdark about making children cry!”

“There is! There absolutely is!”

I sighed again. There was no point in arguing with Window. She didn’t understand the beautiful sight of seeing children cry over stupid and harmless things, such as potentially getting whiplash by having their bumper car rammed into at full speed to the point where it almost flips over. Worst case scenario, they break their neck. What’s so bad about that? It’s not like children need their necks or anything.

Only Luca needed her neck. Other children were irrelevant and pointless.

“Now that you’ve spent the last of your time on something so stupid, it’s time to go to the hotel,” Window said.

I could barely even get excited at the idea of it. “Okay.”

“Picking one out and going there and all that would be boring, so I’m just going to snap my fingers and then we’ll be in our hotel rooms.”

“I guess.”

“Stop sounding so depressed.”

“I’ll try.”

Window realized there was no further point in trying, so she gave up and snapped her fingers to teleport herself and Luca into one room while teleporting the rest of us into a shared room that had a single bed barely large enough for all of us.

Window was gone, so that meant we could go back to normal instead of continuing the depressed scene for comedic effect.

Though I was still a tiny bit disappointed in not getting to make any children cry.

“Now that we’re back… it means I don’t have to be patient anymore,” Delphi said.

The next thing I knew, Delphi shoved me onto the bed and pounced on me.

“Master… you’ve been wearing that sweater around me all night… there’s no way I could resist such a soup.”

“Did… did you just compare me to soup?” I asked.

“Because you look delicious and soup is delicious!”

Honestly, I did forget about how… desperate Delphi looked when she first saw me in a sweater. Once I remembered that, though, the current state of things made far more sense. And I did tell her that we’d do whatever she wanted.

Apparently, what she wanted to do was me.

And she didn’t want to wait.

“I feel like I’m in danger,” I said.

Delphi was getting so excited that all she could do was pant overtop me, almost drooling onto my face.

The rest of the girls had no intention of stopping her, either, considering that everybody was looking forward to this. Even Clawdia stayed silent as she watched with flushed cheeks.

Though, Cami was the first one to actually begin to strip. Maybe because we already did it before and she had no problem being nude around me.

The others worked on joining her while Delphi began her work on me.

I woke up the next morning and immediately remembered what happened the last time I slept in a hotel with anybody.

A child. A child happened.

I looked around to see if there were any children running around.

First, I saw Delphi. She was next to me with her chest pressed against the side of my head. I would have loved the feeling of that if it wasn’t for the panic of checking to see if I had a new kid or five.

Delphi really loved using what she had available to her, though. Whether she was using them while awake or pressing them against me in her sleep, she never let them go to waste.

Next was Clawdia. Clawdia was tightly wrapped around my left arm with a silly smile on her face. She looked adorable and innocent like that which was a huge contrast to the sort of fantasies she had. Though, it turned out that her fantasies were also a contrast to how she actually behaved in bed.

All meow, no bite.

Very loud meowing, too.

Next was Lavi. She was behind Clawdia and sprawled out with one hand resting on top of her abdomen as she snored with drool running down her lips. Not graceful in the slightest, but still cute.

I wondered how my neck and shoulders looked given how fond she was of biting. That was something new I learned about her.

Looking down, I realized there was somebody between my legs. That ended up just being Cami, though. She was the one who took the lead among the girls to show them how things were done, and she ended the night in the same position that she started it in. Well, maybe not the exact same since she was curled up and sleeping while using my crotch as a pillow.

There was only one other person I could see in the room and that was Honey. Honey was behind Delphi with her arms wrapped around Delphi’s waist and her head resting on Delphi’s tail, using it as a pillow. Despite being a honey badger made into a cute girl, she had plenty of fucks to give last night. Though, I wasn’t sure if she was excited because of doing such things together… or if she was excited because she finally got to do the things she only ever saw in visual novels before.

I looked around again just to confirm. Unless there was somebody hiding under the bed or in the bathroom, we were in the clear with no more children.

Part of me was disappointed. The other part of me was extremely, immensely, unbelievably relieved.

The last part of me was happy that I could lean back and enjoy the situation I was in without having to worry about taking care of kids or behaving appropriately in front of them.

Did I want even more kids?

Yes.

Did I also want to enjoy the fact that I was in bed with five naked women all around me without having to worry about how it definitely wasn’t appropriate for children to be around that?

At the moment, yes. An even bigger yes. A far bigger yes.

I reached up and touched my neck.

It immediately stung upon touching it.

Gonna have to invest in a muzzle for Lavi, I thought to myself.

Seriously, I expected her to be all cute and submissive and shy in bed. I thought that was part of her thing. She acted all cool and badass but then was super shy and meek and had no idea what to do while acting all flustered.

That couldn’t have been any further from the truth when it came to the bedroom, apparently.

I was stupid to worry about the zombie princess tearing my head off. It was Lavi I really had to worry about.

Good thing Clawdia was there to scold her about biting me too much and too hard.

I wanted to put myself in danger to bring out Clawdia’s worried side again. I also wanted to secretly record her being worried so that I could tease her about it and have proof to back the teasing up since I knew she would deny it otherwise.

That would be fun.

But for the time being, I was content with relaxing in bed surrounded by my girlfriends.

Well, there was one more thing I felt.

I felt the desire to go through more battles.

Maybe I was getting selfish, but actually experiencing the night with so many women in one bed… I wanted more. I felt like I was going back to the fantasies I had as a teenager of having dozens of wives. I once more wanted that. Of course, the girlfriends I already had were more than enough. I would be perfectly happy spending the rest of my life with even just one of them.

But, if I was allowed to get more girlfriends, and they also wanted more girlfriends, then why not? It was a win-win situation.

If I was going to play the role of the villainous conqueror who blew up castles and wiped out legions of cats, then it was only right for me to go on a conquest to gather as many wives as possible! Consensual and loving wives, of course.

I was already able to imagine it. Me. A king. Sitting on a throne. Surrounded by my wives. Vala standing by my side as my queen with women all around her, too.

The more I thought about it, the more I fell in love with the idea of being the villain. Well, with the aesthetic of villainy, anyways. You never saw righteous and holy kings surrounded by harems of women. It was always the evil kings and conquerors who had those.

I knew what needed to be done.

It was time to go on a conquest of evil against the zombie queen. She and her giant, fluffy bat were both going to become my wives! And every other woman who would inevitably exist in Vala’s universe!

Except for Lake. Lake was a cat lady who didn’t need anybody else and that was alright.

But everybody else was mine!

Assuming they consented and wanted to be mine.

Teenager me really had it all figured out. Not only would it be great to have that many wives for the villainous aesthetic of it all, but it also meant they’d all get to keep each other occupied while I focused on my garden. It also meant I’d have more people to help me with my garden.

That was when I imagined something even greater than the mental image of a king in his throne surrounded by his wives.

I imagined…

Sitting on a log while surrounded by wives all wearing overalls with specks of dirt on them here and there. They’d be wearing gardening gloves, boots, straw hats…

Yeah. That was far better than the villainous throne idea.

I had to make myself a gardening throne to sit on and be surrounded by my gardening wives.

And that was when I had one more idea.

If anything could happen in Vala’s universe, and everybody was all about having as many wives as possible, then…

Could I grow a new wife in the garden?


Afterword

Hello again! Well, “again” assuming that you’ve read the previous afterwords. But surely you have, right? I mean, I’m incredible, witty, charming, beautiful, objectively without flaw—there’s no way that you wouldn’t look forward to reading these afterwords more than the actual books, right?

Right?

I should write more yanderes.

Anyways, thank you once again for making it this far! I know I might think I’m all that, but you’re pretty cool, too, for making it this far.

With this novel, we’re 4/6 of the ways through what has already been typed up. The sixth volume recently wrapped up on Patreon, and the seventh volume is now underway! At the current pace of releasing and writing, this trend of releasing a new LDQ volume every 3-4 months should be able to keep going for another full year before Amazon gets caught up to what I’m actively writing. Though even when we reach that point, there will still be at least two new books a year at the current pace of things.

Anyways part 2, doesn’t Window look nice on the cover? She originally didn’t have a black bra on underneath the shirt which looked really nice, but I was afraid Amazon might not like that, so we had the black bra added. Of course, there’s still a chance Amazon might not like the current cover. You see, Amazon is fine with revealing covers, but not so much suggestive covers. A less revealing but more suggestive cover is more likely to get in trouble than a more revealing but less suggestive cover. Since Window is kind of teasingly pulling her shirt down to show off some booba for this cover, that might be too suggestive and get the book placed in the “erotica” categories, which would be pretty bad for me. But, if that does happen, I don’t care. The cover is too good not to use.

Does it mean I might potentially make less money? It does, but it’s for the booba.

Boobs > Money

Anyways part 3, the archer tower girl was finally revealed! Were you able to guess who it was? Yes? No? Hopefully no seeing as how I wasn’t even able to guess what she’d be. You see, ever since starting this series, I’ve always been very honest about how it’s basically just whatever random chaos I can think of. There are a few larger plot arcs and plans I have for it, but, other than those, I never have any idea what’s going to happen next. That includes who would be in the archer tower.

Originally, I was thinking she might be a rabbit girl. Then a rat girl. But then when it came to finding out what she actually is, I wanted to try and surprise people, so I looked up animals that start with “r” since the previous hint that implied what she is started with that letter, and I found out that “ratels” are a thing and basically just honey badgers, so I went with that!

Mwahaha. Expectations subverted. Especially my own.

Anyways part 4, that’s all for me for now.

“Anyways” is just such an easy way to start off a new sentence or to change the topic.

Anyways part 5, it’s a couple of days before the deadline for the manuscript as I’m typing this, so I’m going to wrap things up and submit this to Amazon before I get in trouble for being late.

Thank you once again for your continued—

	REVIEW PLEASE
COME ON, YOU CAN’T JUST END THE AFTERWORD WITHOUT BEGGING FOR REVIEWS. WHERE’S THE SHAMELESSNESS? IT’S JUST LIKE WITH VIDEOS, YOU’RE SUPPOSED TO BEG PEOPLE TO LIKE, SUBSCRIBE, AND RING THAT BELL ICON. BUT HERE, ALL WE’RE ASKING FOR IS A REVIEW. WHETHER IT’S JUST A TEXTLESS ONE OR A WRITTEN REVIEW (PLS GIVE), YOU SHOULD TOTALLY REVIEW THIS. AND REVIEW EVERY OTHER BOOK IN THE SERIES IF YOU HAVEN’T YET. BUT IF YOU DON’T FEEL LIKE IT, JUST REVIEWING THIS ONE IS GOOD ENOUGH (UNTIL THE NEXT BOOK).
Also.
Dang.
I look hot on the cover. No wonder I’m the best girl when I look like that. I mean, come on, who doesn’t want a cute, gacha-game addicted, informational status window waifu when she looks like that? Like me?
Sheeeeesh, I’m hot.
Anyways, you, reading this, go review the book. You can review the book as a method of thanking me for existing and being so hot. Also, Luca will cry if you don’t review it. You don’t want to be responsible for making a cute little informational status girl cry, right?



Alright. Now that that’s out of the way with, I’m just going to go ahead and copy-paste the links and stuff now.

If you want to be among the first to hear about new book releases and special offers, consider subscribing to my mailing list! You can subscribe to the mailing list here: https://acearriande.ck.page

My website is available at: https://acearriande.com/

If you want to follow me on social media, you can check out my Twitter at: https://twitter.com/ace_arriande

I have a Patreon, too, with early access to advanced chapters of all of my stories which you can find at: https://www.patreon.com/AceArriande

And if you ever want to email me for any reason, you can email me at: ace@arriande.com

I also have a YouTube channel that may or may not be dead, but if you’re ever curious about that, you can check it out here: https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCGmETU0sr2AIjA0jwq-MsSQ

And that’s everything! So, once again, thank you for taking the time to check out the story, and I hope that you continue enjoying it as more volumes come out!
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